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PREFACE. 


Tlhe  present  Publication  is  intended  to  fotm,  with  The  British  Dramas  and 
Shmkspeare,  a  complete  and  uniform  Collection^  in  Ten  Volumes,  of  the 
best  English  Plays.  The  distinction  o{  Ancient  and  Modem  will  be  found 
to  consist  chiefly  in  reference  to  their  having  lost  or  retained  possession  of 
the  Stage.  Hamlet  and  Macbeth,  for  example,  cannot,  in  this  sense,  be 
termed  ancient  Plays,  although  prior  in  date  to  many,  or  indeed  to  most 
of  those  which  will  be  found  in  the  following  Volumes.  It  is  unnecessary 
to  inform  the  lovers  of  the  Drama,  that  although  the  later  and  more 
fashionable  department  of  the  Collection  will  be  found  most  useful  to 
the  frequenters  of  the  Theatre,  yet  that  which  we  are  now  prefacing  will 
be  the  most  acceptable  to  the  admirers  of  poetry.  From  the  latter  end 
of  the  sixteenth  century  to  the  breaking  out  of  the  civil  war,  the  best 
Poets  of  England  were  engaged  in  dramatic  composition;  and  Drayton 
and  Spenceb  are  the  only  authors  of  eminent  reputation,  who  have  not 
written  for  the  Stage. 

It  must  be  recollected,  that,  besides  the  immortal  Shakspearb,  there 
flourished,  during  this  period,  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  Jonsok, 
vol..  I,  b 
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Ford,  Massingeb,  and  Webster;  and  the  lesser,  yet  respectable  nameir 
of  Shirley,  Daniel,  Brome,  Marston,  Dekkar,  and  others,  adorn 
the  same  age.  All  of  whom  either  derived  their  principal  subsistence 
from,  or  at  least  dedicated  most  of  their  time  to,  dramatic  composition. 
Nor  are  the  monuments  of  their  labour  unworthy  of  the  associates, 
perhaps  the  friends,  of  Shakspeare.  These  efforts  of  the  earlier  dra- 
matic Muse  are  in  general  free  from  the  licentiousness  which  invaded 
the  Stage  after  the  Restoration.  Coarse  and  indelicate  passages  maybe 
found  by  those  who  love  to  glean  for  them;  but  the  general  tenour 
of  our  more  ancient  Plays  is  highly  virtuous  :  nor  had  the  Stage  at  any 
time,  or  in  any  country,  so  good  a  title  to  be  considered  as  a  school  4)f 
morals,  as  in  England,  during  the  reigns  of  Elizabeth,  James,  and 
Charles  the  First.  Such  being  the  case,  little  apology  is  necessary 
for  introducing  to  the  public,  id  a  compendious  and  at  the  same  time  an 
elegant  form,  those  works  in  which  genius  has  aided  virtue;  and  an 
elegant  and  classical  amusement  is  combined  witb  lessons  of  morality, 
i^d  a  knowledge  of  the  human  hedrt. 

The  ground-wort  of  the  present  Collection  is  the  excellent  Selection 
known  by  the  name  of  Dodsley's  Old  Plays.  Some  variations,  however, 
have  been  introduced ;  and  particularly  all  the  Plays  ascribed  to  Shak- 
speare, but  left  out  in  the  later  editions  of  his  works,  have  been  ex- 
tracted from  Johnson  and  Steevens's  Supplement  of  1780.  Some  other 
Plays  hav>e  been  added,  and  some  of' Dodsley's  Collection  omitted; 
either  because  they  appeared  to  possess  but  little  interest,  or  on  account 
of  their  being  lately  republished.  The  Plays  of  Massing  feR,  for  example, 
have  been  left  out;  on  account  of  the  excellent  edition  of  Mr.  Gifford  : 
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and  for  those  of  Ford,  the  reader  is  referred  to  that  which  is  now  pre* 
pared  for  pubUcation  by  Mr.  Henry  Weber. 

With  these  few  preliminary  remarks,  the  Publisher  oflfers  to  the 
world  The  Ancient  British  Drama. 


N.  B.  Where  references  are  made  in  this  Work  to  the  Plays  of  Shakspearb, 
it  was  considered  unnecessary  to  repeat  his  name,  as  the  Plays  of  our  immortal 

m 

Bard  are  known  to  almost  every  reader.  It  may,  however,  be  proper  to  observe, 
that  it  is  the  edition  of  1773,  which  is  uniformly  meant— -"References  are  also 
made,  in  some  of  the  notes,  to  Dodsley's  Old  Plays,  without  mentioning  the  title-* 
*  Dodslet's  Old  Flay$!  edit  1730— but  the  intelligent  reader  will  find  no  difficulty 
in  discriminating  them. 
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THB 

FOUR   P's. 

BT 

J.  HErWOOD. 


Joaw  HrrwooDy  or  Heewoodj  one  of  the  fnoit  ancient  dramatic  writers  in  the  English  lansuagef 
utborn  in  the  city  of  London,'  and  educated  in  the  university  of  Oxford^  at  the  ancient  MostU 
^Ued  Broadgate\  in  St  Aidgate's  Parish.  He  was  in  his  time  more  celebrated  for  his  wit  than  his 
iismng;  and  having  some  fair  possessions  at  North  Mims^  he  resided  there  after  he  left  Oxford, 
M^  huame  intimately  acquainted  with  Sir  Thomas  More,  who  lived  in  that  neighbourhood,  *  He^t 
<*«  latter  wrote  hit  celebrated  work  called  Utopia,  and  is  supposed  to  have  assisted  Heywood  in  the 
(wpoBtton  of  his  Epigrams. '  Through  Sir  Thomas  Morels  means,  it  is  probable  our  author  was  m- 
ffodueed  to  the  knowledge  of  King  Hennf  VUU  and  of  his  daughter  the  princess,  afterwards  Queen 
^9ry :  ty  the  former  qjfwhom,  he  was  held  in  much  esteem  for  the  mirth  and  quickness  of  his  con- 
^t;  and  so  much^  valued  by  the  latter,  that  he  was  often,  after  she  came  to  the  throne,  admitted 
to  the  honour  of  waiting  upon  and  exercising  his  fancy  before  her,  even  to  the  time  she  lay  languish- 
^  on  her  death-ted.  His  education  having  been  in  the  Roman  Cat hoUe  faith,  heeontinued  steadily 
•ttsched  to  the  tenets  of  that  religion ;  and  during  the  reign '  ^*  Edward  VUfeU  under  the  suspidon 


Wood,  in  b'M  Athene  Oxmienses,  VoL  I.  p.  149,  positlTely  flwf  hit  birth  at  this  place.  Other  wri- 
wn  hate  made  him  a  oatiTe  of  North  Mims,  in  Hertfordshire,  bat  apparently  withaot  any  authority. 
B^»  who  liTcd  nearest  to  the  aathor's  time,  calls  him  Civis  Limdinaui$ ;  which  words,  though  they  do 
f^  absolutely  prove  that  he  was  bom  in  London,  yet  surely  are  suflklent,  ia  a  matter  of  thb  UDcertaiDty» 
^^^mat  ally  one  to  conclude  that  he  was  a  native  of  that  city,  as  no  cirmoiBtaiice  appean  to  iodnce 
«  Mief  that  he  acquired  the  title  of  citizen  of  London  otherwise  than  by  birth. 

Pearhani's  Complete  hjn^hh  Gentleman,  4to,  16^7,  p.  95. 

Gabriel  Harvey's  MS.  Note  to  Speyght*s  Chancer,  as  quoted  In  Mr  Steeve»*ft  Shakespeare,  Vol.  V. 

|AtbeQ.Ozon  VoL  I.  p.  149.  ^ 

M  ..?^^  to  step  backe  to  my  teslce,  (though  everie  place  Istep  to,  yeeldes  me  sweeter  discourse,)  what 

u~^  yo«  by  Haywood,  that  scaped  buging  with  his  mirth  i  the  king  being  graciously,. and  (as  I 

M  ii      ^  ^^y  perswaded,  that  a  man  that  wrate  so  pleasant  and  harmelesse  verses,  could  not  have  any 

■^n^fult  conceit  against  his  proceedings,  and  so,  by  the  honest  motion  of  i^  gentleman  of  bis  chambe 

VOL.  I.  A 
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qfpraciiiing  againtt  the  government,  and  narrowfy  escaped  the  halter.  After  the  death  of  hii 
troneu  the  queen,  he  left  the  nation,  tay$  Wood,^  jfor  religion  take^  and  settled  at  Mechlen,  in  1 
hant,  where  he  died  awmt  the  year  1565,  leaving  several  children ;  one  of  whom,  Jasper  Heywoodf 
translated  three  of  Seneca  s  plays,  and  wrote  several  poems,  printed  in  the  Paradise  of  Dainty  De- 
vises, 4to,  1578.  This  Jasper  Heywood  was,  according  to  Fuller,  executed  in  the  reign  ofUueen 
Elizabeth  ;  Imt  mare  probably,  as  Sir  Richard  Baker  asserts,  was  among  those  who  were  taken  isi 
1585,  and  sent  out  of  England. 

John  Heywood  ^  appears  to  be  the  second  English  dramatic  writer.  Oldys  *  says  he  began  to  write 
about  the  year  15S0,  but  that  he  could  not  find  he  published  any  thing  so  early.  The  JoUowing  i$  a 
list  of  his  works  z 

**  A  Play  betwene  Johan  the  Husband,  I^b  the  Wyfe,  and  Sir  Johan  the  Priest,  by  John  Bey- 
wood,  4to.  Imprvnted  at  London  h/  William  Rastall,  the  12th  day  of  February,  1533.''  (Oldyf$ 
MS.  Notes,  and  Companion  to  thfi  Playhouse,) 

**  A  Mery  Play  betwene  the  Pardoner  and  the  Frere,  the  Curate,  and  neybour  Pratte,  4/o.  Im- 
"^prynted  by  William  Rastall,  5th  of  April,  1535.''  (Amis,  183.  Oldyi^s  MS.  Notes,  and  Comptf 
nion  to  the  Playhouse.) 

"  The  Plwe  called  the  Foure  P.  P.  A  newe  and  a  very  mery  EnterbideefA  Pabner,  A  Pas^ 
^  doner,  A  Potyiary,  A  Pedler.  Made  by  John  Heemeod,  Ato.  Imprvnted  at  London,  tit  Flete  Strete 
**  at  the  synge  of  the  George,  by  Wyllyam  Myddylton,  4/o.  no  date.     Also, 

"  A  Play  of  Genteelness  and  Nobilitie.  An  Interlude  in  two  Parts,  4to,  no  date.^  (Compasiion 
to  the  Playhouse.) 

**  A  Play  of  Love.    An  Interlude,  4to,  IdSd.''    (Companion  to  the  Playhouse). 

**  A  Play  of  the  Weather,  called  A  new  and  a  very  merry  Interlu(k  of  all  manner  of  Weathers, 
**  1553, /ofio.^  (Companion  to  the  Playhouse.  Oldys's  MS.)  Also  in  Umo,  printed  by  Robert 
Wyert  no  date.    (Ames,  157  J 

^  2"he  Spider  and  the  Flic,  a  Parable,  made  by  John  Heywood.  Imprinted  by  Thomas  Powell, 
"  1556,  B.  L.  410." 

**  John  Heyicood's  Woorkes,  A  Dialogue  contevning  the  Number  ^  the  effectual  Proverbes  in  the 

English  2'ongue,  compacte  in  a  matter  concerning  two  Maner  of  Mariages :  woith  one  Hundredth 
"  of  Epigramwes ;  and  three  Hundredth  of  Epigrammes  vppon  three  Hundred  Proverbes,  and  a  fifth 
*'  hundred  of  Epigrammes.  W hereunto  are  newly  added,  a  sixte  hundred  qf  Epigrammes,  by  the  said 
**  John  Heyzcoode.    Imprinted  by  Thomas  Marshe,  1576,  4to.  B.  U* 

Another  edition  was  printed  by  Felix  Kyngston,  in  4tQ.  B.  L.  1598. 

**  A  Brcfe  Batct,  touching  the  Irayterous  takynge  qfScarborow  Castle.  Imprinted  at  London  bu 
**  Thomas  roiceU*  On  a  broad  side  qf  two  columns,  B.  L.  (Among  the  Fouo  Volumes  qf  Dyson  $ 
Collect  ionSf  in  the  Library  of  the  Society  of  Antiquarians.)  Thomas  Stafford,  who  took  that  castle 
iSd  April,  1557,  and  proclaimed  himself  protector  of  the  realm,  was  beheaded  28M  May  following, 
and  three  of  his  accomplices  were  hanged.    Oldys*s  MS. 

"  A  Baiade  of  the  Meeting  and  Marriage  of  the  King  and  Queenes  Highness.  Imprinted  by  W. 
*' RjifddcL**    Onesideof  a  large  half  sheet.    Oldys. 

Wbi Stanly^  hath  expresud  a  doubt,  whether  the  author  of  the  Epigrami,  and  qfthe  Plays,  were 
'not  different  persons.  The  following  Epigram  will  be  sufficient  to  set  that  fact  b^ond  contrm* 
diction,  and  at  the  same  time  exhibit  a  specimen  qf  the  authoi^s  manner : 

Art  thou  Heywood,  with  thy  mad  merry  wit  ? 

Yea,  forsooth,  matter,  that  raune  Is  even  bit 
Art  thoa  Heywood,  that  appliest  mirth  more  than  thrift? 

Yet,  sir,  1  talce  merry  mirth  a  golden  gift. 
Art  thoa  Heywood,  that  hast  made  mapy  mad  plays  ? 

Yea,  many  plays,  few  sood  works  in  my  days. 
•       Art  thoa  Heywood,  that  hath  made  men  merry  Iqilg  I 

Yea,  and  will,  if  I  be  made  merry  among. 
Art  tboo  Heywood,  that  wooldtt  be  mnde  merry  now  } 

Yes,  sir,  help  me  to  it  now,  1  beseech  yon. 


"  saved  him  from  the  jerke  of  the  siz^trll^  whip.**— Harringtoii*8  Metamorphoses  ofjjax,  ISOtf, 
p«  25. 

^  A  then.  Oxon.  Vol.  I.  p.  149. 

^  Or  Pal^^^rave,  whose  play  of  Acolastns  was  printed  in  the  year  1529,  seems  to  have  been  the  fingL 
Scc^ifiM,  166.  .  ^  * 


»  M$.  Motes  on  Langbainc*  ^  f  Lives  of  t^ie  Boglish  Poets,  p.  45» 
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Winstmd^  and  Pkil^  escribe  to  hm^  I  think  falsely,  The  Pinner  efWakefield^  and  Phibtm, 
printed  at  Edinburgh,  160$. 

Dr  Fuller  f  mentions  a  hook  written  bv  our  author,  intitled,  Monumenta  Literaria;  which  are 
said  to  be  Non  tam  labore  condita,  qoam  Upore  coodita. 


THE  FOUR  P's. 


DRAMATIS  PERSON*. 


A  Palmer, 
A  Pardoner, 


A  Poticary, 
APedUr. 


■  Palmer  speaketh. 
Now  God  be  here;  who  kef>cth  this  place  ? 
Now  by  my  fajth,  I  crje  yoa  mercy ; 
Of  reasoo  I  matt  sew  U>r  grace, 
Mr  aevidneee  sbeweth  me  so  homely. 
'Wberof  yoor  pardon  axt  and  wonoe, 
I  sew  you,*  as  cartesy  doth  me  byiide, 
To  tell  this  whiche  smUbe  be^onne, 
Id  order  as  may  come  beste  m  mynde. 
I  am  a  Palmer,  as  ye  '  se, 
Whiche  of  my  lyfe  mucbe  part  have  *  spenl 
In  many  a  fayre  and  farre '  cuntrie. 
As  pilgryms  do  of  good  intent. 
At  Uieriiaalem  ^  have  I  bene 


Before  Chryste's  blessed  sepulture : 
The  mount  of  Calvary  have  I  sene,^ 
A  holy  place  ye  may  be  sure. 
To  Josaphat  and  Olyvete,* 
On  fote,  God  wote,  I  went  ryght  bare  t 
Many  a  salte  (ere  dyd  I  swete. 
Before  th ys  carkcs~couTde  *  come  thare. 
Yet  have  I  bene  at  Rome  also, 
And  gone  the  statyons  '^  all  a  row. 
Saynt  Peter's  shryne,  and  many  mo. 
Than  yf  I  told  all  ye  do  know. 
Except  that  there  be  any  suchc. 
That  hath  ben  there,  and  diligently 
Hath  taken  hedc,  and  marked  muche, 
Then  can  they  speke  as  rouche  as  I. 


*  Vd.  HI.  +  Worthies,  p.  221 . 

'  Palmer — **  The  difference  between  a  pilgrim  and  a  palmer  was  tbas  :  The  pilgrim  bad  some  home, 
•r  dweUiog  place;  but  the  palmer  had  none.  The  pilgrim  travelled  to  some  certain  designed  place,  or 
places  I  bat  the  pialroer  te  all.  The  pilgrim  went  at  his  own  charges ;  but  the  palmer  professed  wilful 
poverty,  and  went  upon  alms.  The  pilgrim  might  give  over  his  profession,  and  return  home ;  but  the 
palmer  most  be  constant  till  he  had  obtaine4  the  palm,  that  Is,  victory  over  all  spiritual  enemies,  and 
life  by  death,  and  thence  his  name  Palmer;  or  else  from  a  staff,  or  boughs  of  palm,  which  be  always 
carried  along  with  him.*' — Stavbley's  Roman  UorseUeeh^  1769,  p.  93. 

*  Seie^u— sue  now,  edition  1669.  '  Kc— you,  edit.  1569. 

^  Have — hath,  1st  edit.  s  poj^p^  andfarre^fav  and  fsire,  edit.  1560.  . 

^  Hienualem — Jerusalem,  e^it.  1569. 

7  Have  I—l  have,  edit  1569.  ^ 

*  T»  Josaphat  and  Obfvete — Maundevile  thus  mentions  these  places :  *'  And  towards4he  est  syde^  with- 
eate  the  walles  of  the  cytee  (i.  e.  Jerusalem)  is  the  vale  of  Josaphathe,  that  touchethe  to  the  walles,  as 
thoagbe  it  were  a  large  dycbe.  And  anen  that  vale  of  Josaphatbe  out  of  the  cytee,  is  the  chirche  of 
Seynt  Stevene,  where  he  was  stoned  to  dethe.** — Voiage  and  Traoaile,  8vo,  17i5,  p.  06.  **  And  above  the 
vale  is  the  mount  of  Ohfvete :  and  it  is  cleped  so  for  the  plentee  of  olyves  that  growen  there.  Tbat.monnt 
is  mare  highe  than  the  cytee  of  Jerusalem  isi  and  therefore  may  men  upon  that  mount  see  many  the 
strcto  of  the  cytee.  And  b^wene  that  mount  and  the  cytee  is  not  but  the  vale  of  J otaphatke,  that  is  not 
ftdle  large.  And  fro  that  mount  stelghe  onre  Lord  Jesu  Crist  to  heven  upon  Ascension-day ;  and  zit 
theie  Bcbewetbe  the  schapp  of  his  left  foot  in  the  stone.**—- Foia^e  and  Traoaile,  8vo,  1725,  p.  116. 

*  Ciwlils— would,  edit.  1569. 

'^  7%e  statyons  (stationes,  or  jtcniee>— Answered  to  the  stages  between  London  and  Rome,  or  Holy  Land; 
«f  which  there  is  a  map  in  a  MS.  Of  Math.  Paris,  Roy.  Lib.  14.  C.  VII.  and  Beniwt.  Coll.  c.  iz.  and 
PU  Vn.  Brit.  Topog.  Vol.  I.  p.  85.    G. 
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Then  at  the  Rodes  '^^  also  I  ww;  ' 
And  rounde  about  to  Amias." 
At  Saynt  Toncomber  and  Saynt  Tronion :  '^ 
At  Sajrnt  Bothulpb, "  and  Saynt  Anne  of  Back- 
8ton.'* 


Om  the  hyUer  of  Amtny,  fvUre  I  mw  '^  Noeli 


ar 


irke:*« 


With  holy  Job»  and  Saynt  Geom  in  Soatbwarke:'' 
At  Waltam*'*  and  at  Walsyn^wm ; '' 
And  at  the  good  rood^  of  Dagnam ; " 


%" 


'^-*  JKmIb^— Rhodes,  an  island  to  wkieli  the  Knights  Hospkallen,  now  Knights  of  Malta,  letiied,  oa 
being  driven  out  of  Jemsalem. 

"  ^mia»— probably  Emans,  near  Jemsalem. 

1^  Saynt  Toncomber  and  S^pU  TVomiom — Of  these  saints,  or  places,  I  can  give  no  accoaat. 

Smfnt  fio/Auipfr— Saint  Botbnlph  is  said  to  have  been  bom  in  Cornwall,  and  was  enineat  for  work* 

'  miracles  about  the  time  of  Lucius.    He  was  buried  at  Boston,  in  Uocolnshire. 

^^  Sttgni  Anm  of  Buckston-^"*  Within  the  parish  of  Bacwell,  io  Derbyshire,  is«  cMappet^  (iomU^me 
dedicated  to  St  Jtme,)  in  a  place  called  Bucston^  wheare  is  a  hotte  bathe*  of  such  like  ^aalitie  as  those 
raeotioned  in  Bathe  be.  llytker  thoy  weare  wont  to  run  on  pitgrimage^  ascribiage  to  8t  Aaae  miracitlously, 
that  thinge  which  is  in  that  and  sondrye  other  waten  naturally.** — Lambaroe^s /McttoaartMiiH  p.  46* 
Drayton  says, 

'<  — I  can  again  produce  those  wondrous  wells 

Of  Buctton,  as  f  hoTe  that  most  delicious  fount 

Which  men  the  second  Bath  of  Lngland  do  account,  ^  - 

Which  10  the  primer  reigns,  when  first  this  well  hcfjjuk  >  -  -.r  i. 

To  haTC  her  Tirtues  known  onto  the  blest  St  Anne, 

Was  conwcrated  then.*' 

Polg  OlHon,  Song  zz?i. 

>s  SoMH- 4ee,  1st  edition. 

'^  HylU$  of  Jrmenjft  whero  I  tarn  NotU  mrko^**  And  so  passe  mea  be  thb  Ermomief  and  entren  the  see 
of  Pertie.  Fro  that  cytee  of  ArhfrouM  go  men  to  an  hille  that  is  clept  SobinocoUe.  And  tliere  besvde  b 
another  hille  that  men  clepen  Ararathe :  but  the  Jewes  clepen  it  Taneet ;  where  Noe'$  schipp  rested,  and 
ait  h  upon  that  montayne ;  and  men  may  seen  it  a  ferr  in  cleer  wedre :  and  that  montayne  is  wel  a  7' 
myie  highe.  And  sum  men  seyn,  that  thei  ban  seen  and  touched  the  schipp,  and  put  here  fyngres  in  the 
parties  where  the  feend  went  out,  whan  that  Noe  seyde,  Btnedhite*  Bat  tney  that  seyea  sucbe  wordes, 
se^en  here  wille;  for  a  man  may  not  gon  up  the  monta>ne  for  gret  plentee  of  snow  tluit  is  alle  we^s  oa 
that  montayne,  nouther  soraer  ne  wynter  t  so  that  ao  man  may  gon  up  there,  ae  nerere  man  dide,sithe  the 
tyme  of  JVbe,  saf  a  pionk,  that,  be  the  grace  of  (iod,  brooghte  on  of  the  plankes  doun,  that  cit  is  in  the 
mynstre  at  the  foot  of  the  mountayne.'*— Maundbv  ils's  Voiagt  and  Trmomile^  17^,  p.  179. 

'7  Sojfnt  Oeorgo  in  Southwarke-^tormerly  belonging  to  the  priory  of  BernMHMlsey.    bee  Stow*s  Sur* 

"  WaUam — The  fiunoos  holy  Cro»  of  Waltham,  which  tradition  says  was  discovered  in  the  following 
wamrr :  A  carpenter,  in  the  reign  of  Canute,  living  at  Luteganbyry,  h&d  a  vision  in  the  night  of  Christ 
cruciied,  by  whom  he  was  commanded  to  go  to  the  parish  priest,  and  direct  him  to  walk,  accompanied 
with  hit  parbhiooers,  in  solemn  procession  to  the  top  of  an  acUoining  hill,  where  on  d^ging  they  would 
ind  a  crosi  the  very  sign  of  Christ's  passion.  The  man,  neglecting  to  perform  the  orders  of  the  image, 
was  visited  by  it  a  second  time,  and  his  hands  were  then  griped  in  such  a  manner,  thatihe  marks  remai^ 
soose  tinse  after*  He  then  acquainted  the  priest^  and,  as  thev  were  ordered,  they  proceeded  to  the  place 
pointed  out,  where  they  discovered  a  great  marble,  haviog  la  it  of  black  fliut  the  image  of  the  cnicifiz. 
They  then  informed  the  lord  of  the  manor  of  the  transaction ;  and  he  immediately  resolved  to  s^nd  the 
cross  fint  to  Caaterbnry,aod  afterwards  to  Readlag;  but  on  attempting  to  draw  it  to  these  places,  although 
with  the  force  of  twelve  red  oxen,  and  as  many  white  kine,  it  was  found  impracticable,  and  he  was 
obliged  to  dethL  He  then  determined  to  fix  it  at  Walthj^p,  and  immediately  the  wain  beican  to  move 
thltber  of  itself.  In  the  way  many  persons  were  healed  of^isorders ;  and  the  relick  soon  became  much 
resorted  to  by  the  pilgrims  on  aecoant  of  the  miracles  performed  by  it.  Lamba  ude  s  Diciionarium  Jn* 
glut  TopogrmphicuM  et  HUtoriaim,  4to.  1730,  p.  4SI. 

'^  Wal^mgham — **  Wabingham,  In  Norfolk,  where  was  anciently  an  image  of  the  Virgin  Mary,  famous 
over  all  tjirope  for  the  aamerous  pilgrimages  made  to  it,  and  (he  great  riches  it  possessed.  Erasmus  has 
given  a  ^tty  exact  and  humourous  description  of  the  superstitions  practised  there  in  hb  time.  See  hb 
Account  or  the  f^ir^o  ParalAotestio,  in  hb  Coloqoy,  intitled,  Peregritumo  Religionu  Ergo.  (Je  telh  us, 
the  rich  offorings  in  silver,  gold,  and  precious  stones,  that  were  there  shewn  him,  were  incredible ;  there 
being  scarce  a  penon  of  any  note  in  Lncland,  but  what  some  time  or  other  paid  a  visit,  or  sent  a  present, 
to  our  Lady  of  Wabingham.  At  the  dissoiution  of  the  monasteries,  in  15SS,  thb  splendid  image,  with 
another  from  Ipswich,  was  carried  to  Cbebea,  and  there  burnt  in  the  presence  of  ^j^romissioners.**— See 
PnacY*s  JteOfaet of  jMkhtPoUry^  Vol.  II.  p.  79.  Robert  Longland,  in  PUr's  PloKnuaCt  Vmons,  1650, 
p.  1.  says, 
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At$t]«tConMl3rt;^fltSaiiitJtttecskiO«lM^  I  Ato<irLBdTofBo«toii;^'atStEdiiniiid*fBanr;^ 
Aad  U  Styu  Wjot£ndt^§  well  ^  io  Walles;        |  Aod  strejgbt  to  Sajot  Patrike^s  purgatory ; ^^ 


**  Hemets  oo  a  beape,  wyth  boked  ttaTet, 
Wcnteo  to  iVtOtrngkamt  aad  her  weocbet  after. 
Gicat  lonbiei  and  loo^,  yt  loth  were  to  swloke» 
Clothed  him  in  copes  to  be  knowen  from  other. 
And  sbopca  hem  her  met»»  her  caae.to  hate.*' 

See  ako  Wceter^t  FSmerai  MomuamUtf  p.  131* 

*°  Aoo^— HeafBe,  in  hli  Glomary  to  Peter  Lai^^ft,  p.  544,  aoder  the  word  croM^  obserres,  that,  al- 
though the  CTMi  and  the  raod  are  commonly  taken  for  the  tame,  yet  the  rood  properly  signified  formerly 
the  image  of  Christ  on  the  cross,  so  as  to  represent  both  the  cross  and  the  figure  of  oar  blessed  Saviour  a* 
he  sufierad  upon  it.  The  r»Mb  that  were  in  ciiurches  aad  chapels  were  placed  in  shrines,  that  were  stykd 
MmdltftM.  **  Rood4oft^*'  saith  Blount,  '*  a  shrine,  whereon  Uras  placed  the  cross  of  Christ  The  roo4^ 
was  an  image  of  Christ  on  the  cross,  made  generally  of  wood,  and  erected  in  a  loft  for  that  purpose,  jost 
over  the  passage  out  of  the  church  into  the  chancel."  But  rood-loft  sometimes  also  signifies  a  shrine,  on 
which  was  placed  the  image  or  relicks  of  a  saint ;  because  generally  a  crucifix,  or  a  cross,  used  likewise 
to  attend  such  im^ge  or  rtJicks* 

^'  Dagmam    L  e.  Oafenham,  in  Essex. 

^  5«Jm<  Csnwl^ip — Saint  Comelys,  according  to  the  lagtatda  Awrea^  succeeded  Fabian  in  the  papacy^ 
aad  was  beheaded  in  the  re^  of  Decian,  for  refusing  to  sacrifice  in  the  temple  of  Mars.  There  was  a 
ftaleraity  in  his  honour  at  Westminster.    See  their  pardon,  Brit.  Top,  1. 719. 

^'  SagHiJmmM  te  Oofes— Weerer,  in  his  Fmrneral  MommunUf  p.  IT^fObsenres,  that  ^  the  Italians,  yea 
those  tJmt  dwell  aeare  Rome,  will  mocte  and  scoffie  at  our  Eoglisb  (and  other)  pilgrims  that  go  to  Rome 
to  see  the  Pope^s  holinesse,  and  St  Peter's  cfaaire,  and  yet  they  themselves  will  runne  to  te^  the  reliquet  of 
Si  Jmmm  of  Compoti$lla  in  tke  ktngdom  of  Gaiicik^  in  Spaine,  which  is  above  twelve  hundred  English 
mila.*'    See  also  Dr  deddcs's  Trttdu  ^ 

*^  8^mi  WfMfnOit  we/^— Saint  Wenefrede's  well,  near  Holywell,  in  the  county  of  Flint,  is  a  spring 
whick  riMS,  at  the  foot  of  a  steep  hill,  out  of  a  rock«  and  is  formed  into  a  beautiful  polygonal  well,  co- 
vered with  a  rich  arch,  supported  by  pillusr  the  roof  exquisitely  carved  io  stone  {  over  the  fountain,  the 
legend  of  St  Wenefrede  on  a  pendent  prc^tion,  with  the  arras  of  Holland  at.the  liottom.  Numben  of 
Ik  HIm  secure  the  arch,  whose  intersections  are  coupled  with  some  sculptune.  ,Xo^is  place  the  resort 
of  pilgrims  was  formerly  very  great ;  and,  though  comideraMy  diminished,  th^re  ace  still  to  be  seen,  in 
the  summer,  a  few  in  the  ^ater,  in  deep  devotion,  up  to  their  chins  for  Jioucs,  sending  op  their  prayers  \ 
or  performing  a  number  of  evolutions  round  the  polygonal  well ;  or  tbreadi^(  the  arch  between  well  and 
well  a  prescribed  number  of  times.  The  legend  of  St  Wenefrede  is  well  known.  Those  who  desire  more 
.  information  on  this  subject,  may  be  referred  to  the  Legtnim  Aurtq^  Bishop  Fleetwood's  tVorks^  or  Mr 
Fennant's  7ovr  into  WaSeM^  p.  >28. 

^^  At  our  haig  of  Bottom — Or  Botolph*s  town,  in  Lincolnshire,  where  St  Botolph  was  buried. 

**  IMicioos  Wytham  leads  to  hohf  Boiotph*$  town.**— Pofy  aHHoufSong  i^xv. 

^  M  Smfni  Edmtmd't  Brnif^^*' is  named  of  Kinge  Ednrande,  whom  the  comoo  chronicles  call  SI 

Edmund,  or  Kdround  the  Martyr,  for  Bury,  is  but  to  say  a  court  or  palace.  It  was  first  a  coUedge  of 
pricstes,  foumled  by  Athebtaae,  the  kisf^e  of  Inriand,  to  the  honour  aad  memorye  of  Edmund,  that  wUe 
sliyae  at  Hoxton  (then  called  Eylesdund  [or  Eglesdon]  as  t  eland  thinketh,)  whose  bones  he  removed 
thyther.  The  hole  h^stoHe  of  this  matter  is  so  enterlaced  with  miracles,  that  Polydor  himselfe  (who  be« 
leaved  them  better  than  1)  liegan  to  dalye  with  it,  sayiuge,  timt  mmhu  wtte  mncke  deUgktod  with  <ik«m.*^~ 
Law  B  A  ana's  DieHOHarum,  p.  55. 

*'  9mipU  PoMko*9  fntrgatofy^Tk\M  place,  which  was  much  Avquenled  by  pMgrims,  vras  situated  on  a  lake 
called  Logh  Derg,  in  the  southein  part  of  the  county  of  Dunegall,  near  the  borders  of  Tyrone  and  Fer- 
It  was  surrounded  with  wfid  aad  bfpren  mouutaim,  mid  was  almost  Inaccessible  by  horsemen, 
time,  on  accooat  of  great  bogs,  rocks,  and  piedplres,  which  environed  it  The  popular 
traditioo  concerning  it,  is  as  ridicaloos  as  b  to  be  found  in  any  kgcad  of  the  Romish  Martyrology.  After 
eoatinulag  in  great  credit  many  yeart,  it  began  to  decline ;  aad,  la  the  ISth  of  Henry  the  Seventh,  wa» 
demolished  wtth  great  solemnity,  on  St  Patrick  s  day,  by  the  Pope's  exprem  order.  It,  however,  after* 
wards  came  Into  reputation  again  %  insomuch,  that,  by  an  order  of  the  Privy-council,  dated  ISth  of  Sep* 
teasber,  l09iS,  it  was  a  second  tiiBe  destroyed.  From  this  period,  as  pUgrinmges  grew  Ins  in  fashion,  U 
will  Mpear  extraordinary,  that  the  place  siiould  be  a  diini  time  restored  to  itsorigiaal  state,  and  as  much 
visited  as  in  any  former  period,  in  this  condition  it  continued  untH  the  second  year  (»f  Queen  Anne,  whoo 
an  act  of  the  Irish  Parfiaroent  declared,  that  all  meetings  aad  assemblies  there  should  be  adjudged  riots 
and  unlawful  assemblies,  and  inflicted  a  penalty  upon  every  person  meeting  or  assembling  contmry  to  the 
statute.  The  ceremonies  to  be  performed  by  the  pilgrims  are  very  exactly  set  forth  in  Richardson's  Grtat 
Fothf^  SmperttUfom^  aad  idoktritpof  Filgrimagos  in  iroland^  e$pecialUf  of  that  t0  8t  Patrick's  Purgatory,^- 
Doidia,  8vo,  1727. 
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a jlc9 ;  *•      I  At  Saynt  Matthew,  and  Saynt  Mark  in  Venis ;  '*  • 
.  ,   ^  „  avayle^;     I  At  May ster  Johan  Shorne  in  Canterbury ; " 

At  Saynt  Davys,^^  and  at  ^aynt  Denis ;  ^^  |  The  greet  God  of  Katewade,^^  at  Eynge  Henry  '' 


At  Ridybone,^*  and  at  ttie  blood  of  Hayles;^      I  At  Saynt  Matthew,  and  Saynt  Mark  in  Venis;  '^* 
Where  pilgrymes  paynes  rvght  muche  avayleS;     I  At  Mayster  Johan  Shorne  in  Canterbury ;  ^ 


It  U  mentioned  in  £rasmw*s  Praise  ofFoUe^  1549,  ii|:n.  A.—"  Whereas  before  ye  satte  all  liea?ie  and 
glommyng,  as  if  ye  bad  come  lately  from  Troponins  cave,  or  Saint  Pattticke's  purgatorie,'* 

*•  Rid^one—i.  e.  Redbume,  withhi  lliree  miles  of  St  Albon's.  "  At  this  place/*  savs  Norden,  «•  were 
fooflde  the  reliqnes  of  Arophil^all,  who  is  saide  to  be  the  instructont  and  convertour  of  Albao  from  Pagan- 
isme,  of  whose  reliqoes  such  was  the  regard  that  the  abbottcs  of  the  mooasterie  of  Alban  had  that  tbejr 
should  be  devoutly  preserved,  that  a  decree  was  made  by  Thomas,  then  abbott,  that  a  pryoi  and  three 
munckes  should  be  appointed  to  this  holte  function,  whose  allowance  in  those  dayes  amounted,  yearely,  to 
twenty  pound,  or  upwards,  as  much  as  three  hundred  pound  in  this  age." — Deteription  ofHertfordthiie,  * 
p.  98.     Sec  also  Wecvefs  Funeral  Monuments,  p.  585. 

Dr  Middleton,  in  his  Letter  from  Rome^  says,  Bishop  Usher  has  proved  tbat  thb  saint  never  existed, 
and  that  we  owe  the  honour  of  his  saintship  to  a  mistaken  passage  in  the  legend  of  St  Alban,  where  the 
jtmvhlboluSf  there  mentioned,  is  nothing  more  than  a  cloak, 

^^  Blood  ofHayka — The  abbey  of  Hailes,  in  Gloucestershire,  was  founded  by  Richaid,  king  of  the  Ro- 
mans, brother  to  Heury  the  Third.  This  precious  reKck,  which  was  commonly  called  the  bloid  ofHaile*^ 
was  brought  out  of  Germany  by  Richard's  son  £dmund,  who  bestowed  a  third  part  of  it  upon  his  fiitber'i 
abbey  of  Hailes,  aod,  some  time  after,  gave  the  other  two  parts  to  an  abbey  of  his  own  foundation  at 
Afihrug,  near  Berkharostead.  It  was  given  out,  and  believed  to  have  this  property,  that  if  a  man  was  in 
mortal  sin,  and  not  absolved,  he  could  not  see  it ;  otherwise,  be  might  see  it  very  well ;  therefore,  every 
roan  that  came  to  see  this  miracle,  this  most  precious  blood,  confessed  himself  first  to  one  of  the  priests 
there,  and  then,  offering  something  at  the  altar,  was  directed  to  a  chapel  where  the  miracle  was  showed. 
The  priest,  who  confessed  him,  in  the  mean  time,  retiring  to  the  back  part  of  the  said  chapel,  and  putting 
forth  a  little  cabinet,  or  vessel,  of  crystal;  which,  being  thick  on  the  one  side,  that  nothing  could  be 
seen  through  it,  but  on  the  other  side  thin  aod  transparent,  they  used  diversely,  as  their  interest  required. 
On  the  dissolution  of  the  abbey,  it  was  discovered  to  be  nothing  more  than  honey  clarified  and  coloured 
with  safiVon ; — *'  an  unctowse  gumme  coloured ;  which,  in  the  glasse,  apperyd  to  be  a  gHsterynge  red,  re* 
•emblyng  partlie  the  color  of  blood ;  and,  owte  of  the  glasse^  apparaunte  glysterlng  yelo#  colour,  like 
ambre  or  basse  gold.''-^CertiJicaie  <^  FiMitors^  printed  at  end  of  lleame*s  BenedictuM  Abbot  JJ*  T5I« 

3^  Saynt  Davys — i.  e.  fiakit  David.    Drayton,  in  his  Poly  Olbion^  song  zxlv.  says, 

**  Whose  Cambro-Britons  so  their  saints  as  duly  brought, 
<'  To  advance  the  Christian  foith,  effectually  that  wroujrbt  i    . 
"  Their  David^  (one  derived  of  the  royal  British  blood  J 
'<  Who  'gainst  Pelagius'  false  and  damned  opinions  stood  | 
**  And  turned  Menenia's  name  to  David's  sacred  see, 
*«  The  patron  of  the  Welsh  deserving  well  to  be.'* 

See  an  account  of  him  In  an  extract  from  Bale,  in  Godwin  de  PrmmtUnu  JnglUt,  p.  573.  edit.  1743.-^ 
He  is  said  to  have  t>een  bishop  65  years,  and  to  have  lived  146.  He  died,  according  to  some  accounts,  in 
the  year  546;  according  to  others,  in  the  year  M2,  His  shrine,  I  am  informed,  remains  in  the  wall  of 
his  cathedral  in  Pembrokeshire. 

3'  'Ssgfnf  Denis — St  Denis,  the  patron  of  France,  b  said  to  have  been  the  disciple  of  St  Paul,  and  the  • 
■  first  who  preached  the  gospel  to  the  French.  The  legend  concerning  him  afiirms,  that  after  he  was  be« 
headed,  near  Paris,  he  walked  four  miles  with  his  head  In  his  hands.  His  body  was  said  to  be  entombed 
^  very  magnificently  at  tbe  abbey  of  St  Denis,  to  which  the  pilgrims  used  to  resori.  « 
.  3^  ffayitt  Mark  in  Feai»— At  the  church  of  St  Mark,  in  Venice,  they  pretend  to  have  the  body  of  that 
evangelist,*  which  was  brought  thither  by  certain  merchants  from  Alexandria,  in  Egypt,  in  the  year  810. 
Coryat  says,  that  the  treasure  of  this  church  was  of  that  inestimable  value,  that  it  was  thought  no  trea« 
rare  whatsoever  lo  any  other  place  in  Christendom  might  compare  with  it,  neither  that  of  St  Denis  in 
France,  nor  St  Peter*s  in  Rome,  nor  that  of  Madonna  de  i^retto  in  Italy,  nor  that  of  Toledo  lo  Spain,  nor 
any  other. — See  Coryat's  Cruditiet^p,  214.  and  The  Commonwealih  tmd  Government  of  Fenics,  by  Contare* 
no,  translated  by  Lewes  Lewknor,  Esq.  1599,  p.  175. 

33  Mayster  Johan  Shorne  in  Omterbury-^Y/ ho  thb  John  Skome  was,  I  can  give  no  account.  In  the  pre- 
face to  The  Accedence  of  Armerie^  4to,  1597,  a  story  is  told  of  one  who  had  been  called  to  worship  in  a 
city  within  Middlesex,  and  who  being  desired  by  a  herald  to  show  his  coat  [i.  s.  of  arms,]  **  Called  onto 
hb  mayd,  commfinding  her  to  fetch  hb  coat,  which,  being  brought,  was  of  cloth  garded  with  a  burgunian 
gard  of  bare  velvet,  well  bawdeffed  on  the  halfe  placard,  and  squalloted  in  the  fore  quarters.  Lo,  quoth 
the  man  to  tbe  heraught,  here  it  b ;  if  ye  will  buy  it,  ye  shall  have  time  of  payment,  as  fint  to  pay  halfo 
in  band,  an4  the  rest  by  and  by.  And  with  much  boste  be  said,  be  ware  not  the  same  since  he  eame  last 
from  Sir  John  Shorue^"  &c. 

3^  KaUmade — Catwade  Bridge  b  in  Sarapford  hundred,  in  the  connty  of  SuflTolk,  where  there  may  have 
been  a  famous  chapel  and  rood.    G. 

35  //cnry— Herry,  edit,  1569. 


[Hbtwood.  the  four  Fs. 

At8iqFiitSaT7our*»;?«  at ourLady  of  Somhwdc;"  I  I  truste  the  sooner  to  obtain ♦^ 
At  Crom^*  at  Wyladoiiie,^'  and  at_Muswel ;  ^      For  my  salvacyoo,  grace  and  mercy. 

For  be  ye  sure  I  thynke  assuredly,"** 


At Si^  Rycharde,*'  and  at  Saynt  Roke;** 

And  at  our  Lady  that  standeth  m  the  oke. 

To  these,  with  other  many  one, 

Deroudy  have  I  prayed  and  goii% 

Pr^feing  CO  them,  to  pray  for  mo 

Ufito  die  blessed  Trynytye, 

By  whose  prayers  and  my  dayly  payne. 


Who  seketh  saynts  for  Chryste*s  sake^ 
And  namely  sucbe  as  pavne  do  take 
On  fote,  to  punish  their  *^  frail  body^ 
Shall  therl](y  meryte  more  hyely 
Then  by  any  thyng  done  by  man. 
Fard,^  And  when  ye  ha?egone  as  far  as  ye^^ca% 


^  S^jRl  SasyoitrV— "  In  September,  the  same  yeare,  (Miys  Weever,  p«  111.)  tix.  an.  SO.  Hen.  VIII.  by 
the  tpecial  motioo  of  great  Cromwell,  all  the  notable  images,  unto  the  which  were  made  any  especiaU 
pUgrunages  and  offerings,  as  the  images  of  our  Lady  of  WjaUingkaniy  Ipswich,  Worcester,  the  Lady  nf 
Wflbdany^^t  xwA  of  grace  of  our  Lady  of  Boxley,  and  the  image  of  the  rood  of  ^aiui  Saoiour  at  Bermond* 
si^  with  ^1  the  rest,  were  brought  up  to  London,  and  burnt  at  Chelscy ;  at  the  commandment  of  the  fore- 
said Ciannrell,all  the  jewels,  and  other  rich  offerings  to  these,  and  to  the  shrines  (which  were  all  likewise 
taken  away,  or  beaten  to  pieces)  of  other  saints,  throughout  both  England  and  Wales,  were  brought  into 
die  king's  treasote.'* 

37  AtmtrLadHf  •/SfafAvsis— The  church  dedicated  to  Saint  Mary  at  Southwel,  in  Nottinghamshire. 

^  Crome — In  the  codnty  of  Kent,  near  Greenwich. 

39  WyUdma&^ln  Fiosbwry  hundred,  Middlesex,  the  chapel  dedicated  to  St  Mary,   See  above,  note  86t. 

^  M  Mutwet — ^*'  MmmeUrhiUy  called  also  Pinsenall-hill;  there  was  a  chappie  sometime  bearing  the 
naaie  of  our  Ladie  of  Muswell,  where  now  Aldennan  Roe  hath  erected  a  proper  house,  the  place  taketh 
naaie  of  the  well  and  of  the  hill,  Mousewell-hill ;  for  there  is  on  the  hill  a  spring  of  feire  water,  which  is 
■aw  within  the  conpsto  ef  the  house.  There  'was  some  time  an  image  of  the  Ladie  of  Muswell,  where* 
into  was  a  continuall  resort  in  the  way  of  pylgrimage,  growing,  as  is  (though,  as  I  take  it,  fabulouslie)  re- 
parted,  in  regard  of  a  great  cure  which  was  performed  by  this  water  upon  a  king  of  Scots,  who  beiqg 
stiBBgely  disMed,  was4  by  some  derlne  intelligence,  advised  to  take  the  water  of  a  well  in  EMiand,  call- 
ed MuMoeilf  which,  after  long  scrutation  and  inquisition,  this  well  was  found,  and  performed  the  cure.'*-* 
NoaoEir's  Sjpcoiliiiii  BHtoaaitf,  p«  3ft.  edit.  17^.  I  am  informed,  that  the  mosaic  pavement,  and  other 
rains  of  this  well  and  its  chapel,  were  to  be  seen  alNNit  twenty-five  years  ago. 

^  Saynt  Ryckarde — This  was  proba(>ly  Richard  Fitznige,  bishop  of  Lomlon,  and  treasurer  of  England, 
in  the  time  of  Henry  the  Second.  His  shrine  was,  as  Weever  observes,  p.  114.  in  St  Paul's  church  \  and* 
as  he  contributed  largely  to  the  building  of  the  church,  he  coiyectures  it  to  have  been  erected  there  on 
that  account.    Drayton,  however,  in  his  Poly  Olbiony  song  xxiv.  speaks  of  others  pf  that  name  i  as^ 

**  Richardf  the  dear  son  to  Lothar,  king  of  Kent. 
When  he  his  happy  days  religiously  had  spent; 
And,  feeling  the  approach  of  his  declinhig  age. 
Desirous  to  see  Rome  in  holy  pilgrimage. 
Into  thy  country  come,  at  Lucca  left  his  life  j 
Whose  miracles  there  done,  yet  to  this  day  are  rifew** 

**  So  countries  more  remote  with  ours  we  did  acquaint ; 

As  Richards  for  the  fame  his  holiness  had  won, 

And  for  the  wondrous  things  that  through  his  prayers  were  done  ; 

Fro^i  tnis  his  native  home  into  Calabria  caird, 

And  of  St  Andrew *s  there  the  bishop  was  instali*d ; 

For  whom  she  hath  profess'd  much  reverence  to  this  land." 

**  So  other  southern  sees,  here  either  less  or  more. 

Have  likewise  had  their  saints—^ • 

we  have  of  Chichester 

Saint  Richard,  and  with  him  Saint  Gilbert,  which  do  stand 

Inroird  amoi^  the  rest  of  this  our  mitred  band.**  ^ 

^  8m^  JZ^fte— Saint  Roke,  or  Roch,  was  bom  at  Montpelier,  in  France;  and  died  in  prison  at  An- 
gierye,  io  the  province  of  Lombardy,  where  a  large  church  was  built  in  honour  of  him.  Sae  Ltg$ndM 
Jttreoy  p.  2SS»    '  '  -  , 

«  OMnlR— obtaye,  Ist  edit.  ^  Jssuredly—mrely,  Ist  edit,  ♦'  2%«fr— thy,  1st  iedit. 

^  Pardontt—-^*'  Pardoners  were  certain  fellows  that  carried  about  the  Pope's  Indulgences,  and  sold 
them  tar  such  as  would  buy  them ;  against  whom  Luther,  by  Sleydan^s  report,  incensed  the  people  of 
Germany  In  his  time,  exhorting  them  nt  mcrce$  tarn  viUs  tanti  omerent,*' — CowBU 

47  j^«— youj  edit  I669t 


Again; 


THE  FOUR  F». 


(HfeTWOOD. 


For  all  your  laboar  and  gostcij  entente, 
Ye  will  come  home  ^  as  w jse  as  ye  wente. 

Pabn,  Why,  syr,  dyspyse  ye  pylgrymage  ? 

FardL  Nay,  fore  ^  God,  syr,  tt^o  dyd  I  rage ; 
I  thynke  ye  ryght  well  occopyed. 
To  seke  these  saynts  on  erery  syde. 
Also  your  paynes  '^  I  nat  dyspraise  it; 
But  yet  I  discomende  your  wit : 
And  or^'  we  go  even  so  shall  ye, 
If  you  in  this  wyl  answere  me. 
J  pray  you  shew  what  the  cause  ts, 
Ye  wente  all  these  pylgrymages  ? 

Palm,  Forsoth,  tliis  lyfe  I  did  begyn, 
To  rydde  the  bondage  of  my  syn : 
For  whicbe  these  sayntes  rehersed  or  this : 
I  have  both  sought  and  sene,  I  wys ; 
Besechynge  them  to  bear  recorde 
Of  all  my  payne,  unto  the  Lord, 
That  gyveth  all  remyssion. 
Upon  eche  man's  contricyon  :* 
And  by  thyr  eood  mediadon, 
Upon  myne  '^  humble  subroyssion^ 
I  trust  to  have  in  very  dede. 
For  my  soule  heltli  the  better  spede. 

Fard^  Nowe  b  your  owne  confessyon  lykely 
To  make  yourselfe ''  a  fool  quickly. 
For  I  perceyve  ye  wolde  obtayn 
.  No  other  ^^  thynge  for  all  your  payn^ 
But  onely  grace  your  soule  to  save : 
Now  mark  in  tins  what  wyt  ye  have. 
To  seke  so  farre,  and  heipe  so  nye ; 
Even  here  at  liome  is  remedy : 
For  at  your  dore  myselfe  doth  dwell. 
Who  coulde  have  saved  your  soule  aswel, 
As  all  your  wyde  wandrynge  shall  do, 
Tliough  ye  wente  thryes  to  Jericho. 
Nowe  syos  ye  myght  have  spedde  at  home,  . 
What  have  ye  wonne  by  running  '^  to  Rome  ? 


PaAii.  If  this  be  tme  that  y6o  hare  mdved, 
Then  is  ray  wyt  in  dede  reproved. 
But  let  us  her^  fVrste  what  ye  are  } 

Pari.  Truly  I  am  a  Pardoner. 

Palm,  Truly  a  Pardoner !  that  may  be  tnie  ; 
But  a  true  Pardoner  doth  nat  ensew. 
Ryght  seide  is  it  sene,  or  never,  I 

That  trueth  and  Pardoners  dwell  together.  | 
For  be' your  pardons  never  so  great, 
Yet  them  to  enlaige  ye  wyl  nat  let. 
With  suche  lyes,  mat  oft  tymes,  Ciyste  wot, 
Ye  seme  to  have  that  ye  Imve  nat 
Wherfore  I  went  myselfe  to  the  selfe  thynge 
In  every  place,  and  without  faynyog : 
Had  as  muche  pardon  there  assuredlT, 
As  ye  cau  promyse  me  here  doutefuily. 
Howe  be  it,  I  thynke  ye  cki  but  teoflfe :  ^^ 
But  yf  ye  hadde  all  the  pardon  ye  speaker  o^ 
And  no  whyt  of  pardon  graunted 
la  any  place,  where*  I  have  haunted ; 
Yet  of  my  labour  I  nothynge  repent ; 
God  hame  respect  how  ecm  tyme  is  spent. 
And  as  in  his  Knowled^  all  is  regarded ; 
So  by  his  goodness  all  is  rewarded. 

Pard,  By  the  ^*  fyrste  parte  of  this  laste  tale. 
It  seemeth  ye  came  of  late  '^  from  the  ale : 
For  reason  on  your  syde  so  farre  doth  fayle. 
That  ye  leve  re«soning,^  and  begyn  to  rayle ; 
Whenn  you  ^  forget  your  owne  part  derely^ 
For  you^  be  as  untrue  as  1 : 
And  in  one  poynte  ye  are  beyonde  me, 
For  you  ^  may  lie  by  aucthoryte, 
And  all  that  have  ^  waudred  so  farre. 
That  no  man  can  be  theyr  controller. 
And  where  you  ^  esteme  your  labour  so  muche ; 
I  say  yet  agayne  my  pardons  are  ^  suche; 
That  yf  there  were  a  tbousande  soules  on  a  hepe, 
I  wold  brynge  them  all  to  heven,  as  good  chepe,^^  . 


^  Yt  wiU  eomB  kome^Yti  welcome,  1st  edit 

^9  Fore^for,  Jst  edit.  '^  Pi^n^t-^payne,  Ist  edit.  ^'  Or— ere,  edit  MM. 

s^  Myne-^y,  edit  1569.  '3  Fonm/ye— you,  edit  1609.        ^^  Ifo  o^Aetwootber,  Ist  edit 

ss  JZioinin^— roDoyiog,  1st  edit   '^  Sco^0— scofte,  lit  edit  '^  5|MaJb— kepe,  lit  edit 

ss  27he— thb,  edit  1569.  ^9  Yt  came  ofiaie^yan  come  late,  Ist  edit 

^  ReoMoning-^ODyngt  Ist  edit    ^  Fwi— ye,  lit  edit,  ^  Fmi— ye,  lit  edit 

M  Fott— 3e,  Isl  edit.  «♦  Aooe— hath,  Ist  edit  «  Fom— ye,  1st  edit 

M  u^r«--be,  lit  edit  • 

^7  /  wold  brjfHge  them  ^U  to  A^vm,  at  good  ehepe — Chtap^  as  Dr  Johnson  observes,  U  marJbef,  aad  goad 

pheap9  therefore,  Is  kon  marche.    The  expretiion  b  very  fteqnent  in  andeat  writers,  as  In  Ckarcbyanl*s 

fVorth^MU  of  WoUm.    £vant's  edition,  1716,  p.  3. 

<«  Vktaals  ^ood  cAm^  fai  BMNt  part  of  Wales.*' 

^  Seeing  thou  wQt  not  bale  counsayle  at  the  first  bande  good  eheape^  thou  shalt  bav  repeutaace  at  second 
luuid,  at  ioch  an  onreasonable  rate,  that  then  wilt  curse  thy  hard  peny worth,  and  ban  thy  bard  heart*'— 
Emfhuee,  1581,  p.  8.  **  He  bneys  other  men's  cunning  good  cMeape  in  London,  and  sen  it  deare  la  the 
pountrey.'*— DEKKAa*s  Belman'*  NightHBOikti  U.  4.  See  other  imtances  in  Mr  Steeveqs's  Note  on  Fhrtt 
fart  of  King  Henry  IF,  A.  3.  S.  8, 
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As  jre  ha?e  liroaght  yoorselfe  on  pytgrymage,       | 

lo  the  last**  qaarter  of  your  voyage. 

Which  U  ^  far  a  this  side  heaven,  l^  God: 

There  yoor  labour  and  pardon  is  od. 

With  smale  cost  withoat  any  payne, 

These  pardons  bring  ^^  them  to  heven  playne. 

Gcve  ae  h«t  a  peny  <»r  two  pens, 

And  assone  as  the  soule  departeth  hens, 

In  halfe  an  hoare,  or  thre  quarters  at  the  moste, 

n>e  soole  is  in  heven  with  the  Holy  Ghost. 

Fot.  Send  ye  any  souls  to  heaven  by  water  ? 

Fer4.  If  we  ddo,''^  sir,  what  is  the  mater  ? 

JW.  By  God,  I  have  a  drye  s^ile  shulde  thy- 
thei*; 
I  pray  you  lel^Oursoules  go  to  heven  togyther ; 
So  bysy  yoO'hvayn  be  in  soitles  hclth. 
May  nac  a  Potv<»ry  cortrfe  m  by  stehh  ? 
Yes,  that  I  wyl,^*  by  Sdynt  Antony; 
And  by  the  leve  of  ihys  company. 
Prove  ye  fobe  knaves  bothe,  ere  '*  we  goo, 
In  parte  of  yoor  sayings,  as-  thya,  lo  :- 
Thou,  by  thy  travayle,  tbjmkest  heven  to  gete ; 

[To  the  Palmer, 
And  diou  by  pardons  and  reliques  countest  no  let,^^ 
rib  the  Pardoker. 
To  sende  thyne  owne  soule  to  neven  sure. 
And  all  other  whome  thou  lyste  to  procure. 
If  I  toke  an  aodon,  then  were  they  blanke ; 
For  lyketheeves  the  knaves  rob"  away  my  thanke. 
All  sonles  in  heven,  havynge  releefe, 
Shall  they  thanke  your  craftes  ^  nay,  thanke  myn 

cbefe. 
No  sonle,  ye  knowe;  entreth  heven  gate, 
Tyll  from  the  bodye  he  be  separate : 
Aiid  whome  have  ye  koowen  dye  honestly,^* 
Witbont  helpe  (if  the  Potycary  ? 
Swf,  all  that  commeth  to  our  handlynge^ 
Eicept  ye  happe  to  come  to  hangynge ; 
That  way,  percbaunoe,  ye  shall  nat  myster 
To  go  to  heven  without  a  glysten 
But  be  ye  sure  I  wolde  be  wo,^^ 
If  ^  ye  shnlde  chaonoe  to.ba(Qrle  me  to» 
As  eood  to  lye  with  me  a  nyght. 
As  nan^  abrode  in  the  mone  light  ^ 

There  is  ao  choyse  to  fie  ipy  hand; 
Bat,  a»  I  sa^  into  tb«  baode. 


Syns  of  oar  soules  th^  maltitnde 
[  sende  to  heaven,  when  all  is  vewd, 
Who  shulde  but  I  then  all  tos^jther 
Have  thanke  of  all  their  awnynge  thvther  ? 
'  Pard.  If  ye  kyl'd  a  thousancle  in  an  houre  space. 
When  come  they  to  heven  dyenge  nut  of  grace  f^^ 

Pot,  If  a  ihousande  pardons  about  your  necks 
were  teyd ; 
When  come  they  to  heven,  yf  they  never  dyed  ? 

Palm.  Long  lyfe  after  good  workes  in  dede 
Doth  hinder  manne's  reccyt  of  raede ; 
And  deth  before  one  dewty  done 
May  make  us  thynke  we  dye  too  sone ; 
Yet  better  tary  a  thing  then  ^  have  it, 
Then  go  to  sone,  and  vaynly  crave  it. 

Pard,  The  longer  ye  dwell  in  communicacion 
f  he  lesse  shall  ye  lyke  thys  ymagynacion. 
For  ye  *'  may  pcrceyve  even  at  the  fyrst  chop 
Your  tale  is  trapt  in  such  a  stop. 
That,  at  the  leste,  ye  seme  worse  than  we. 

Pot  By  the  masse,  I  holde  us  nought  all  thre, 

Ped,  By  our  Lady,  then  have  I  gone  wronge 
And  yet  to  be  here  I  thought  it  longe. 

Pot.  Brother,  ye  have  gone  wrong  no  wyt^ 
I  prayse  your  fortune  and  your  wyt^ 
That  can  dyrecte  you  so  discretely, 
To  plante  you  in  this  company. 
Thou  a  Palmer,  and  thou  a  Pardoner, 
I  a  Poticary. 

Ped.  And  I  a  Pedter.* 

Pot,  Nowe,  on  my  fayth,  full  well  w?itched 
Where  the  devyll  were  we  foure  hatched  ? 

Ped,  That  maketh  no  mater,  since  we  be 
matched, 
I  coulde  be  meryyf  that  T  had  catchyd 
Some  money  for  parte  of  the  ware  in  my  packe. 

Pot.  What  the  devyllhast  thou  there  at  thy  back  ? 

Ped,  What  dost  thou  nat  knowe,  that  every 
Pedler 
In  all  kinde  of  trifles**  must  he  a  medler? 
Specyally  in  women's  tryflinges; 
Those  use  we  cheefly  *'  above  all  thynm. 
Whiche  thyngs  to  se,  yf  ye  be  disposed, 
Beholde  what  ware  here  is  disclosed : 
This  gere  sheweth  itself  in  suche  bewte, 
That  eche  man  thynketh  •♦  itaailh  come  bye  mc. 


«  Lo«— teste,  Ist  edit,  least,  edit.  1560.    ^  /*— as,  1st  edit.  ^  Bring— bryngeth,  Ist  edit. 

71  Doo— dyd,  Ist  edit.  ^  /icyf— we  will,  ed.  1669.    '^  fire— or,  1st  edit. 

f4  £«r— t  c.  hindrance.  7s  Roft— they  rob,  ed.  1569.    ^6  HoJw»</jf— hostely,  Htcdit. 

77  JwoUb  ftewo— 2\>  6e«oe,  Is  often  used  by  old  writeis  to  signify  to  6«  unrif.  So  Shakspeare's  nn^pttt, 
A.&&1. 

*'Iamwoefor%^t,'* 
Chaacer's  Court  ofl^ve : 

«* JwofdabeitOt 

That  I  presume  to  her  is  writin  so." 

See  Mr  StMrais*s  No^e  on  Shakspeare,  Vol.  1.  p.  106, 
«  //-that,  edit.  1569. 

»  Duemgfi  owe  of  grace-^rom  state  of  grace,  1st  edit.    «^  Thenr^-Mt  Dodsley  reads,  <iiwf. 
•»  r»— yon,  edit.  1569.  •»  ^M  kinde  of  triflu—extry  tryftdl,  lit  edit. 

»  CA«^fy-chefe^  1st  edit  ^  Thynketk^hM^  edit  l56lf. 
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Loke  were  yourself  can  Ijrkc  to  be  chooser, 
Yourselfe  shall  make  pryce,  though  I  be  a  looser. 
Is  here  *'  nothynge  for  my  fjatlier  Palmer? 
Have  ye  nat  a  wfinton  in  d  corner  ? 
For  all  your  walkyng  to  holy  places, 
By  Cryste,  I  have  berde  of  as  straunge  cases; 
Who  lyvelh  in  love,  and  love  wolde  wynne, 
Even  at  this  packe  he  must  begynne. 
Wherein  *^  is  ryght  many  a  proper  token, 
Of  which  by  name  parte  shall  be  spoken  : 
Gloves,  pynnes,  combes,  glasses  unspottyd» 
Pomanders,  hookes,  and  lasses  knotted ;,  *' 
Broches,  rynges,  and  all  manner  of  bedes;. 
Laces**  rounde  and  flat  for  women's  heades^ 
*'  Nedyls,  threde,  thymbell,  shers,  and  all  sucbe 

knackes. 
Where  lovers  be,  no  suche  thynges  lacks ; 
Sypers,^*^  swathbonds,''  rybandes,  and  sieve  laces, 
Gyrdyls,  knives,  pursses,  and  pyncaces. 

Fot.  Do  women  bye  their  pyncaces  of  you  ? 

Ped.  Ye,  that  they  do,  I  make  God  a  vow. 

Poi,  So  mot  I  thryve  then  for  my  parte^ 
I  beshrewe  thy  knave's  nakyd  herte, 
For  roakynge  my  wifys  pyncace  so  wyde, 
The  pynnes  fall  out,  they  cannat  abyde : 
Yet  pynnes  she  must  have,  one  or  other; 
■  Yf  she  lese  one,  she  wyll  fynde  another. 
Wherein  I  fynde  cause  to  complayne ; 
New  pynnes  to  her  pleasure,  but  to  my  payne. 


Par<L  Syr,  ve  seme  wel  sene  in  women's  causes ; 
I  pray  you  tell  mc  what  causeth  this : 
That  women  after  theyr  arysynge,'* 
Be  so  ionge  in  theyr  appareleng  ? 

Fed*  Forsoth,  women  have  many  lettes^ 
And  they  be  masked  in  many  nettes : 
As  frontlettes,'^  fylleUes,  partlettes,'*  and  braces 

lettes; 
And  then  theyr  bonettes  and  theyr  poynettes  '^ 
By  these  lettes  and  nettes,  the  Utte  is  suche. 
That  spede  is  small,  whan  haste  is  muche. 

Pot,  Another  cause  why  they  come  nat  forwarde,- 
Whiche  maketh  them  dayly  to  drawe  backwarde  ; 
And  yet  ^^  is  a  thynge  they  cannat  forbcre ; 
The  trymmynge  and  pynnynge  up  of  theyr  gere  ;> 
Specyally  theyr  fydling  with  the  tayle  pyn; 
And  when  they  wolde  have  it  prickt  ^^  i% 
If  it  chaunce  to  double  in  the  clothe, 
'*  Then  be  they  ^  wode,  and  swere  '*  ao  ethe. 
Tyl  it  staude  reght  they  wyll  nat  forsake  it. 
Thus  though  it  may  not,  yet  wyll  '^'  they  make  it. 
But  be  ye  sure  they  do  but  defarre  it ; 
For  when  they  wolde  make  it,  ofte  times  they 

raarre  it. 
But  prycke  them,  and  pynne  them,  as  nycbe  as. 

ye  wyll, 
And  yet  wyll  they  loke  for  pynnynge  ^yll. 
So  that  I  durste  nolde  with  ynu  a  joynt,^ 
Ye  shall  never  have  them  at  a  ful  '^  point.^ 


*^  liere-^km,  edit.  1569.  ^  fVkerein'-^mheTt,  Ist  edit. 

»7  JTiioftetf— uokootted,  edit.  1560.  •«  Z.ace»— lace,  1st  edit 

*'  NedkSf  thredf  thimbles^  and  tuck  other  knacks — Edilioo,  1569. 

^  SyperB — i.  c.  Ctfprus  ;  thin  stoif  of  which  women's  veils  were  made.  So,  In  Shakspearc*8  Winter  t 
Tale,  A.  4.  S.  3. 

'<  Lawn  as  white  as  drjlven  snow, 
Cyprus  black  as  any  crow." 
Again,  to  TtteJfth  Night: 

«« a  Cyprus,  not  a  bosom 

Hides  roy  poor  heart."        S. 
''  Sieathbonds^i,  e.  rollers  in  which  infants  were  tmath^d.    So,  in  Tymm  ofAthms : 

**  Had  thoD,  like  us,  from  thy  first  swath"  &c.        S. 
^^  jirysynge — uprising,  edit.  1569.  • 

*2  Fronttettes— Frontal,  Fr.  A  frontlet,  or  forehead-band.  Cotoea.ve.  A  frontlet  Is  mentioned  a» 
part  of  a  woroan^s  dress,  in  Lyiy's  Midas,  I5t?«  :  **  Hoods,  frontlets,  wires,  cauls,  curling  irons,  periwigs, 
bodkins,  fillets,  hair  laces,  ribbons,  rolls,  kootstrings,  glasses,''  &c.  See  also  Mr  Steevens's  Mote  on  King 
X«Ar,  A.  I.S.4. 

^  ^  Fartlettes^Rttftt  or  bands  for  women.    See  Glossary  to  Douglas's  Translation  of  VirgiL 
^^  PoynetteS'^LittSe  hodkins  or  puncheons.     Cotgrave,  voce  l*oinfonnet, 
96  Kc/— it,  edit.  1569.  ^7  Pric*(^prycke,  Ist  edit. 

9*  Then  be  they  wode—fVode  signifies  mad,  furious,  or  vioknt.  So,  in  Asefaam's  Toxophilus,  Benoet's 
edition,  4%o.  p.  H6.  *'  How  will  you  thiocke  that  suche  forieuaics^,  with  woode  countenance,  and  bren* 
ninge  ryes,  with  staringe  and  bragtuinge,  with  hart  rcdye  to  leape  out  of  the  bellye  for  swcllinge,  can  be 
ezpreued  the  tenthe-part  to  the  uttermost."  Churchyard's  fVorlhiness  of  fVales,  p.  103.  Evans's  edition, 
1776. 

"  It  flowrs  with  wlode,  althoagb  no  rayne  there  bee. 
And  swellcs  like' sea,  with  waves  and  foming  flood : 
A  wonder  sure,  to  sec  this  river  Dee, 
With  winde  alone,  to  waxe  so  wyld  and  'Kood, 
Make  such  a  storre,  as  water  would  be  mad. 
And  shewe  such  life,  as  though  some  spreetc  It  had." 
W  aTAe^^they  be,  edit.  1569.  '*^  Sicerc— swercth,  Ist  edit. 

»oi  }r^ii^yf\\^  jedit,  I5G9,  i»  f  u(— fall,  1st  edit. 
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Fed.  Let  women's  maters  posse,  and  raarke 
myne; 
What  ercr  thcyr  poyntesbe,  these  poyntes  be  fyiie, 
Wherfore  yf  ye  be  wyllynge  to  bye, 
lay  downe  money,  conie  off  '®*  auyckely, 

PflAfi.  Nay,  by  my  trouth,  we  be  lyke  fryers; 
Wc  are  bat  be^ars,  we  lie  no  byers. 

Fard,  Syr,  ye  may  showe  your  wore  for  your 
mynde, 
But  I  thy'nke  ye  shal)  no  profyte  fynde. 

Pei.  WcH,  though  this  journey  acquy  te  no  coste. 
Yet  thynke  I  nat  my  labour  lo&te : 
For,  by  the  fayth  ot  my  body, 
I  lyke  ful  well  thys  companjr. 
Up  shall  this  packe ;  for,  it  is  ployne, 
I  came  not  hyther  aJ  for  gayne. 
Who  may  nat  play  one  day  in  a  weke. 
May  thynke  hys  thryfte  is  farre  to  seyke. 
Dciyse  what  pastyme  that  ye  thynke  beste, 
And  make  ye  sure  to  fynde  roe  prest.  '^^ 

Po/.  Why,  be  ye  so  unyversall 
That  ye  can  do  what  so  ever  ye  shall  ? 

Fed.  Syr,  yf  ye  lyste  for  to  appose  me ; 


What  I  can  do,  then  shall  you  se. 
Fot.  Then  tell  me  thys;   are  yon  pcrfyt  in 

drynkynec  ? 
Ped.  Perfyt  in  drynkynge,  as  maybe  wysht  by 

thynkynRC. 
Fot,  Then,  after  your  drynkynge,  how  fall'  ye 

to  wynking  ?. 
Ftd.  Syr,  after  drynkynge,  whyle  the  shot  '^  is 
tynkynge. 
Some  hedes'  be  swymmyng,  '**  but  myne  wyll  be 

synkvng; 
And,  upon  drynkynRC,  my  eyse  wil  be  pynkynge ; 
For  wynkynge  to  drynkynge  is  alwoy  lynkynge. 

Fot,  Then  drynke  and  slepe  you  can  well  do; 
But,  yf  ye  were  desyred  iherto, 
I  pray  you  tell  me,  can  you  syoge? 

Fed,  Syr,  I  have  some  sypht  in  syngynee. 
Fot,  But  is  your  hrest  ^  any  ihynpe  swete  ? 
Fed,  What  ever  my  breste  be,  my  voyce  is  mete. 
Fot,  That  answere  showeth  you  a  ryght  syug- 
ynge  hian. — 
Now  what  is  your  wyll,  good  father,  than  ? 
Falm,  What  helpeth  wyll,  where  is  no  skyll  ? 


»^  C^me  off—u  e.  pay  down. 

KJ4  Prett—l.  e.  ready  |  pre/,  Fr.    JBo,  in  Cdtsar  mi  Pomptsft  1607  : 

'   ^  What  must  he,  mast  be ;  Csetar's  preft  for  all.** 

See  a  note  on  The  Merchtrnt  of  Venice,  act  I  scene  1. «  S. 
Afain,  ChHrcby^>  Challenge,  159S,  p.  80 ; 

"  Then  shall  my  mootb,  my  rouse,  my  pen,  and  all, 

Be  prett  to  serve  at  each  good  subject^s  call." 

CyD^kia*s  Reveit,  act  v.  sceoe  4 : 

**  I  am  presi  for  the  encounter.*' 

'^  Shot— I.  e.  the  reckoning.  See  Mr  Steevens's  note  to  The  Pint  Part  9f  mn§  Henry  IF,  act  t.  sc  9. 
ApXn,  in  Chorcbyard's  fVorthynese  of  Wales : 

**  Behold  besides,  a  further  thing  to  note, 
The  best  cheap  cheare  they  have  that  may  he  found; 
The  ^hot  19  xreat  when  each  mans  pais  his  groate, 
If  all  alike  the  reckoning  runneth  round." 

'^  Svjfwta^g — The  second  edition  reads,  swynking, 

'^  Bmt  is  your  hrest  atiy  thynge  swete— In  Sir  John  Hawkinses  History  of  Mudc^  YoL  III.  p.  466^  a  pat- 
iBge,  in  Tus8er*s  Five  Hundred  Points  of  Husbandry^  1580,  is  cited,  In  which  this  line  occifTB :. 

"  The  better  brest,  the  leaser  rest :" 

apoB  which  he  makes  this  observation :  **  In  singing,  the  sound  is  oHghially  produced-  by  the  art  loo  of 
the  tangs;  which  are  so  enential  an  organ  ia  this  res|>ec  t,  that  to  hav»  a  good  ^nox^ivas  formerly  a  com> 
■loa  periphrasis  to  denote  a  good  singer.  The  Italians  make  use  •(  the  teroM,  iMice  de  petto,  and  i>oce  di 
Icita,  to  signify  two  kinds  of  vojcc,  of  which  the  irst  b  the  best..  \n  &hakcspeare*s  comedy  of  Twelfth 
NigiUf  fitter  the  clown  is  asked  to  sing.  Sir  Andrew  Aguecheek  says, 

**  By  my  troth,  the  fool  has  an  excellent  breast,** 

"  And  in  the  statutes  nf  Stoke  college,  in  Suffolk,  founded  by  Parker,  Archbishop  of  Canterbury,  Is  a 
provision  in  these  words:  Of  which  said  queristers,  after  tli^ir  ftreas/x  are  changed,  (i.  e.  their  voices 
broke,)  we  will  the  most  apt  of  Wit  and  capacity  be  helpen  with  exhibitions  of  forty  shilliugs,'*  &c. 
See  also  the  notes  of  Mr  Warton  and  Mr  Steeveus  to  'twelfth  Night,  act  ii.  scene  S. 
Again,  in  Middleton*s  if  ore  Ditaemblets  btaidra  fVbmcn,  act  i.  scene  I.  Dondolo,  after  a  song  by  bis  page, 
myiy  *♦  Oh  rich,  ravishing,  rare,  and  enticing  1    WcH,  go  thy  ways,  tor  as  noeet  a  brested  page  as  tjvcr  Uiy 
at  bis  master's  feet,  in  a  truckle-bed.'* 
ffemem  bewaro  of  Women,  act  lit  seene  2^ 
**  Duke.  Yea,  the  voice  too,  sir  ? 
FtA.  1,  and  a  siweet  brest  too,  my  lord,  I  hope  | 
Or  I  have  cast  away  my  mopey  irisely," 
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PartLAnd  what  balpetb  ^y\\  where  is  no  wil  P^ 

Po/.  For  wyll  or  skyil  what  helpeth  it, 
Where  frowarde  knaves  be  lackynge  wit?'^ 
Leve  off  tbys  curiositie  ; 
And  who  that  lyste,  synge  after  roe. 

[Here  they  mpige. 

Fed,  Thys  lyketh  me  wel,  so  mot  I  the. 

Pard.  So  helpe  me  God,  it  lyketh  nat  me. 
Where  company  is  met,  and  well  agreed^ 
Good  pastyme  dooth  rvght  well  iiidede. 
But  who  can  syt  in  dafyaunce, 
Men  set  in  suche  a  variaunce  ? 
As  we  were  set,  or  "^  ye  came  in, 
AVbiche  stryfe  thys  man  dyd  fyrst  begynne ;   * 
Alledgynfte,  tliat  suche  men  as  use, 
For  love  of  God,  and  not '"  refuse 
On  fot  to  goo,  from  place  to  place, 
A  pylgriuiage,  callynge  for  grace, 
Shall  in  that  payne  with  penitence, 
Obtayne  discnarge  of  conscyence ; 
Comparynge  that  lyfe  for  the  bcste 
Enduccion  to  your  endless  rest. 
Upon  these  workes  our  mater  grewe ; 
For  y{  he  could  avow  them  true. 
As  good  to  be  a  gardener. 
As  for  to  be  a  Pardoner. 
But  when  I  harde  hym  so  farre  wyde, 
I  then  aproched,  and  replyed : 
Sayenge  this,  that  this  "*  indulgeooe, 
Havyng  the  foresaid  penitence, 
Dyschar|£eth  man  of  all  ofienoe. 
With  muche  more  profyt  then  this  pretence. 
I  aske  but  two  pens  at  the  moste ; 
I  wys  this  is  nat  very  great  coste, 
And  from  "'  all  payne  without  dyspayre, 
My  soule  for  his  kepe  "^*  even  his  chayre. 
And  when  he  dyeib,  he  may  lie  sure 
To  come  to  heven  even  at  plesure. 
And  more  then  heven  he  can  "♦  nat  get. 
How  farre  so  ever  he  lyste  to  iet. 
Then  is  hys  payne  more  then  bys  wit. 
To  walke  '*^  to  heven,  syns  he  may  syt. 
Syr,  as  we  were  in  this  contenciou,* 
In  came  thys  daw  with  hys  invencyon ; 
Revdynge  us,  himselfe  avauntynge, 
Thai  all  the  soules  to  heven  assendynge. 
Are  most  bournJe  to  the  Poticary, 
Bycause  be  helpeth  moste  men  to  dye; 
Before  whiche  deth,  he  sayeth  in  dede, 
No  soule  in  heven  can  have  hys  mede. 

Ped,  Why?  do  Poticaries  kyll  men? 


,Pot.  By  God ![  men  say  so  now  and  then.  ) 

Fed,  And  I  thought  ye  wolde  nat  have  m^ 
To  make  them  lyve.as  longe  as  ye  lySte. 

Pot,  As  longe  as  we  lyste?  nay,  as  longe  as 
they  can. 

Ped,  So  myght  we  Ijrve  without  yoa  thaiu 

Pot,  Ye ;  but  yet  it  is  "^  necessary 
For  to  have  a  Poticary ; 
For,  when  ye  fele  your  conscyens  redy, 
I  can  sende  you  to  heven  very  "^  quyckly. 
Wherfore,  concemynge  our  mater  here^ 
Above  these  twayne  I  am  best,  clere; 
And  yf  ye  lyste  to  take  me  sq, 
I  am  content ;  you,  and  no  mo 
Shal  be  our  judge,  as  in  tbys  case, 
Whiche  of  us  thre  shall  take  the  best  place. 

Ped,  I  nether  wyll  judge  the  beste  nor  worste; 
For  be  ye  bleste,  or  be  ye  curste, 
Ye  know  it  is  no  whyt  my  sleyght. 
To  be  a  judge  in  maters  of  weyght 
It  beboveth  no  Pedlers,  nor  proctours, 
To  take  on  ^m  ludgemeote  as  doctonrs;* 
But  yf  your  myodes  be  onely  set 
To  worke  for  soule  helthe,  yd  be  well  met ; 
For  eche  of  you  sonuvhat  idoth  showe 
That  soules  towarde  heven  by  you  doe  growe. 
Then  yf  ye  can  so  well  agree. 
To  VKMHymi^  togytber  all  thre ; 
And  all  you  thre  obay  one  wyll. 
Then  all  your  myodes  ye  may  fulfyll. 
As  yf  ye  came  all  to  one  man. 
Who  shulde  goo  pylgryma^e  "•  more  then  he  can  ? 
In  that  ye  Palmer,  as  debite, 
May  clerely  dyscharde  hym,  parde. 
And  for  all  other  syns  ones  had  contrystyoo. 
Your  pardons  geveth  hym  full  remyssyon. 
And  then  ye  Mayster  roticary. 
May  sende  hym  to  heven  by  and  by. 

Pot.  Yf  he  taste  this  boxe  nye  aboute  the  pryme. 
By  the  masse,  he  is  in  heven  or  even-songe  tyme  ! 
My  craft  is  suche,  that  I  can  ryght  well, 
Sende  mjr  fryndes  to  heven,  and  myselfe  to  bell. 
But,  syrs,  marke  this  man,  for  he  is  wyse ; 
Who  "^'  coulde  devyse  suche  a  devyse  t 
For  yf  ive  thre  may  be  as  one. 
Then  be  we  '*°  lordes  everych  one ; 
Betwene  us  all  coulde  nat  be  myste. 
To  save  the  soules  bf  whome  we  lyste. 
But,  for  good  order,  at  a  worde, 
Twayne  of  us  must  wayte  on  the  thyrde. 
And  upto  that  I  do  agree, 


****  ITtl— wyt,  lit  edit 

"'  ^fidfuiZ—Botaiid,  Mtedi^ 

"S  From— for,  edit.  1569. 

"♦  0»-^nay.  edit.  1669. 

"«  Yet  it  M— it  is  very,  edit.  1560. 


109  ^Tft^^yii^  Istedlt.  «'o  Or-.^txt. 

"*  IVkif— his,  edit.  1509. 

"^  •  Hit  kepe^for  to  keep  even  in  his  chair,  edit.  1669. 
"5  ira£k«— wake,  Ist  edit. 
>i7  rei^^added  io,  edit.  1560. 


"B  Shulde  goo  pylgiymage~~9houi6  go  on  pilgrimage,  edit.  156:^. 

;'9  iFAo— Howe,  ist  edit.   ^  '»''  Be  to^-weie  we  as,  edit.  1569. 
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^  For  faotfa»  yttu  twttyne  shall  wayt  on  me. 

JPordL  What  dumaoe  is  this,  that  sache  so  elf 
CeoHBMMMi  two  knaTes  beside  himself? 
N%y»  asij,  my  frende,  that  wyll  nat  be ; 
I  am  to  l^Mud  to  wayt  od  the. 

PabrnmOf  oar  Ladj,  «nd  I  wolde  be  loth 
To  wayt  oo  the  better  of  yoa  both ! 

Ped,  Yety  be  ye  sewer,  for  all  thys  doat^ 
Tins  waytynge  must  be  brought  abdnt. 
Men  canaat  prosper  wylfuUy  ledde; 
AU  tfakigs  dc^y  '^^  where  is  no  bedde* 
Wherfore,  doubtlesie,  roarke  what  I  say. 
To  ooe  of  yoa  thre  twayne  must  obey. 
And,  svnnes  ye  cannat  a^ree  in  voyoBy 
¥rbo  stiall  be  bed,  there  is  no  choyce. 
Bat  to  deryse  some  raaner  of  thjnge, 
Whtrin  ye  «U  be  Ijke  connynge : 
And  in  the  same  who  can  do  beste, 
Tbe  other  twayne  to  make  them  preste. 
In  erery  tbynge  of  hys  entente. 
Holy  '^  to  be  at  commaondement 
And  now  have  I  founde  one  mastry,'^ 
That  jFe  can  do  indyfiferentlv ; 
And  IS  nother  sellynge  nor  byenge, 
Bdt  evyn  ooely  very  lyeng  t 
And  all  ye  thre  can  lye  as  well. 
As  can  the. falsest  devyll  in  helL 
And  though,  afore,  ye  harde  me  grudge 
lo  greater  maters  to  be  your  jud^; 
Tet  in  lyeng  I  can  boste  some  skyll. 
And  yf  I  shall  be  judge,  I  wyll. 
And  be  yon  sore,  without  flattery, 
Where  mjuvconsciens  fyndeth  the  mastrye, 
l^er  sball  my  judgement  strayt  be  founde. 
Though  I  myght  wynne  a  thousande  pounde. 

P«6b.  Syr,  for  lyeng,  though  I  can  do  it, 
Yet  am  I  lotli  for  to  goo  to  it. 

PedLYe  have  no'*'  cause  to  fear :  Be  bolde;'** 
For  je  may  here  '*'  lie  uncontrolde. 
Aad  je  in  this  have  good  avauntage^ 
For  lyeng  is  your  coo>en  usage. 


And  you  in  lyene  be  mf^  spedd^ 
For  all  your  craft  doth  stande  in  falshed* 
Ye  nede  nat  care  who  shall  begyn ; 
For  eche  of  yod  may  hope  to  wyn. 
Now  speke  all  thre  evyn  as  ye  Qrnde, 
Be  ye  agreed  to  fdowe  my  mynde  ? 

Palm,  Ye,  by  my  troth,  I  am  contente. 

P^trd.  Now,  in  good  fayth,  and  I  asfcnt^ 
.  Pot.  If  I  denyed,  I  were  a  nedy ; 
For  all  is  myne,  by  Goddes  body. 

[Here  the  Fotiemy  hoppetk: 

Palm.  Here  were  a  hopper  to  hep  for  the  rynge  ! 
But,  syr,'^^  this  gere  gom  nat  by  noppynge. 

Pot.  Syr,  in  this  hoppynge  I  wyli  hop  so  well^ 
That  my  tonge  shall  hop* better  ^^  then  my  he!e : 
Upon  whiche  hoppynge,  I  hope  and  not  doate  i^ 
To  hop  '^^  so  that  ye  shsdl  hop  ^^'  widiout  it. 

Palm*  Syr^  I  wyll  aeyther  boste  ne  brawU^ 
But  take  suche  fortune  as  may  fall ;. 
And  vfve  Wynne  this  maystety, 
I  wyll  obaye  you  quietly ; 
And  sure  I  thynke  that  quietnesse 
In  any  man  is  great  riehesse. 
tn  any  manner  of  company. 
To  rule  or  be  ruled  '^^  indilfereatly. 

Pard.  By  that  host  thou  semest  a  begger  indedl^ 
What  can  thy  quietnesse  helpe  as  at  nede  ? 
Yf  we  shulde  starve,  thou  hast  nat,  I  thyiike^ 
One  peny  to  bye  us  one  potte  of  drynke. 
Nay,  yf  riehesse  mygbte  rule  the  roste, 
Bebolde  what  cause  I  hove  to  boste : 
Lo,  here  be  '^^  pardons  halfe  a  dosyn. 
For  gostely  ryches  they  have  no  cosyn; 
And  moreover  to  me  they  brynge 
Sufficient  succour  for  my  lyvynge. 
And  here  be  '^Velykes  of  suche  a  kynde^ 
As  in  this  worlde  no  man  can  '^'  fynde. 
Knele  down  all  thre,  and  when  ye  leve  kysiynge^ 
Who  lyst  to  ofier  shall  have  my  blyssynge. 
Frendes,  here  shall  ye  se  evyn  anone, 
Of  All-hallowes,  the  blessyd  jaw-bone,'^ 


■"  fV»r»«/Ae,&c.— First  edtUonxeads, 

*<  For  botbe  you  twayne  sboll  wayt  on  me. 
lYhat  cbaoDce  is  this,  that  suche  an  elfe 
Commaunded  two  knaves  besyde  bymselfe.*' 

"*  Tkiiigt  d0cay— thynge^iecaycd,  Ist  edit.  "^  Hofy— Holly,  1st  edit. 

*^  Ome  mmiiy  i.  e.  one  magisteriam  f  a  obemlcal  tens,  expressive  of  tbe  highest  powers  of  transmu* 
latfaa,  and  MNaetlacs  aicd  for  any  moMtwIy  performance.    S. 

*^  iV^0— oot,  Ist  cdic  '^  Ba  »olde— bebolde,  edit.  15fl9. 

>*'  Mmg  ArrtH-aiay  bere,  1st  edit  $  nay  lie,  edit.  1560. 

"*  fl^r--sin,  edit.  1560.  '^  Bettei^-^^  well  as,  1st  edit. 

»J»  JTir—Hp^  **«  «**•  "■  «<V— hope,  Ist  edit 

"^  Be  mfed— to  be  nilde,  edit  1569.  '^s  ^ers  6«— here  are,  edit  1569. 

ij*  Be-^un^  edit  1560.  »"  C«— may,  edK.  1560. 

*^  AU'hmUowe*^  the  blessyd  ja»-^oiie>— ^U-JkoRoioes  Is  jtU-tainU,  Mr  Steeveas,  In  bis  Note  on  The  Fint 
Pmrt  Q/King  Hemrg  IV,  A.  1.  8. 2.  reoMU-ks  oa  the  absurdity  of  appropriating  a  word  formed  to  express 
a  iiaaiMiailj  of  saints  to  a  particular  ooe  of  the  oomber. 


14 


THE  FOUR  Fs. 


[Heywood. 


Kjrtte  it  hardeljr  witb  good  devoeioD. 

Po/.  Thyt  kysse  ahall  bryoge  uft  much  promo- 
cyon. 
Fogh,  by  Saynt  Savyoor  I  never  liyst  a  wars ;. 
Ye  were  as  good  kysse  AU'4iallowe's  are; 
For  by  AU-haliowes;  yet  me  thynketb, 
That  AU-ballowe's  breth  stynketh. 

Paim,  Ye  judge  All-haUowes  breth  anknowen; 
jyf  any  breth  stynke,  it  is  your  owne. 

Pot.  I  knowe  myne  owne  breth  from  AU-hal- 
lowes, 
Or  els  it  were  tyme  to  kisse  the  galows. 

PardL  Nay,  sirs,  beholde,  here  may  ye  se 
The  great  toe  of  the  Triuitye, 
Who  to  thys  toe  any  money  vowcth, 
And  ones  may  role  it  m  bis  moueth. 
All  hys  lyfe  after,  I  undertake, 
'37  }Iq  gg||]|  never  be  vezt  with  the  tooth  ake. 

Pot.  1  praye  you  tome  that  relyke  aboute ; 
Either  '^^  the  Trinite  had  the  goute, 
Or  elles,  bycause  it  is  three  toes  in  one, 
Cod  made  it  asmuche  '^^  as  thre  toes  alone. 

Pard. Well,  lette  that  passe,  and  loke  upon  thys; 
Here  is  a  relyke  that  doth  nat  mys 
To  helpe  the  4eete  as  well  as  the  mo^te : 
This  is  a  buttocke-bone  of  Pentecoste. 

Pot.  By  Chrrste,  and  yet  for  all  your  boste, 
This  relyke  bath  beshyten  the  roste. 

Pard.  Mark  well  thys ;  thys  relyke  here  is  a 
whipuer, 
Ky  frendes  *^  unfayned,  here  "♦*  is  a  slypper 
Of  one  of  the  seven  slepers  be  sure ;  *^ 
Boutlesse  chys  kysse  shall  do  you  great  pleasure : 
For  all  these  two  dayes  it  shaU  so  case  you» 
That  none  other  savours  shall  displease  yon. 

Pot.  All  these  two  dayes!  nay,  all  these  '^^  two 
yere; 
For  all  the  savours  that  may  come  heer 
Can  be  no  worse ;  for  at  a  worde, 
One  of  the  seven  slepers  trode  on  a  torde. 

Ped.  Syr,  me  thynketh  your  devocion  is  but 
smal. 

Pard.  Small !  mary  me  thynketh  he  hath  none 
at  oil. 


Pot.  What  the  devyH  care  I  what  ve  tbinke? 
Shall  I  prayse  relykcs  when  they  styiike  > 

PaYd.  Here  is  an  eye-toth  of  the  great  Turfse : 
Whose  eyes  be  ones  sette  on  thys  pece  of  worice 
May  happely  lese  part  of  his  eye-syght. 
But  nat  all  tyll  he  be  Mynde  outryght. 

Pot.  What  so  ever  any  roan  seeth, 
I  have  no  devocion  unto  '♦♦Turkes  teeth: 
For  although  I  never  sawe  a  greter. 
Yet  me  thynketh  I  have  scne  many  better. 

Pard.  Here  is  a  box  ful  of  humble  bccs^ 
That  stonge  Eve  as  she  sat  on  her  knees 
Tastynge  the  frute  to  her  forbydden : 
Who  kysseth  the  bees  within  this  bidden. 
Shall  have  asmuche  pardon  of  ryghf, 
As  for  any  relyke  he  kyst  this  nyght. 

Palm.  Syr,  I  will  kysse  them  with  aH  my  herte. 

Pot.  Kysse  them  ^aync,  and  take  my  parte^ 
For  I  am  nat  worthy;  nay,  leite  be. 
Those  bees  that  stonge  Eve  shall  nat  stynge  me. 

Pard.  Good  frendes,  1  have  yet  here  ^  in  thjs 
glas, 
Which  on  the  drynke  at  the  weddyngc  was; 
Of  Adam  and  Eve  undoubtedly : 
If  ye  honour  thb  relyke  devoutly. 
Although  ye  tliursteno  whyt  the  (esse, 
Yet  shall  ye  drynke  the  more,  doubtlesse. 
After  wh:che  drynkynge  ye  shal  be  as  meie 
To  stande  on  your  hede  as  on  yolir  fete. 

Pot.  Ye  mary,  now  I  con  *^  you  thanke ;  '♦^ 
In  presens  of  thys  the  rest  be  blanke. 
Wdde  God  this  relyke  had  come  rather ; 
Kysse  that  relyke  well,  good  father.  • 
Sucbe  is  the  payne  that  ye  Palmers  take, 
To  kisse  the  pardon  bon'le  for  the  drynke  sake. 
O  holy  yeste,  that  loketh  full  sowr  and  stale. 
For  Uoddea  body,  helpe  me  to  a  cuppe  of  ale. 
The  more"  I  beholrie  '^  thee,  the  more  I  thurstc ; 
The  oftener  I  kysse  the,  the  more  lyke  to  burste. 
But  sins  I  kysse  the  so  devoutely, 
llvre  me  and  helpe  me  with  drynke  tyll  I  dye. 
Wliat,  so  muche  prayeing  and  so  lytell  spede? 

Pard.  Ye,  for  God  knoweth  when  it  is  nede 
To  sende  folkes  drynke ;  but  by  Saynt  Antony, 


"7  ife  »haU  never  he  vext  «ith  the  to^k  ake^Ue  shall  be  rid  of  the  tooth  akc,  1st  edit. 

"»  EiYA«f— Other,  1st  edit.  '^^  v/smncAe— muche,  1st  edit. 

«♦»  Fr«ui»— fVeend,  edit  1669.  '♦'  //ere— Ibis.  edit.  1609. 

'4^  One  of  tke  seven  slepers  h  4ure— These  seven  sleepen  are  said  to  have  lived  at  Epbepos  in  the  time 
•f  the  Emperor  Decian.  Being  commanded  to  sacrifice  according  to  the  Pagan  nuuuier,  they  fled  to  a 
cave  in  Mount  Cplyop,  where  they  foil  asleep,  and  continued  in  that  state  372  years,  u»  is  asserted  by 
some,  though,  according  to  othent,  only  208  years.  They  awoke  In  the  reigo  of  the  Emperor  I  heodoslan, 
who,  being  informed  of  this  extraordinary  event,  came  from  Constantinople  to  see  them,  and  to  satisfy 
himself  of  the  truth  of  the  relati«)n*  Having  commaoicatcd  to  him  the  several  circumstances  of  their 
case,  they  all,  as. the  l^tnda  Aurea  expresses  it,  *<  encl>ned  tbeyr  hedes  to  tb  crth,  and  rendred  their 
spyrites  at  the  commao«.demeot  of  oar  Lorde  Jesu  Cryst,  and  soo  deyed."  See  Legenda  ^urea,  1U6« 

'♦3  i%«e— thys,  Ist  edit.  '*♦  To,  1st  edit. 

.  »*'  Yett,  edit.  1660.  '^  Can,  ist  edit. 

»^'  Con  yvu  thanke^See  Note  34  to  Gammer  Gwrtan:*  NeedUj  in  Dodsley's  014  t'hys,  Vol.  II.  p.  28, 

'^>  BeAo/de— see,  edit.  I66tl. 
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I  wepe  he  hath  sent  yon  to  modi  alredjr. 

Pot.  If  I  hare  never  the  more  for  ttue. 
Then  be  thy  relykes  no  ryches  to  me  ; 
Nor  to  thy  self,  cxcepte  they  be 
More  bene^yall  then  I  can  te. 
Rrcber  is  one  boxe  of  this  tryade,'^ 
loen  all  thy  relykes,  that  do  no  myrakell. 
If  tboa  haddest  prayed  bat  halfe  so  muche  to  me, 
As  I  have  prayed  to  thy  lelykes  and  the, 
Notbynge  concernyoge  myae  occupacioo, 
Botstreyght  ahaldehave  wrought  ooe'^^operatioiL 
And  as  in  value  I  pat  you  an  ace, 
So  here  lyeth  mucoe  rychesse  in  a  lytell  space. 
I  have  a  boxe  of  rebara  here, 
Wfaicfae  is  as  deynty  as  it  is  dere. 
So  "'  heipe  nie  God,  and  holiydai% 
Of  this  I  woulde  not  geve  a  dram 
To  the  beste  frende  1  have  in  England's  grotmde. 
Though  he  wolde  give  me  twentie  pounde. 
For  though  the  st^nake  do  it  abhor, 
It  pourgeth  you  clone  from  the  coler; 
Anid  m&eth  your  stomake  sore  to  waiter. 
That  ye  shall  never  come  to  the  halter. 

Fed.  Then  is  that  medycyn  a  soverayn  thioge 
To  preserve  a  man  from  hangynge. 

Foi,  If  ye  wyll  taste  hut  thys  crome  that  ye  see. 
If  ever  ye  be  hanged  never  truste  me. 
Here  have  I  Diapompliolicus, 
A  spectali  oyntmente,  as  doctours  disouse. 
For  a  fistela  or  for  a  caukei^ 
''*  Th^  oyntment  i«  even  shot  anker : 
For  this  medecyc  '^^  helpeth  one  and  other. 
Or  bringeth  them  in  case  that  they  nede  no  other. 
Here  is  tC^^apus  de  By^aniit, 
A  lyteU  thynge  is  enough  of  this; 
For  even  the  weyght  or  one  scryppal 
Sail  '^  make  you  as  strong  as  a  cryppuL 
Here  are  other,  as  Diosialos, 
Diagalanga  and  Sticados, 
Bbnka,  Manna,  Diospoliticon, 
Ifercory  sublyme,  and  Mitridaticon ; 
Pehtofy  and  Arse  fetita, 
Cassf  and  Colloquintida. 
These  be '"  the  thyoges  that  breke  all  stryfe 
Becwene  manne's  syckness  and  his  lyfe. 
From  all  payne  these  shall  you  delever^ 
And  set  you  even  at  reste  for  ever. 


Here  is  a  medecyn  no  mo  lyke  die  same, 

Whiche  comenly  is  called  thus  by  name, 

Alibakabus  or  Alkagengy : 

A  goodly  thynge  for  dogges  that  be  '^^  mangjit; 

Suche  be  these  medycines,  that  I  can 

Helpe  a  dogge  as  wel  as  a  man. 

Nat  one  thynge  here  partycolarly 

But  worketfa  nniversallv ; 

For  it  doth  me  as  muche  good  when  I  sell  it, 

As  all  the  byers  that  taste  it,  or  smell  it. 

Now  syns  my  medycyns  be  so  specially 

And  in  one  operacton  so  generall. 

And  redy  to  worke  when  so  ever  they  shall. 

So  that  in  ryches  I  am  princtpall : 

If  any  rewarde  may  enlreat  ye, 

I  besech  your  roast'ship  be  good  to  "^  roe, 

And  ye  shall  have  a  boxe  of  marmelade. 

So  fyne  that  vou  may  dyg  it  with  a  spade. 

Fed,  Syr,  I  thanke  you,  but  your  rewarde 
Is  nat  the  thynge  that  I  regarde. 
I  muste  and  wyll  be  indifferent : 
Wherfore  prooede  in  your  intente. 

Pot,  Nowa  yf  I  wy«t  thys  wjrsh  no  synne, 
I  wolde  to  God  I  mygbt  begynne. 

Ford.  I  am  content  that  thon  lye  fyrste. 

FaJbn,  Even  so  am  I ;  now^**  say  thy  worMe; 
Now  let  as  here  of  all  thy  lyes, 
The  greatest  lye  thou  mayst  devyse. 
And  m  the  fewvst  wordes  thon  can. 

Fot.  Forsooth,  ye  be  ^'  an  honest  man. 

Fed,  There  sayde  ye  muche,  but  yei  no  lye. 

Fard,  Now  lye  ye  botbe,  by  our  Lady. 
Thou  lyest  in  best  of  hvs  honestie ; 
And  he  bath  lyed  in  affirminge  the. 

Fot,  Yf  we  both  lye,  and  ye  say  true, 
Then  of  these  lies  your  parte  adew. 
And  if  ye  wyii,  msike  none  avaunt ; 
For  you  are  sure  of  one  yll  servaunte : 
You  may  perceyve  by  the  wordes  he  gave^ 
He  taketh  your  mashyp  '^  but  for  a  knave. 
But  who  tolde  truth,'^'  or  lyed  in  dede, 
That  Wyll.  I  knowe  or  '**  we  prooede. 
Syr,  after  that  I  fyrste  began 
To  prayse  you  for  an  honest  man, 
Vfrhen  ye  afl^rmed  it  for  no  lye :  '*' 
Now,  by  your  '^  ^<^^^>  »pcke  even  tniely; 
Thought  ye  your  afl^rmacyon  true  ? 


'^  Tntaela    iherktca^  a  remedy  against  poison.    Bitntnt. 

*^  Oii^-ia,  lit  edit.  "^'  5o— Addition. 

"^  2V  ointment  k  even  shot  aoker— I  Should  suppose  we  ought  to  read  sheet  mchor.  The  sheet  tmeher 
itike  laigett  beloiigiaf(  t«  a  ship,  and  b  the  last  refiij^  of  mariners ;  for,  when  that  fkils  to  take  hold  of 
(he  groood,  the  vessel  is  left  at  the  mercy  of  the  storm.  The  sheet  anchor  was  caUed  by  the  ancients^ 
mdlHra  anera  9  add  by  the  French,  maUresse  mere,    S.*    ^ 

'»  Jledb(9»-«int]iienf,  edit.  1609.  '^  9a/^-WiU,  edit  1509. 

!"  Bt-ire,  edit.  1569.  "*  B«— are,  edH.  1^09. 

*^  TV— upto,  edH.  1560.  "*  iVw— and,  Ut  edit. 

»59  Ye  ht—yo^  are,  edit.  1569.  '^  Your  mashyp—'u^e.  your  mastership.    8. 

'^  IHtAe-^ne^  1st  edit.  *«*  Or— ere,  edit.  1569. 

'«  /Vr  to  i^— for  no  lye,  edit.  15(E>.  *^  rour— our,  Ut  edit 
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Tabn.  Ye  i9«ffjr>  (oc  I  woUe  ye  khewe, 
I  thynke  my  selfe  an  hopest  man. 

JPaf .  What  thought  ye  in  the  coDtmry  than  ? 

Furd.  In  that  l*  Bay4e  the  contmry ; 
I  thynke  froqt  trouth  I  dyd  oat  vary. 

rot.  And  what  of  my  vondes  ? 

Ford,  I  thought  ye  lyed 

Fot,  And  80  thought  I^  by  God  that  dyed. 
Nowe  have  Tou.  twayne  ecbe  for  hym  selre  layde. 
That  none  '^  hatb  ly^,  but  bothe  true  sayd. 
And  of  vou  twayne  oooe  bath  denyed, 
But  bothe  affyrmed  that  I  have  lyed. 
Now  syns  bothe  ye  '^  the  tnouthie  oonfea^ 
**^  How  that  I  lyed,  doo  bear  witnes. 
That  twain  of  us  may  soon  agree. 
And  that  the  ly^  the  wyuqer  must  be. 
Who  couide  pQOtvyde  suohe  evydena^ 
As  I  have  done  in  this  pretens? 
Me  thynketh  this  matter  sufficient 
To  cansf^  you  to  gyre  judgement ; 
And  to  gyve  me  the  ma8ti7e : 
For  ye  perceyve  these  knaves  catinat  lye. 

Falm,  Though  neyther  '<^  of  ua  as  yet  had  lyed; 
Yet  what  we  can  do  is  untnyed. 
.For  as  yet  we  have  devyaed  nothynge, 
B^t  answered  you,  aod  geven  you  Ivearing. 

Ped  Therfore  I  have  devyiied  one  waye 
Wherby  all  thpe  your  miiidea  may  saye : 
For  ecbe  of  ypw  one  t«Ue  shall  tell; 
And  whiche  of  you  telleth  most  roervell. 
And  most  uoUkest  '^  to  be  true, 
Shall  most  prevayle,  what  ever  ensew. 

Pot,  If  ye  be  set  on  mervayiinge, 
Then  shall  ye  here  a  mervaylouse  thynge. 
And  though  in  deed  all  be  nat  true. 
Yet  suer  the  most  pavie  shall  be  new. 


I  dyd  a  cure  no  longer  ago. 

But  in  Anno  Domini  Milietimo, 

On  a  woman  yotige  and  so  fiayre^ 

That  never  have  I-  sene  a  gayre. 

God  save  all  women  of '^^  that  Iykne& 

This  wanton  had  the  fallen  syknes, 

Whiche  by  dissent  came  lynyally, 

For  her  mother  had  it  naturally : 

Wherfore  this  woman  to  recure 

It  was  more  harde  ye  may  be  sure. 

But  though  I  boste  my  crafte  is  suche. 

That  in  suche  tbynges  I  can  do  rauche. 

How  ofte  she  fell  were  muche  to  reporte; 

But  her  bed  so  gydy  and  her  helys  so  shorten 

That  with  the  twynglynge  of  an  eye» 

Downe  wolde  she  falle  ovya  by  and  by : 

But  or  '^'  she  wolde  aryse  agayne 

I  shewed  muche  praol^  muche  to  my  payne; 

For  the  tallest  man  within  thvs  towne 

Could  *'*  nat  with  ease  have  Ibroken  her  swowne.. 

Although  for  \y(e  I  dyd  nat  doute  her, 

Yet  I  dyd  take  more  paines '''  about  beis 

Then  I  wolde  take  with  mine  owne  syster : 

Syr,  at  the  last  I  gave  her  a  glyster. 

'^^  I  thrust  a  thampyon  in  her  tewell, 

Aod  bad  her  kepe  it  for  a  Jewell. 

But  I  knew  there  *'♦♦  it  was  to  heevy  to  caiy. 

That  I  sure  was  it  wolde  nat  tary : 

For  where  gonpouder  is  ones  fyerd, 

The  thampyon  there  wyll  no  lenger  be  hyeid^ 

Wbicho  was  i%«ell  sene  in  tyme  of  tbis  cbiaaoce ; 

For  when  I  had  charg^  this  ordyoaunce, 

Sodeyuly,  as  it  had  tbonder'd. 

Even  at  a  clap  losed  her  bumbenk'^^ 

Now  marke,  for  here  begyoneth  the  reveU  c 

This  thampion  flew  ten  longe  myle  levell, 


'W  iVone— <w^  edft.  IM$.  '««  Ke— your,  Itt  edit. 

•*7  Haw,  &c. — Firs/t  ed^jon  readf , 

And  that  we  both  my  lye  so  witaes. 
That  twayiie  of  m  thre  lo  one  agree. 

'**  i%/»e»^— nother,  lit  edit.  '«>  C7R/iJb»i— unlyke,  1st  edit. 

■70  o/-from,  1st  edit.  »7'  Or— ere,  edit.  1369. 

■7*  CouM—Shulde,  Ist  edit  *73  Poj/nes— payne,  Ut  edit. 

'7^  I  thrust  a  thampyon  in  her  tewel — The  allusion  i&  to  guooery.  Thampion  (tampon^  Fr.  a  baB|g» 
cork,  or  plug  of  wood)  b  how  written  tom^iony  and  signifies  the  stopper  with  which  the  months  of  can- 
non are  closed  up,  to  prevent  the  admission  of  rain,  or  sea-water,  whereby  their  charges  might  be  rea- 
dered  incapable  of  service. — A  tewel  ( tuyau  or  tmfal,  FtS)  Is  a  pipe ;  and  is  tiece  used  (for  the  sake  of 
contioniog  the  metaphor)  for  hor^  or  aOiber,  Mozoo,  in  bis  Mechanic  Exerciies^  defines  the  tewtl  to  be 
t^t  pip9  in  a  smith's  §o%gic  into  which  the  nose  of  the  bellows  is  introduced;  and  in  a  MS.  fragment,  said 
tp  be  v^ritten  by  8ir  f  raqcis^  Drake,  concerning  the  stores  of  one  of  the  ships  ander  his  commaiid,  the 
word  tewpl  is  appMed  to  a  gun*    ^- 

'  In  Lambarde's  JHctionarium  TopograpMcum  et  'Historieum^  p.  129.  it  is  said,  **  It  happened  in  the. 
relgne  of  Quene  Marye,  that  the  master  of  a  sbippe  passinge  by  while  the  court  lay  theare,  and  meaning 
(as  the  manner  is)  with  sayle  aod  shot  to  honour  the  place,  unadvisedly  gave  fire  to  a  piececharged  with 
a  stone  instede  of  a  tampion,  which)  Ughtinge  on  the  queue's  house,  ranne  through  a  cliamber,  and  did  ne 
itirther  l^nne."  ■ 

'7-^*  Ji^re— Addition  in  the  2d  edit,  >7S  Bmii&erd— A  piece  of  ordoaaee.  S. 
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For  strength  1  know  tm^tmAm  a  one; 

WUche  «tude  ii|Mni  a  bjU  M\  hjB, 

At  fote  wherof  a  ryvtt  ramie  bve^ 

60  defie  tjU  chaanca  bad  it  fbrbjfvldeiH 

^Well  myp^  the  Rcgtet  thart  hare  iTdeiu 

Bttwben  dits  tbampjon  at  thk'^^  oasteil  did  lyght. 

It  pat  the  castell  ao  fivre  to  ^ghl, 

Ibat  downe  they  oanie  ecba  upon  olber, 

No  stone  left  abMMlynga»  by  Goddes  motber, 

Bot  rolled  downe  so  fmce  tbe  byll 

In  secfae  a  nombery  aad  wo  dyd  fyU 

f ran  botoni  to  bfyiae,  from  shore  to  sbore^ 

Hkys  foreaayd  fyrer^  to  depe  before. 

That  »bo  Ijaia  nowe  to  waike  thereto 

May  wade  n  over  and  wet  no  aboo. 

So  was  thys  catteU  layd  wyde  open^ 

Tbat  ewmry  man  mygbt  se  the  tdren. 

Bat  io  a  sood  boare  oiaye  tbese'^'  wordet  be 

sp<&eB: 
Alter  tbe  thampyop  on  tbe  walks  was  irrokeo^ 
And  pece  hj  pece  in  pecas  broken^ 
Aad  she  defytercd,  with  sache  tiolensy 
Of  all  her  incoofenieas^ 
I  left  ber  in  good  hekb  and  lulta; 
And  so  she  doth  oontioew,  I  thiste. 

JPrdL  Syr»  in  yoor  cure  I  can  aotbjmge  tell ; 
Bdc  to  youv  '^'  porpaev  ye  have  sayd  well. 

Pmrd,  Well,  syr,  marke  wbaC  Icmnatefi 
I  bare  ben  a  pardoner  maoT  a  day. 
And  dtfne  mora  cures  puttmjf- 
Iben  erer  be  dyd  buddy; 
Nirlij  tbya  one^  whicba  ye  sbaH  here 
Of  one  departed  within  thys  seren  yare, 
A  frrnda  atf  piyae^  and  lykewysa  I 
To  ber  apir^  was  ae  freadly ; 
Who  fell  so  ^rkasosodaynly, 
Tbat  dedasbe  waa  rtesk  by  and  by. 
And  never  spake  with  presto  nor  clerice^ 
Nor  bad  no  whyt  of  holy  wavke^ 
For  I  was  thens,  it  coulde  nat  be ; . 
Tet  harde  I  say  she  asked  for  me. 


Bat  when  I  bethouobt  me  bowe  thvs  obaoaced. 

And  that  I  have  to  beven  araonced 

So  many  soules  to  me  but  straungers. 

And  coude  nat  kepe  nsy  frende  from  daungiersy 

But  she  to  dy  so  daungerously, 

For  her  soule  belth  especially ; 

That  was  tbe  thynji^e  that  (p*eved  me  soO| 

That  notbynge  could  release  ray  woo 

Tyll  i  had  tryed^  even  out  of  hande» 

In  what  estate  her  soule  dyd  stande. 

For  which  tryall,  short  tale  to  make^ 

I  toke  thys  journey  for  her  sake. 

Geve  ear,  fur  here  begyaneth  the  story  t 

From  hens  I  went  to  purgatory^ 

And  toke  with  me  thvs  gere  in  my  Qr»te, 

Whereby  I  may  ^o  there  what  I  lyste. 

I  knocked,  and  was  let  in  quvckly ; 

But  Lorde,  how  lowe  the  souls  nmde  curtesy  I 

And  I  to  every  soule  agayne 

'***  DycJ  gyve  a  beck  them  to  retayne^ 

And  axed  them  thys  question  than. 

If  that  the  soule  of  such  a  wolaan 

Dyd  late  among  them  there  appere? 

Wherto  they  sayd»  thb  came  nat  here. 

Then  ferd  I  muche  it  was  nat  well;^ 

Alas,  thought  I,  she  is  in  hell. 

For  with  btf  lyfe  I  tras  so  acqaeynted. 

That  sure,  I  (hoaght»  she  was  nac  saynted^    . 

With  thvsy  it  obamiced  me  to  snese ; 

Christe  help,  qnoth  a  soule^  that  ley  for  bis  it»% 

Those  wordesy  qnoth  I,  thou  shalt  nat  lees; 

Then  with  these  pardons  of  all  d^rees^ 

I  payed  his  tolc,  and  set  hrw  so  auyght^ 

That  stray t  to  heven  he  toke  his  fiygbt} 

And  I  from  thena  to  hell  that  nygb^ 

To  help  this  woman  yf  I  itiyghts 

Nat  as  who  si^tb  by  authorite^ 

But  by  the  waye  of  eatreaCe. 

And  fyrst  to  the  devyll  that  kept  the  gate 

I  carooy  aad  spake  after  this  rate : 

All  hayle,  Syr  Devyll ;  and  made  lowe  curtesy « 

Welcome,  quoth  h^  tfaut  '**  saiJl^ngty. 


^^  WtM  WK$^%i  He  Utgmtt  tht»9  htne  rydm^tht  Jifl|fea«  was  one  e€  the  htfgest  sMps  o^waa  in  tbe  tiAa 
at  Rii^  Ueaey  tba  £i^iiii.  In  Hie  leurth  year  of  his  reigm,  Sir  Themas  Knevety  matter  of  tbe  horse^  and 
Sie  Jate  Caaew  af  Davemhipe,  were  appointed  oaptains  of  kei,  aed,  ia  ceeineny  with  sevrral  etiiersr,  sfaa 
waa  SH*  to  ^N  tbe  Ftancfr  fleet  near  Brest  baveib  An  action  aceerdniglQF  ensued,  and  the  R^geut 
~  sd  with  a  French  Carrick,  which  would  have  been  taken  bad  not  a  gunner  on  board  the  vessel,  to 
t  ber  falling  Into  fibe  handa  of  tbe  luigHsIt,  set  fire  to  tbe  powder^rseii;  This  tf OnhBuairflting  the 
sta  botb  ships,  tbey  tbaced  tise  Same  fate  together,  being  both  baml.  On  the  past  of  the  Frtmch  900 
a«»e  last,  and  on  IfenCof  the  KofUsh  aiore  than  700.  See  Halfs  Ckmiok^.  tsnpore  Henry  VIU. 
JH*al* 
^^  n&— OB  thys  castell  lyahi,  1st  cilC^  '^^  3»dM--thls,.edit.  iSfiil 

«»  Few— our.  1st  edit. 

**  Pfi  gyve  a  heck  them  to  rsfiryna— A  beck,  among  other  tignificatiefes^Aaa  tbat  oi  a  f  1nlaiN<ja^itb4fee 
fteHt    Sa,  in  8hakspeare*s  Timmi  of  Athens : 

**  A  servi^  of  beckty  and  jutthig  out  of  buas."    8» 

'*' nai-dbyty  1st  edit 


YOU  U 
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He  knew  me  well  ;*  and  T,  at  last^, 

Remerabred  him  syns  longe  time  paste. 

For,  as  good  happe  wolde  have  it  chaunce^ 

This  devyll  and  1  were  of  otde  acoueyntaonce; 

'•*  For  oft,  in  the  play  of  Corpas  Urisci, 

He  hath  playd  the  devyll  at  Coventry. 

By  his  acqueyntance,  and  my  behavonre. 

He  showed  to  me  ryght  frendly  favoure. 

And,  to  make  my  retume  the  shorter, 

I  sayd  to  this  devyll,  GkK>d  mayster  porter. 

For  all  olde  love,  yf  it  lie  in  your  power, 

Heipe  me  to  speke  with  my  lorde,  and  your. 

Be  sure,  quoth  he,  no  tongue  can  tell, 

.lYhat  tyme  thou  coudest  have  come  so  well. 

For,  as  on  '•'  thys  dayc  Lucyfer  fell, 

Whiche  is  Oar  festyvall  in  hell, 

Nothynge  unreasonable  craved  thys  dayi 

That  shall  in  hell  have  any  nay. 

But  yet  be  ware  thou  come  nat  in, 

Tyll  tyme  thou  may  "*  thy  pasporte  wjmj 

yf'herfore  stand  styll,  and  I  will  Wyt,'" 

Yf  I  can  get  thy  save  condyt. 

He  taryed  nat,  but  shortely  sat  it 

Under  scale,  and  the  devvl's  nande  at  i^ 

In  ample  wyse,  as  ye  sliall  here. 

Thus  It  began :  I,  lAicifere, 

By  the  power  of  God  chefe  devyll  of  bell^ 

To  all  the  devyls  that  there  do  dwell, 

And  every  of  them,  we  sende  gretynge, 

Under  streyght  charge  and  commaundynge. 

That  they  avdynge  imd  assysteut  be 

To  such  a  Pardoner,  and  named  me, 

So  that  he  may,  at  lybertie. 

Passe  save  without  any  *•*  jeopardy, 

Tyll  that  he  be  from  us  estyncte, 

And  clerely  out  of  helle*s  predncte. 

And,  hys  pardons  to  kepe  m  savegarde. 

We  wyll  they  lye  in  the  porter's  warde. 


Gevyn  in  the  (atnes  of  oor  p&lyii; 
In  our  hifh  oourte  of  maters  of  malyS^ 
Suche  a  day  and  yere  of  our  reyne. 
God  save  the  devyll. — Quoth  I,  amain.  '^^ 
I  truste  thys  wry tyitge  to  be  sure : 
.  Then  put  thy  truste,  quod  he,  in  euer,  '•• 
Syns  tnou  art  sure  to  take  no  harme. 
lliys  devyll  and  I  walket  arme  in  arme^ 
So  farre,  tytl  he  had  brought  me  thyther. 
Where  all  the  devyls  of  bell  toeyther 
Stode  in  aray,  in  suche  appareir 
As  for  th&t  day  there  metely  fell. 
Th^  homes  well  gylt,  theyr  dowes  full  dene, 
Theyr  taylles  wel  kempt,  and,  as  I  wene, 
With  sothery  ''^  butter  theyr  bodyes  anoyntad  ; 
I  never  sawe  devylls  so  well  appoynted.  *^ 
The  riiayster  devyll  sat  in  his  jacket; 
And  all  the  sooles  were  playinge  at  rackeL 
None  other  rackcttes  they  hadde  in  bande^ 
Save  every  soule  a  good  fyre-brand ; 
Whcrwith  they  played  so  pretely, 
That  Lucyfer  laughed  merely. 
And  all  the  rcsedew  of  the  feends^  '•' 
'^  Did  laugh  thereat  ful  wel  like  freendh. 
But  of  my  frende  I  sawe  no  whyt, 
Nor  durst  not  ax  for  her  as  yet. 
Anone  all  this  rout  was  brought  in  silens, 
And  I  by  an  usher  brought  to  present 
'^^  Of  Lucyfer ;  then  lowe,  as  wel  I  couldf 
T  knclyd,  whiche  he  so  well  alovi^de. 
That  thus  he  beckte,  and  by  Saynt  Antony 
He  smyled  on  me  well  favouredly^ 
Bendyngc  his  browes,  as  brode  as  bame  durres; 
Shaky nge  hys  eares,  as  rated  as  burres; 
Rolynge  bis  eyes,  as  rounde  as  two  boalieli ; 
Flastynge  the  fyre  out  of  his  nosethryls ; 
Gnasninge  hyg  teeth  so  vayngloriously. 
That  me  thought  ^e  lo  fall  to  flattery, 


*•*  For  oft^  in  the  pUy  •/  Corptu  Critti^ 

He  hath  plajfd  the  devyll  mt  Covenirp, — **  Before  the  stfppreislon  of  the  monasteries,  thii  cl(y  (L  e^ 
Coventry)  was  very  famous  for  the  pageants  that  were  play*d  therein  upon  Corpue  ChrUti  day,  fthls  ia 
one  of  their  aocledt  faires,)  which  occaslonhig  very  great  coojBaence  of  people  thttlier  from  fiurand  ne»r, 
was  no  small  benefit  thereto  i  which  pageants  beinf  acted  with  miglity  state  and  reverence  by  the  frien 
of  thii  house,  had  theaters  for  the  several  scenes  very  large  and  high,  placed  upon  wheels,  and  drawn  to 
all  the  eminent  parts  of  the  city,  for  the  better  advanta^  of  spectaton,  and  contained  the  story  of  the 
New  Tcstaneot,  composed  In  old  Knglisb  richme,  as  appeareth  by  an  ancient  MS.  entitled,  Uubu  Corp0» 
Tie  Chrittif  or  Ludm  CoveiUHaf,  In  Blbl.  Cottop.  (sub  £ffigie  Yesp^  D.  9.)/*^DuGDALS*t  fPansidksMrs^ 
p.  116. 

'"  jt  «»-.Add.  in  the  Sd  edit.  '^  JITay^-^iaist,  edit.  1560. 

'ss  fryt-^Mr  DodsU;y*s  has  write,  >>«  ^Nj^-^ys,  1st  edit. 

>»'  ^iM^i-^or  playnt,  1st  edit.  '>»  £«er— cure,  edit.  1560. 

'^  Sothery^^weet^  or  firesh,  made  from  the  old  word  eotem 

*9o  Well  appeinted-^S^  note  S.  to  The  Oriinary^  in  Dodsley^s  Old  Pllfys^ 

>9'  Feead*— frendes,  Ist  edit. 

*9*  Dtdt  Ac— Firrt  ediUon  reads, 

«*  Dyd  Uugh  ftdl  well  tegyther  lyke  frendes.*' 
*^  OflMtJ^f  dic^First  ediUon  reads, 

**  Thai  to  lairyfer  low  as  I  coade." 
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'V?1ierwtilils  I  tolde,  a»  I  iImU  teU ! 

0  pleflsoCOTCtore !  O  priooe  of  hell ! 
Featred  '^in  hahyon  abominabfei 
And  9ytB  diat  it  b  imentknable 

For  me  to  prajse  the  worthylji 

1  leve  of  pmyse,  as  unworthy 

To  eere  oie  prayse,  besechjnge  the 

To  beare  my  Kfrte,  aed  theo  to  be 

So  mod  to  graimt  the  thynge  I  crave; 

Abo,  to  be  shorte,  thys  wolde  I  have: 

Tbe  toale  of  one  whreh  hy^et  flytted, 

DeKrered '"  henoe^  and  to  me  remhtwL 

Ami,  ia  diys  doynge,  though  al  be  nat  fvyt, 

Tet  in  tome  parte  I  shall  '^  deterre  k; 

As  thus,  I  am  a  ^lardoner, 

And  over  eoolee-as  controller, 

Throoghont  the  erthe  way  power  doth  atande^ 

Wbeie  many  a  soole  lytth  tm  my  hande^ 

Hiat  spede  m  maters  as  I  nte  them, 

As  I  rccefve  them,  er  i^tiae  them. 

Wherfoy,  what  tyme  thy  pleasure  is. 

Ye  '^  shall  reeovfe  any  part  of  this, 

The  lette-dcvyU  here  that  can  come  thyther, 

Shall  cfaoee  a  sonle^  and  brynge  him  hyther. 

Bo,^'  ho,  qiioth  the  devyll,  we  are  well  pleased ; 

VFhat  b  hTS  name  thou  woldest  have  eased^ 

Kay,  qetk  I,  be  it  good  or  evyll. 

My  comynge  is  for  a  she-devylL 

mat  cfliste  her,  (quodi  he»)  thou  whoorton  ?  ^^ 

Sbrsooth,  (quoth  I,)  Margery  Coorson, 

Now,  by  oar  honour,  sayd  Lucyfer, 

No  devjil  in  hell  shall  withhoide  her; 

And,  yt  dioo  woldest  have  twenty  mo, 

Wert  not  £mrjostyce,  they  sholde  goo. 

For  all  we^^derylb,  within  thys  den. 

Bare  more  to  do  with  two  women. 

Then  with  all  charge  we  have  besvde ; 

Wberfore,  yf  thou  oar  frende  wyll  be  tryed, 

Aply  thy  pardons  to  women  so,  * 

That  onto  as  there  come  no  mo. 

To  damy  beste  I  promysed  by  othe; 

Whicfae  I  have  kepte,  for,  as  the  fayth  gpth 

At  thys  day,^'  to  heven  i  do  procore 

Ten  women  to  one  man,  yoo  may  be  sure. 

Then  of  Lncyfier  my  leave  I  toke. 

And  strejght  unto  the  mavster  odlce 

I  was  hadde,  into  the  keebyn. 

For  Margrrie's  o£^ce  was  therin. 


All  thynges  handled  there  ditcretel  v. 
For  every  soule  bereth  offyoe  metefy : 
Woiche  myght  be  lene  to  se  her  syt 
So  bysely  tumynge  of  the  spirt. 
For  many  a  spyt  here  hath  she  tamed ; 
And  many  a  good  spyt  hath  she  homed ; 
And  many  a  spyt  ful  bote  hath  tested ; 
Before  the  meat  coulde  be  halfe  rosted. 
And  or  *^  the  meatewere  halfe  rosted  in  ded^ 
I  toke  her  then  fro  the  mt  with  spede. 
But,  when  she  sawe  thys  broaght  to  pas, 
To  tell  the  joy  wherin  she  was. 
And  of  all  the  devylls,  for  joy,  how  they 
Did  rore  at  her  delyvery, 
And  how  the  cheyoes  in  hell  dvd  rynge. 
And  how  all  the  soules  therin  dyd  syngie^ 
And  how  we  were  broaght  to  the  gate^ 
And  how  we  toke  our  leve  therat. 
Be  soer  lacke  of  tyme  suffisryth  nat 
To  reherse  the  twentie  parte  of  that 
Wberfore,  thys  tale  to  conclude  brevely, 
Thys  woman  thanked  me  chyefly. 
That  she  was  ryd  of  thys  endles  deth. 
And  so  we  departed  on  Newmarket  hcdi. 
And,  yf  that  any  man  do  mynde  her. 
Who  lyste  to  seke  her,  there  shalle  he  fynde  her. 
PeiL  Syr,  ye  have  sousht  her  wunderoas^^  well ; 
And  where  ye  founde  her  as  ye  tell. 
To  here  the  channce  ye  had^  in  hell, 
tlind  ye  were  in  great  peril.*®* 
[  Pa&i.  His  tale  b  all  moche  perilous; *^ 
But  parte  is  muche  more  mervaylous. 
As  where  he  sayde  the  devylls  complayne, 
That  women  put  them  to  suche  payne. 
Be  theyr  coodicions  so  croked  and  crabbed, 
Frowardly  fashonde,  so  wayward  and  wrahbed,^^ 
So  farre  in  devision,  and  starryuge  suche  stryfe. 
That  all  the  devylls  be  wery  of  theyr  life? 
Thb,***  in  eflfect,  he  lolde  for^  trueth| 
Wherby  moche  marvell  to  me  ensueth. 
That  women  in  heH  suche  shrewes  can  be, 
And  here  so  gentyll  as  fiirre  as  I  se. 
Yet  have  I  sene  manjjr  a  myk. 
And  many  a  wcpian  in  the  whyle. 
Nat  one  good  cytye,  towne,  nor  boroogh. 
In  Cristendom,  but  I  have  been  thorough. 
And  this  I  wolde  ye  shulde  understande, 
I  have  sene  women  five  hundred  diousande  i 


"*  Fmired  im  fuhf&n  tAtnhiable^FButrgrf  Fr. ;  fhire  de  feutre  ;  gamir  de  fsuire^^To  itiif  with  fitt^ 
JMr»  d'borbe,  overgrown  with  gnus.    S. 

-*«  IMtowwI-dellver,  edit.  Id6».  »»«  SActt^wll, edit.  15W, 

w  yi^,^  irt  ^n^  ,9S  Ho— Nowc.  l8t  edit. 

^  vnoonen^hoTj9Bny  1st  ediL  «»  FFe— the,  edit  1500. 

'^  ^  FKimderoi(*-~wonden,l8tedlt 

«•'  P«rif— parell,  l8t  edit 
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D^f-Hlayes,  1st  edit 
^^  Had—tomAe,  lit  edit 
"^  P€H/^K»-pareUoasi  Ist  Mit 
*^  fra|pM»trandtwtiftM--IioppQ8e»f«6»edtobeawordcoinedforthe8akeofrkT^      9. 
y%  TM-tboi,  edit  IIW.  ^  Far^of,  edit  1569, 


vy 


THE  POUR  F». 


IHatwoqk 


And  oft  with  them  have  longe  tjme  taried.  ^*^ 

Yet  in  all  places  where  I  have  ben, 

Of  all  the  women  that  I  have  sene, 

I  Dever  sawe,  nor  knewe,  in  my  cooscitnSy 

Any  one  woman  out  of  padena.     \ 

Pot,  By  the  maase,  there  19  a  g^at  lye ! 

Fard,  I  never  harde  a  greater,  hy  our  Lady ! 

Fed,  A  greater  I  nay,  knowe  ye  any  so  great  ? 

JPa/m.  Syr,  whether  that  I  lose  or  get, 
For  my  parte  judgement  ahali  be  prayd. 

Fard,  Anfi  I  desyer  as  he  hath  sayd. 

Fot.  Proccde,  and  ye  shall  be  oheyd. 

Fed,  Then  shall  nat  judgement  he  delayd. 
Of  all  these  thre,  yf  cone  mannes  tale 
In  Paule's  oharche-yarae  were  set  on  sale. 
In  some  mannet  hande  diat  hath  the  sley^e, 
He  shulde  sure  seU  these  tales  by.  weyght: 
For  as  they  wey,  so  be  they  worth, 
Bnt  whiche  weyth  beste,  to  that  now  forth. 
Syr,  all  the  tale  that  ye  dyd  tell, 
I  here  inonynde,  and  yoors  as  well 
And  as  ye  sawe  the  mater  metely, 
So  lyed  ye  botbe  well  and  discretely. 
Yet  were  your  l>res  with  the  lest,  truste  me ; 
For  y  f  ye  had  said,  that  ye  had  made  fle 
Ten  thampyons  out  pf  ten  womens  tayles. 
Ten  tymes  ten  myle,  to  ten  casteU  or  jayles, 
And  fild  ten  ryvers  ten  tymet  so  depe, 
As  ten  of  that  whiche  yoor  casteil  stones  did  kepej 
Or  yf  ye  ten  tymes  had  hodely 
*"  Fer  ten  soules  oat  of  purgatory, 
And  ten  tymes  so  many  out  of  hell ; 
Yet,  by.tlicse  ten  bonnes,  I  coulde  right  wtU^ 
Ten  tymes  sooner  all  that  hove  belc(yved, 
Then  the  tenthe  parte  of  that  he  hath  meved. 
'  Fot,  Two  knaves  befere  one,  kcketh  two  knaves 

offyve; 
Then  one,  and  then  ote,  and  boihe  knaves  alyve. 
Then  twp,  and  then  two,  and  thre  at  a  cast. 
Thou  knave,  and  ibeu  knave,  and  thoa  knave  at 

laste. 
Nay,  knave,  yf  ve  tryme  by  nomber, 
I  will  as  knavvsnly  you  accomber.*** 
Your  myode  is  ail  on  yoiirpryvy  tythe; 
For  all  m  Ian  me  tbynketh  your  wit  lyihe. 


^'3  No«r  ten  tymttl  hiieAeHjHathai  1^  i^tM^ 
Thy  wives  tea  ooMMMtodemenles  abm^  Mni  th^ 

five  wyttoflb 
Then  ten  of  my  tonies  im^Mkoithj  Whp 
And  ten  on  thy  nose,  whiche  every  nan  setfek^ 
And  twentie  tymes  too,  this  wyshn  I  wol4s> 
That  thou  hacUest  been  banged  at  ten  yefneld«| 
For  thou  goes!  about  to  make  me  a  sUva; 
I  wyll  thou  knowe  yf  I  am  a  gpDtkmm^^^hm%i 
And  here  is  another  shatt  lake  my  narte. 

Fard,  Nay  fyrst  I  beshsew  yoor  knavert  hetle^ 
Or  I  take  parte  in  yoor  kanvery. 
I  wyll  speak  fai*^  by  our  ^^  JjiAy* 
Syr,*  I  beseohn  your  mashyp  to  bft 
As  good  as  ye  can  *'^  be  untn  ne* 

Fed,  I  wolde  be  ginde  tn  do  yon  good^ 
And.hym  also,  be  ho  neves  •»  woodL^*^^ 
But  dout  yon  not,  I  wyll  nAW  do 
The  thynge  my  eonaoiens  kedeth  me  t(K 
Both  your  tales  1  take  farre  anpoeijbki 
Yet  take  I  his  ferther  incredyUe. 
Not  only  the  thsnge  itselie  albwotb  it} 
But  also  the  bohleues  tberof  aveweth  k. 
I  knowe  uat  where  yoor  talo  to  trye  ; 
Nor  yours,  hot  in  hell  or  pnrgalocye* 
But  hys  boUnes  hmh  ftieed  a  lye. 
That  may  be  tryed  evyn  in  thys  oompnagM. 
As  yf  ye  lyste  to  take  tbvs  erder» 
Amonge  tnc^  women  in  thys  bordeffi 
Take  thre  of  the  yongest,  and  thio  of  tfaa  oldosl^ 
Thre  of  the  hotiest,  and  thie  of  the  coUes^ 
Thre  of  the  wysest,  and  thre  of  the  shrewdest, 
Thre  of  the  ehasMst,  and  thos  of  the  loandest,.^^ 
Thre  of  the  lowest,  and  thee  of  the  hjwsl^ 
Thre  of  the  farthest,  and  thio  of  the  riyost, 
Thre  of  the  fayrest,  and  thre  of  the  mnddos^ 
Thre  of  the  fioofest,  ami  thre  of  the  sadikst  2 
And  when  att  these  thtes  be  had  aoondei^ 
;  Of  eche  thre,  two  justly  by  nomhes 
•  Shall  be  founde  shDowes,  eaoeple  thya  faU^ 
;  That  ye  hap  to  fynde  tbem.  shrewes  all. 
i  Ilym8oU«»  Ibv  trouth,  all  thi»  doth  knowe  ; 
And  oft  hath  trye^  lome  of  thys  rowew 
And  yet  hnsmeroth  by  his  consoieno^ 
lie  never  saw  womaoi  fareke  potioiM^ 


II  I  i]ii'  I  ^iiii 


*'°  Tan*«f— raaryed,  1st  edit. 

^"  Fet  ten  soules,  &c. — i.  e.  fetched.   The  yrord  b  used  by  Tusser,  Spenser,  and  Shake^eare.    S. 

*'*  ^ccojwftei^— overcome. 

^'3  JV010  ten  tjfmes  I  heseche  hym  that  hje  syltes^ 

Tiu/  mva  ten  cnmmflund6ifVfUfi^  mn^  jfixA  tkjiJ$fA  ^tef^^Sa-Eleaaor^  in  7%fi  Second  Fo/U  ^  Mimg 
BxJMy  VL  act  i.  scene  3.  gays,  ,' 

<<.  I'd  set  niy.fea  eommandmentt  in  your  HcbJ* 

TfH  ejmnumdmenU  seem  to  have  been.  cant,  terms  for  the  nails  of  the  hands.  See  alM  Jtfjr  SteCTeQ|*%B0lt4)ft 
the  above  passage. 

*»♦  GeM/foman— genUc,  edit.  1563, 

*'*  Ke  cat — ^you  may,  edit.  1569, ' 

»'7  AddUloBlAtb^«ecpadc4it. 


IIS  Our— one,  Ist  edit. 
w6#  FToad— mad,  furigWf 


HiTWOOIk.] 


THEKttJR-Fs. 


t1 


Hji  We  to  b»  sc»  efid«nt^ 
Am  to  appere  to  vrydentl j, 
Hiat  both  fOB  sl^rraMd  it  a  lye; 
And  tte  vnr  coMoitM  to  clepci^s 
So  4tpt  bm  aouj^  th^  tbyoge  to  trtf 
Aadtrjvdk  vtith  myDOo  ndsmreat; 
Ibds  I  iwardo  l^  way  of  jqc%ewat  t 
Of  ail  the  lies  3re  «U  bave  tpenty 
HjsJie  to  bo  most  eifioelleiit.      \ 

Faim,  Syr,  tbouch  ye  were  hgmadm  of  eqoite 
To  do  as  ye  have  oooe  lo  me; 
Yet  do  I  thanke  jou  of  your  payne, 
Afld  vyil  reqayte  some  paite  agaynOi 

PsrdL  Mary,  syr,  ye  can  bo  lea  do, 
Bk  tbioke  bym  asmuohe  ae  k  eotnetb  to; 
Aadaowylll  do  fbrmy  parte: 
Xiw  a  m^anee  on  ti^  koave^  bearte,    * 
loever  knewe  a  Pedler  a  judge  befove^ 
Nor  Detar  wyU  trvate  pecifyiige  knave  more. 
Whit  doeet  tho«  there,  tboa  boraoe  aedy  ^ 

P9L  By  the  maeae,  lame  to  laidLe  eartesy, 
Csrtety  befora^  and  catteay  behyndo  hym, 
Aod  U^  on  eehe  ^de,  the  devyll  Uyaib  hym. 
N^,  when  ye***  hiM^e  it  perfytiy, 
YediaH  bare  tiie  devyll  and  all  of  eurteay. 
Bot  it  is  nat  aone  leraed,  gentle  *^  brodier, 
(W  knare  to  make  cane^  to  another. 
Tet  wbeal  am  angry,  ihat  ia  the  worate, 
I M  aatt  my  viayater  knare  at  the  fyrste. 

Ptku  Then  wolde  aoaoe  mayster  perhappea 
clowtyoo^ 
fti^  as  for  nie^  re  nede  not  doate  you : 
For  I  had  ierer  i=«  be  fnthoot  ye, 
^Hkb  hare  sucbe  besynesse  about  ye. 

Pot,  So  heipe  me  God,  so  were  ye  better ! 
WWi,  ihiilde  a  b^ger  be  a  jitter?**' 
.  It  were  no  whyt  your  honestie» 
To  have  us  twayne  jet  after  ye. 

PtnL  Syr,  be  you  sure  be  tellcth  you  true, 
Yf  »e  fihulde  wayte  thya  wolde  ensew ; 
It  wolde  be  sayd,  truste  me  at  a  worde, 
Two  koares  made  "*  curtesy  to  the  thyrde. 

PetL  Now,  bj  my  trouth,  to  speke  ay 
°7tt  they  be  so  loth  to  be  aaayned,^^ 


To  let  them  loie  I  thyake  it  be^e; 

And  so  shall  ye  lyve  the  better  **♦  m  reit. 

Paim,  Syr,  I  am  nat  on  them  so  fbndey 
To  compeil  them  to  kepe  theyr  boode. 
And,  syaa  ye  lysce  nat  to  wayte  on  me, 
I  clemy  of  waytinge  do  dyscbarge  ve. 

Pmik  Miih7,  syr,  I  hertely  thanke  you. 

Pot,  "*  And  likewise  I,  to  God  I  vow. 

Ped,  Now  be  ye  all  even  as  ye  begoon; 
No  man  hath  loste,  nor  no  man  hath  woos. 
Yet  in  the  debate,  wherewith  ye  began, 
By  waye  of  advyce  I  wyll  speke  as  I  can* 
I  doo  perceyre,  that  py^^rynagB 
Is  chyefe^die  thwe  ye  hwm  in  usage; 
Wherto,  in  eieet,  lor  the  lore  of  Chryst, 
Ye  hare,  or  shulde  have  been,  entyst 
And  who  so  doth  with  anche  intent, 
DotbweH  dedare  hys  tyme  wdl  spent. 
And  so  de  ye  in  your  pretenee. 
If  ye  piocore  thus  ^^  indulgence 
Unto  your  neyghbaura  charytid)iy. 
For  love  of  them  in  God  onely. 
All  thys  may  he  ryght  well  applyed 
To  show^^  yoo  both  well  ocoopyed. 
For  thoup>h  ye  walke  nat  bothe  one  way€^ 
Yet  waikynge  tboe,  thys  dare  I  taye, 
That  bothe  your  walkea  come  to  one  *^  end; 
And  so  for  ail  that  do  pratende 
By  ayde  of  Goddea  grace  to  eneewe 
Any  maner  kynde  of  vertae. 
As  some,  great  almyae  £or  to  gyre ; 
SoaM,  in  wyllfull  porertie  to  lyve ; 
Some  to  make  bye  wayes,  and  snche  lyke  warkes;*^ 
And  aorae  to  mayutaine  prestea  and  darkes, 
To  synge  and  praye  for  soule  departed ; 
These,  with  all  other  vertnes  well  marked, 
Although  they  be  of  sondry  kyndes, 
Yet  be  they  nat  used  with  sondry  myndet; 
But  as  God  only  doth  all  those  nM)ve, 
So  every  man  onely  for  his  love, 
With  love  and  dred  obediently, 
Wbrketh  in  these  vertues  uuyformly. 
Thus  every  vertue,  yf  we  lyate  to  scan, 
ia  pleaaaiHit  to  God,  and  thankfuil  to  man. 
And  who  that,  by  grace  of  the  Holy  Goate, 


***  r«— 1, 1st  edit.  ^'9  Genlib— Addition  in  the  second  edit. 

^  £«»e>w*falher,  edit.  1569. 

^  4  jittfr— I.  e.  aae  who  sisats  or  agitates  kis  body  ia  a  pompous  manaer.  So>  In  Shake^«are*a  2tei{^A 

*'  How  he  Jets  under  his  advanced  pluaxs.**    8. 


e  edit;  1549. 
*^  4w0m4^l!dmfpme shoald  read a^aV,  k e.  joined  by  afcity  to  each ether>    SoyiaOttsflf^ 
«1ir  partially  «^'d  or  leagued  in  officew**    S. 

^  JMto^beste,  1st  edit. 

*^  And  Ukewise  I,  &c — First  edition  reads, 

"  And  I  lykewyse,  I  make  God  a  vowe.** 
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To  any  one  vertue  is  moTed  moste, 
That  man,  by  that  grace,  that  one  apply, 
And  theria  ferre  (S)d  moste  plentyfolly,*" 
Yet  nat  that  one  so  farre  wyde  to  wreste, 
80  lyVynge  the  same  to  mydyke  the  reste. 
Por  who  so  wrestethy  his  worke  is  in  rayne; 
And,  eren  in  that  case,  I  percdre  you  twayne, 
Lvkynge  your  rertue  in  suche  wyse, 
That  a:he  othei^s  vertue  ye  doo  dyspyse. 
Who  walketli  thys  way  for  God  wolde*fynde  hym. 
The  farther  they  scke  hym,  the  farther  behynde 

hym. 
One  kynde  of  vertne  to  dyspyse  another, 
Is  lyke  as  the  syster  myght  hange  the  brother. 

Pot,  ^^  For  fere  lest  snche  parels  to  me  myght 
fall, 
I  thanke  God  I  use  no  vertue  at  all. 

Pcd.  That  is,  of  all,  the  very  worste  waye : 
For  more  harde  it  is,  as  I  have  harde  saye. 
To  begynne  vertue  where  none  is  pretended. 
Then  where  it  is  begonne  th' abuse  to  be  mended. 
How  be  it,  ye  be*"  nat  all  to  begynne^ 
One  syne  of  vertne  ye  are  entred  in. 
As  thys,  I  suppose,  ye  did  saye  troe^ 
In  thatye  sikyd  ye  use  no  vertue. 
In  the  whiche  wordes  I  dare  well  rcporte. 
You  are  well  beloved  af  all  thys  sorte; 
By  your  ralyynge  here  openly 
AtjDardons  and  rel)t()ues  so  feudly. 

fot.  In  that  I  thioke  my  faute  nat  grete, 
For  all  that  he  hath,  I  knowe,  is  counterfete: 

Fed.  For  his,  and  all  other  that  ye  knowe  fayned. 


You  be  not^  counoeled,  nor  oonstrayno^ 
To  any  suche  thynge  in  any  sucfae  case, 
To  give  any  reverence  in  any  suche  place. 
But,  where  ye  dout,  the  truthe  nat  kuowynge^ 
Beleyrnge  the  beste,  good  may  be  growynge. 
In  judg^ge^tfae  beste,  no  harme  at  the  leste; 
In  jttdgynge  the  worste,  no  ^mkI  at  the  beste. 
But  beste  in  these  thynges,  it  semeth  to  me. 
To  make*'^  no  judgement  upon  ye. 
But,  as  the  churche  doth  iodoe  or  take  tbem^ 
So  do  ye  receyve  or  forsake  uiem  ; 
And  so  be  you  sure  ye  cannat  erre, 
But  may  be  a  frutfuU  folower. 

Pot.  Go  ye  before;  and,  as  I  am  true  man^ 
I  wvll  follow  as  fast  as  I  can. 

Ford.  And  so  wyll  I;  for  ye  hath  sayd  so  wo^ 
Reason  wolde  we  shulde  folowe  hys  oounsell. 

Palm.  Then,  to  our  reason,  God  gyve  as  hia 
grace. 
That  we  may  folowe,  with  fayth,  so  ferroely 
Hys  commaundements,  that  we  may  pordmoe 
Hys  love,  and  so^  consequently. 
To  byleve  bys  churche  faste  and  faythfully ; 
So  that  we  may,  accordynge  to  his  promyse^ 
Be  kepte  out  of  errour  in  any  wyse. 
And  all  that  hath  scaped*'^  us  hereby  neglygtecc^ 
We  clerely  revoke  and  forsake  itw — 
To  passe  the  tyme  in  thys  without  offence, 
Was  the  cause  why  the  maker  dyd  make  it; 
And  so  we  humbly  besecbe  you  to  take  it : 
Besechynge  our  IJorde  to  prosper  you  aU» 
In  the  fayth  of  his  churche  univenalU 


*3>  PZmtx/ifUy-pleoteoDBly,  edit.  1560. 

*3*  For  fere  lest  suche  parels  to  me  mgght  /of {^Perhaps  by  pareb  is  meant  pneiUet^  Fr.  t  e.  tfaipgi  aim^ 
lar  or  parels.    Or  it  may  be  only  a  corruption  of  perils.    », 

»"  Bc-^are,  edit.  1669.  *'♦  iVI;/— oother,  1st  edit. 

*>'  ^oAre^-take,  edit.  1569.  ^^^  Scaped^  escapte,  edit.  1560« 


EDITIONS. 

(1.)  ^  The  Playe  called  the  Foure  PP.  A  newe  and  a  very  laery  Ent^ude  of  A  Palmer,  A  Par- 
doner, A  Potycary,  A  Pedler.  Made  by  John  Heewood.  Imprynted  at  limdon,  in  Fletestrete,  at 
the  synge  of  the  Uooi^e,  by  Wyll^am  Myddyltou.* 

This  edition  roust  have  been  printed  at  least  as  early  as  the  year  1547,  at  which  time  William  Biid- 
dleton  either  died,  or  retired  from  business.    See  Ames's  J^fpogropkkal  Antiquities^  p.  918.  358. 

(8.)  «  The  Play  called  the  Foure  P.  A  very  mery  Eoterlude  of  A  Palmer,  A  Pardoner,  A  Poti- 
cary,  A  Pedler.  Imprinted  at  London,  at  the  long  Shop  adjoyning  Imto  S.  Mildreds  Churdie  in  tht 
Puftrie,  by  John  Allde,  Anno  Domini  1569,  Septembris  l^J* 

£k)th  tbtse  editions  are  in  the  collection  of  Mr  Garrick. 


FERREX  AND  PORREX. 


BT 

T.  SACKFILLE. 


TsQilAt  SieKVtLtE,  Lord  Buckkunt,  vhu  related  toi^iuen  EUzahetk,  by  her  mother  Anne  Boteyn, 
pewmtbom  in  1536,  and  educated  at  Hart'HnlL,  in  the  Univenitjf  of  Oxford^  from  whence  he  went  to 
Cambridge,  and  qft^rmards  to  the  Temple.  In  his  younger  day%  he  travelled  into  France  and  Italy  ; 
amdf  at  the  early  period  of  hit  lifh  only^  he  wai^  as  Mr  Spence^  observes,  what  perhaps  all  persons  of  hit 
ktriA  ought  to  b€f  a  poet,  tiis  father,  dying  in  1566»  Idt  him  a  large  fortune,  the  greatest  part  of 
wtkk  he  soon  spent  by  his  magnificent  manner  of  Uving ;  Imt  in  the  etui  became  a  better  eeonotnut.  He 
served  in  parliament  both  in  the  reign  of  Queen  Mary  and  Elizabeth,  In  1567,  he  was  treated  Baron 
Buekkurst ;  in  1571,  was  sent  ambwador  to  Charles  IX,,  king  of  France ;  and  in  1587,  to  the  States 
efthe  United  Provinces.  In  1588,  he  was  made  one  of  the  Knights  of  the  Garter;  in  1591,  Chan- 
eeUfr  of  the  University  ofOx/brd ;  and  ih  1598,  Lord  High  Treasurer  of  England,  He  was  conti- 
nued  m  that  office  by  King  Jitmes ;  and,  in  1603,  advanced  by  him  to  the  dignity  of  Earl  of  Dorset i 
Be  died  suddenfy  ut  the  council  board,  in  1608,  of  aft  if  the  apoplexy. 

He  was  the  author  of 

The  Induction  to  tie  Mirror  for  Magistrates,  First  ps^Ushed  by  WiUiam  Baldwin  in  Ato,  1550  / 
ifgna,  wnth  the  Second  Part,  in  4to,  1563 ;  re-published,  with  additions,  in  1575 ;  and  a  fourth  time 
fsrther  augmented  and  published,  by  Rtchard  Nicols,  in  1610.  **  The  inirke  (says  the  original 
*'publiiker)  was  begun,  and  parte  (fit  prynted  in  Queene  Marias  tyme,  but  hwndred  by  the  Lorde 

*  Chanceliour  that  then  was;  nevertheles,  through  the  meanes  of  my  lord  Stafford,  thefyrst  parte 

*  was  Heenced  and  imprynted  thefyrst  yeare  of  the  rnyne  of  our  most  noble  and  vertuous  Queene, 
"  Snce  whfch  time,  although  I  have  bene  called  to  an  other  trade  cffy/h,  yet  my  good  Lord  Stqf" 
^forde  kath  not'ceased  to  call  upon  me  to  publish  so  muck  as  I  had  gotten  at  other  men*s  hands,  so 

*  that  through  his  Lordshipp^s  earnest  meanes  I  have  now  also  setfurth  an  other  parte,  conteyning  as 
^  little  (f  rnyne  owne,  as  the  fyrst  part  doth  qf  other  metCs,^  In  this  second  part.  Lord  Buck" 
kursfs  **  Inductioti* first  appeared.  The  came  ^writing  it  was  as  follows : — **  After  that  he  (Lord 
"  Buekkurst)  understode  that  some  of  the  cotmsasfle  would  not  suffer  the  booke  to  be  printed  in, 
^suche  order  as  we  had  agreed  and  determined,  he  purposed  with  himself e  to  have  gotten  at  my 

*  handee  al  the  tragedies  that  were  btfore  the  Duke  qfBuck'mgkam\  which  he  wfould  MVe preserved 
'  w  one  volume;  and  from  that  time  backward,  even  to  the  time  of  William  the  Conquerour,  ha 

*  determined  to  continue  and  perfect  all  the  story  himself e,  in  such  order  as  Lydgate,  (folowing 
"  Bocekas)  had  already  used;  and,  therefore,  to  make  a  meete  induction  into  the  matter,  he  devised 
"  ikispoe^fef  We  are  informed,  that  this  design  was  laid  aside  on  the  author*s  being  called  to  a 
mare  serious  expence,  in  the  great  state  affairs  of  his  most  royal  Lady  and  Sovereign^  The  **  In- 
duetion,'  in  1759,  nms  reprinted  by  Mr  Capel,  in  his  ^  Prolusions,^ 

'Reee  praises  which  were  bestowed  on  the  poetry  of  Lord  Buekkurst,  by  his  contemporaries,  are 
mat  to  be  ascribed  to  his  rank  or  fortune.  The  licit  judges  have  ratified  the  sentence  passed  by 
the  critics  of  the  time,  and  even  gone  b^fond  them  in  their  commendations,  Mr  Warton,  speaking 
eftke  *•  Mtrrorfor  MagistratesZ  says,  (Observations  on  Spenser,  Vol,  11.  p,  1090  **  There  is  one 


'  Sone  occomt  of  Lord  Bnckhiint,  and  bis  writiogt^  prefixed  to  (he  edition  of  *<  Qoibodiic**  printed 
itlTM. 
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^poemf  indeedf  among  the  rttt^  which  exhibits  a  groupe  of  imaginary  personages^  so  beautifully 
*^  drawTi^  thaty  in  all  probability^  th^  contributed  to  direct,  at  least  to  stimulate^  Spenser^s  imagt* 
^  nation  in  the  construction  oj  the  like  representations.  Thus  much  may  be  truly  said,  that  Sack* 
**  villus  *  Induction*  approaches  nearer  to  the  *  Fairy  Queen^  in  the  richness  of  allegoric  description^ 
**  than  any  previous  or  succeeding  poem!* 
S.  The  Complaynt  ofH^nsj/e  Duke  of  Buckingham,  in  the  Mirror  for  Magistrates, 
S.  A  Latin  Letter  to  Dr  Bartholomew  CUrke,  prefixed  to  his  Translation  of  Balthazar  Castillo, 
De  Curiali  sive  Aulico,  first  printed  at  London  about  1571. 

4.  Verses  prefixed  to  Hobby* s  Translation  of  Cast ilio*s  Courtier,  4to,  1577»  in  commendation  qf 
the  Work 

5.  Letters  in  the  Cabala,  and  one  to  the  Earl  of  Sussex,  in  Howard^s  Collection,  p,  S97. 
Thomas  Norton,  who  joined  with  Lord  Buckhurst  in  writing  this  play,  was,  according  to  Wood^ 

mho  gives  him  the  title  of  a  forward  and  busy  Catvinist,  a  native  of,  or  resident  at,  Snarpenhaule, 
otherwise  Sharpenhoe,  in  the  county  (^Bedford,  He  lived  some  time  in  the  Temple,  became  a  bar- 
rister^ at  law,  and  solicitor  for  the  city  of  London,^  He  translated  some  of  the  psalms  in  Stem- 
hold  and  Hopkin*s  version,  and  was  the  author  and  translator  of  several  polemical  and  political  workt^ 
which  are  enumerated  in  Wood's  **  Athends  OxoniensesJ*  ^ 


ARGUMENT  OF  THE  TEAGEDIE 

Gorbodoc,  king  of  Brittaine,  di? id«d  bis  rtalme,  in  lus  life-lime,  to  his  softnes^  Ferrex  idd  PoiTti» 
The  sonnes  leU  to  disoentioo.  The  yonger  killed  the  elder.  The  mother,  that  more  dearly  lovedl 
the  elder,  for  revenge  killed  the  yonger.  The  people  moved  with  the  crueltie  of  the.  fact,  rom 
in  rebellion,  and  slew  both  father  tind  mother.  The  nobilitie  assembled,  and  most  terribly  de* 
stroyed  the  rebels;  and  afterwards,  for  want  of  issue  of  the  prince,  whereby  the  soooession  of 
the  Crowne  became  uncertaine,  they  fell  to  civil  worre,  in  which  both  they  and  many  of  tblir 
issues  were  slain,  and  the  land  for  a  long  time  almost  desolate  and  miserably  wasted. 


THE  P.  (PRINTER)  TO  THE  READER. 

Wtf uiB  ^8  Tkngecfie  was  for  fomitore  of  part  of  the  grand  Christmasse  in  the  Inn^r-Templef 
flrsC  writren,  aboot  nine  yesres  a^Eoe,  by  the  right  honourable  Thomas,  now  Lord  Buckherst,  ana  bj 
T.  Norton,  and  after  shewed  bcft^re  her  Majestie,  and  never  intended  by  the  authors  thereof  to  be 
published  ;  yet  one  W.  G.  getrint  a  copy  theroY  at  some  yong  man's  hand  that  lacked  a  fittler 
noney,  and  much  discretion,  in  the  last  great  plage,  an.  1565,  about  five  years  past,  white  tli^ 
sud  Lord  was  out  ot  England,  and  T.  Norton  farre  out  of  London,  and  neither  oftbem  both  made 
privie,  |}at  it  forth  escedingly  corrupted,  even  as  if  by  meanes  of  a  broker  for  hire  he  should 
liave  entised  into  his  house  a  faire  maide  and  done  her  villanie,  and  after  all  so  bescratched  her 
face,  tome  her  apparell,  berayed  and  disfigured  her,  and  tlien  thrust  her  out  of  dores  dishonest- 
ed.  In  sttch  plight,  af^er  long  wsndering,  she  came  at  length  home  to  the  sight  of  her  frendes, 
who  scant  knew  her,  but  by  a  few  tokens  and  markes  remaynin^.  They,  the  authors  I  meane, 
thouffh  they  were  very  much  displeased  that  she  ranno  abroad  without  leave,  whereby  she  caugbl 
her  shame,  as  many  wantons  do ;  yet  seeing  the  case,  as  it  is,  reroediiesse,  have,  for  common  bo« 
nestie  and  riiamefastnesse,  new  apparelled,  trimmed,  and  attired  her  in  such  a  forme  as  she  wap 


^  Athene  OxonfeiMs,  77.  '  Ibhf. 

^  Marbary's  Book  of  Menarckyy  as  quoted  by  Oldys,  in  his  M8«  notes  en  Laagbaioei 

?  PMcs77,  IMw 


S^fftififcl 
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Ifti^^  Id  f  bidi  better  ipnpe,  sinpe  ^be  ^^th  comp  to  iife»  I  havf  (larbored  her  for  lier  fren<)es 
«i^  a|{f}^^,Qfir^c;^n^  I  do  not  dbut  tier  parente?,  tfie  authors,  will  not  now  be  discontent  that 
8^  gof  fiocqafl  ^9^>Pg  you  goo<|  r(e^(|er9,  so  it  be  in  honest  corppanie.  For  she  is  by  my  encou- 
q|gjsii)^nt,  and  Qf^ers,  somewhat  Ipsse  ashamed  of  the  cjishonestie  done  to  her,  because  it  was  by 
fraMcje  ^ikd  force.  \f  she  {)e  xyetcome  among  you,  and  gently  enterteined  ip  favor  of  the  house 
fym  vljeoc}^  she  is  d^^i^ied,  and  of  her  owoe  natjirie  courteously  disposed  to  offend  no  man, 
her'frendes  will  th'anke  you  for  it.  If  not,  but  that  she  shall  be  still  reprochpd  with  her  forn)er 
nisiehap,  or  quarelled  at  by  envioos  persons,  she,  poore  gentlewoman,  will  surely  play  Lucrcce's 
part,  and  of  herself  die  for  shame ;  and  I  shall  wishe  that  she  had  taried  still  at  home  with  me, 
wbere  slie  was  welcome :  for  sl)e  did  nerer  put  me  to  more  charj^c,  but  this  one  poore  blacke 
1  lined  with  white,  that  I  nave  now  geven  her  to  goc  abroad  among  you  withall. 


^fJJlE3^  AND  PGRREX.^ 


Jf4MES  PF  Tip  SPEAKERS. 


GoiBODUC,  Jiif^  qfGreaf  ^rjttainc* 
ViDEKA,  queene  dhawije  to  king  Gorboduc. 
Feikex,  elder  $pnne  to  king  Gorboduc, 
\6orboduc. 


/Alba 
MifpDD,  duk^  ofLoegriu 
Gwibiiip,  'ifu]zf  ofCum^rlar^^ 
EcBtrnjs,  tecretatie  to  the  l^ing, 
ARq^'Tt79>  q  couri^eUpr  tqthe  king, 
BoipAS,  a  couji^ellor  as$i^ne^  bif  the  Jcing  to  hU 
eld^'fof^  fprrcJF, 


Philander^  a  counsellor  assigned  by  the  kiifg  t^ 
j^is  youngest  sonne  Porrej^, 

[uoth  being  of  the  olde  kinges  eoun^eU 
before, 

?XRM0N,  a  parasite  remaining  with  Ferrer, 
TNDAR,  a  parasite  remaining  with  Porrex. 
NuNTius,  a  messenger  of  the  eldest  brother's  death, 
NiTNTius,  (^  messenger  of  duke  Fergus  rising  in 

(frrns. 
Marcella,  a  lady  of  the  queenes  privic'cham^. 
Chorus, /oure  auncient  and  sage  men  ofBrit* 
taint. 


The  Order  of  the  Domroe  Shew  before  the  First  Act,  and  the  SiGNincATioN  therof. 

ISrrf,  the  muaeke  of  violenze  began  to  play,  during  which  came  in  upon  the  stage  sire  wilde  men, 
ebtked  im  leaves.  Qfwhom  thefitst  bare  on  hi$  necke  a  fagot  of  small  stickes,  which  they  all^  both 
Kseralfye  and  together,  assayed  with  (fU  Iheir  sfrengthes  to  breake ;  l^ut  it  could  not  be  broken 


*  Thif  play,  we  are  told  by  tbe  printer  of  tbe  lecoivi  edition,  was  fint  acted  at  the  loner-Teniple,  and 
•fterwards  before  Queen  Kljzabetb.  Its  first  appearance  was  at  a  grand  Christmas,  celebrated  with  un- 
■nl  Mgaificfuce,  as  may  be  seen  by  the  description  of  it  in  Dugdale  s  "  Origines  Juridiciales,''  p.  150. 
It ■  here  printed  from  the  second  edition;  tbe  third,  of  1590,  from  which  it  was  published,  in  17^6,  by 
MrSpcBce  and  by  Mr  Dodsley,  appearing  to  be  only  a  republication  of  the  first  imperfect  copy  com- 

heir  absence,  without  their  knowledge  or  consent.    The  tcstl 


I  of  by  the  aothon,  as  published  in  their  i , 

■oay  of  Sir  Philip  Sidney,  concerning  this  play,  is  as  follows :— "  Gorboduc  is  full  of  lately  speeches, 
>td  well  ffouDdinft  phrases,  climbing  to  the  heighth  of  Seneca  his  style,  and  as  full  of  notable  morality ; 
»fcich  it  doth  most  delightfully  teach,  and  thereby  obtain  the  very  end  of  poetry."  And  Mr  Pope  was  of 
*   I,**  that  the  writers  of  the  succeeding  age  might  have  improved  as  ranch  in  other  respects,  by  copy- 


l^C&oiB  U^^  a  propriety  la  the  sentiments^  an  unal^fed  penpicoitv  of  style,  and  in  an  easy  flow  in  tbe 
**bef8.  In  a  word,  that  chastity,  correctness,  and  gravity  of  style,  which  are  so  essential  to  tragedy, 
9ii  wiiich  aff  $i^p  tf^fie  n^c^  ;^iho  follojired,  ^ot  ejtceptiog  Shakespeare  himjielfy  eitjier  little  understood, 
•tFerpetaSly  neglected/' ' 

VOL.  I.  9 
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FERREX  AND  PORREX. 


[Sackyills. 


5y  them.  At  the  lengthy  one  qf  them  plucked  out  one  of  the  stUki^  and  hrake  it;  and  the  reti 
plucking  out  all  the  other  sticketf  one  after  another,  did  eatefy  hreake  the  eame^  being  $tt>^ 
red;  which,  being  conjoynedy  they  had  before  attempted  in  vaine.  After  they, had  tha  done^ 
they  departed  the  stage,  and  the  muticke  ceased.  Hereby  was  signified,  that  a  state,  knit  in  mrn* 
tie,  doth  continue  strong  against  all  force ;  but  being  divided,  is  eatUy  destroyed,  as  hefel  upom 
King  Gorboduc  dividing  hu  lande  to  his  two  sonnet,  which  he  before  held  m  fnonarchief  anS 
upon  the  disfention  of  the  brtthren,  to  whom  it  was  divided, 


.     ACnJS  PRIMUS.    SCENA  PRIMA. 


ViDENA,  FeRREX. 

Vid.  Tbe  silent  nigb^  that  hringes  the  quiet 
pawse, 
From  painefall  travailes  of  the  wearie  day, 
ProloDges  my  careful  thoo^es^  and  makeft  me 

blame 
The  tkme  Aurora,  that  so  for  love  or  sihame 
Doth  long  delay  to  shewe  her  blushing  face. 
And  now  the  day  renewes  my  griefuU  plaint 

Fer.  My  gracious  lady,  and  my  mother  deare^ 
pardon  my  griefe  for  your  so  gnered  minde, 
To  aske  What  cause  tormenteth  so  }rour  hart 
•    Vid,  So  ereat  a  wrong,  and  so  ui\just  despite, 
Without  all  cause  against  all  course  of  kinde — 
Fer,  Such  causelesse  wrong,  and  so  unjust  de- 
spite^ 
Hay  have  redresse,  or,  at  the  least,  revenge. 

rid.  Neither,  toy  Sonne:  such  is  the  froward  will, 
The  person  sudn  such  my  misehappe  and  thine. 
Fer^  Mine  I  know  I  nonc^  but  grief  for  your 

distresse. 
Vid.  Yes;  mine  for  thine,  my  sonne.    A  fa- 
ther? no: 
In  kinde  a  father,  not  in  kindliness.^ 


Fer,  My  father?  why,  I  know  nothing  at  alJ^ 
Wherein  1  have  misdone  unto  his  grace. 

Vid.  Therefore,  the  more  unkinde  to  thee  and 
mee. 
For  knowing  well,  my  sonne,  the  tender  loftt 
That  I  have  ever  borne,  and  beare  to  thee^ 
He  greyed  thereat,  is  not  content  alone, 
To  spoile  thee  of  mv  ug^t,  my  cfaiefest  joye^ 
But  thee  of  thy  birth-riglit  and  heritaee^ 
Causelesse,  unkindly,  and  in  wronsfull  wise, 
Against  all  lawe  and  right  he  will  bereave; 
Halfe  of  his  kingdome  be  will  gevc  away. 

Fer.  To  whom  ? 

Vid.  Even  to  Porrex,  his  yonger  sonne. 
Whose  growing  pride  I  do  so  sore  suspect, 
That  bemg  raised  to  eqoall  rule  with  thee, 
Mee  thinkes  I  see  his  envious  hart  to  swell. 
Filled  with  disdaine  and  with  ambidous  hope^ 
The  end  the  goddes  do  know,  whose  altars  I 
Full  oft  have  made  in  vaine  of  cattel  slaine, 
To  send  the  sacred  smoke  to  bnven's  throne, 
For  thee,  mj  sonne,  if  thin^  do  so  suooede, 
As  now  my  jelous  roinde  misdemeth  sore. 

Fer.  Madam,  leave  care  and  carefuU  plaint  (tir 
me: 


7  In  kinde  a  father,  not  in  kindlin€S9-»kini  is  nature.    Hamlet  has  almoit  the  same  tenthneat » 

"  A  little  more  than  kin,  and  leas  than  kind." 

In  several  other  places  of  thb  play,  tbe  same  worA,  in  the  like  sense,  occurs.  Again,  in  JmUus  Ceesarp 
act  !•  scent  3.  t 

**  But  If  you  would  consider  the  true  canse. 
Why  birds  and  beasts  from  quality  and  kbtd. 
Why  alt  these  things  change  from  their  ordinance, 
•  Their  natures,  and  presumed  Ai^ultleB, 

To  monstrous  ^aality.*^ 

TtUis  Andi^fmifus,  act  IL  scene  1. : 

*'  The  fo/est  walks  are  wide  and  spacious. 
And  many  unfrequented  plots  there  are 
Fitted  by  kind  for  rape  and  vtlUlny." 

Antony  and  Cteopatra,  act  v.  scene  S. : — **  You  must  think  this,  look  you,  that  the  worn  will  do  hia 
kind.** 

For  these  instancef ,  I  am  bdebted  to  a  writer  In  the  Saint  James*s  Ckronidef  November  5,  1774*  8c^ 
aUo  Mr  Stee«ens*s  note  on  UamM,  act  i.  scene  2. 


a4CXT|JJ.I.] 


5ERREX  AND  PORREX. 


« 


Joit  bath  roj  fiuber  bene  to  erery  wight, 
Ks  fint  oDJiutke  he  will  not  extend 
To  me,  t  trusty  that  geve  no  cause  therof; 
ifybrother^s  pride  shall  hurt  himselfe,  not  me. 

VidL  So  graunt  the  goddes :  but  ^ et  thy  father  so 
Hath  ficmlj  fixed  hu  unmoyed  mindey 
That  nlaintes  a^  prayers  can  no  whit  availe^ 
(For  moae  have  I  assaid,)  but  even  this  day 
Be  will  endeavour  to  procure  assent 
Of  all  his  counsell  to  his  fonde  devise. 

JPer.  Their  ancestors^  from  race  to  race^  have 
borne 
Troe  faytb  to  my  forefathers;  and  their  seede, 
I  trusty  tbey  Ae  will  beare  the  like  to  me. 

FmL  There  resteth  all ;  but  if  tbey  faile  thereof. 
And  if  the  end  bring  forth  an  ill  successe, 
On  them  and  ^irs  ibe  mischiefe  shall  befhU. 
And  so  I  pray  the  coddei  requite  it  them; 
And  80  they  will*  for  so  is  wont  to  be 
When  lordes  and  tmsted  rulers  under  kinges, 
To  please  the  present  fancie  of  the  prince, 
Wim  wrong  transpose  the  course  or  governance : 
Mnrders»  mischieT,  or  civill  sword  at  length. 
Or  nuitnal  treason,  or  a  just  revenge. 
When  nriit  succeeding  fine  retumes  again 
By  Jove^  just  judgement  and  deserved  wrath, 
Bringes  them  to  cruell,  and  reprochfoll  death, 
And  rootes  th^ir  names  and  kindredes  from  the 
earth. 

Fer,  Mother,  content  you,  you  shall  see  the  end.; 

rMi.Tbeend?ThyendIfeare:  Juveendmefirstf 

SCENA  SBCUNDA. 
GoEBODucv  A  EOSTUS^  Pbilavoeb,  Evbulus. 

C^rk  My  lords,  whose  grave  adVise  and  laith- 
f  ull  aide 
Have  long  upheld  my  honour  and  my  realme. 
And  broi^c  me  to  this  a^  from  tender  yeres^ 
Gfiidyng  so  |reat  estate  wtth  great  renowne : 
Nowa  more  importeth  me  thui  erst'^  to  use 
Toor  fayth  and  vrisdome  whereby  yet  I  reigne ; 
That  when  by  death  my  life  and  rule  shall  cease, 
He  kingdome  yet  may  with  unbroken  course 
Hwe  certayae  prince,  by  whose  undoubted  right 
Your  weakh  and  peace  may  stand  in  quiet  stay : 
Aad  eke  that  they  whome  nature  hath  preparde, 
In  tine  to  take  mv  place  in  princely  seate. 
While  in  their  fatber*8  tyme  their  pliant  youth 
Tcldes  to  the  frame  of  uulfull  govemaunce, 
Maye  so  be  taught,  aad  trayned  in  noble  artes. 
As  what  their  fathers,  which  have  reigned  before^ 
Hasnt  with  great  fame  derived  downe  to  them, 


With  honour  they  may  leave  unto  their  seede : 
And  not  be  thought  for  their  unworthy  life. 
And  for  their  lawlesse  swarvynee  out  of  kiode, 
Worthy  to  lose  what  lawe  arid  kind  them  gave; 
But  that  they  may  preserve  the  common  peace, 
(The  cause  that  first  be^  and  still  mainteineS} 
The  lyneall  course  of  kmges  inheritance,) 
For  me,  for  myne,  for  you,  and  for  the  state. 
Whereof  both  I  and  you  have  charge  and  care. 
Thus  do  I  meane  to  use  your  wonted  fayth 
To  me  and  myne,  and  to  your  native  lande. 
My  lordes,  be  plavne  without  all  wrie  respect, 
Or  poysonous  craft  to  tpeake  in  pleasyng  wise^ 
Lest  as  the  blame  of  yll  succedyng  thinges 
Shall  light  on  you,  so  light  the  bannes  also. 
Aroit.  Your  good  acceptance  so,  most  noble 
kin|^ 
Of  snche  our  faithfuhieste,  as  heretofore 
We  have  employed  in  dueties  to  your  grace. 
And  to  this  realme,  whose  worthy  head  you  are, 
Well  proves  that  nejpther  you  mistrust  at  all,     . 
Nor  we  shall  neede  in  boasting  wise  to  shewe 
Our  trueth  to  you,  nor  yet  our  wakefull  care 
For  you,  for  yours,  and  for  onr  native  lande. 
Wherefore,  O  kyng,  I  speake  as  one  for  all, 
Sithe  all  as  one  do  beare  you  egall  faith : 
Doubt  not  to  uso  our  counsells  and  our  aidef, 
Whose  honour8,goods,and  lyves,  ace  whole  avowed, 
To  serve,  to  ayde,  and  to  defende  your  grace. 

Gorb,  My  lordes,  I  thankeyou  all  This  is  the  case. 
Ye  know,'the  gods,  who  have  the  soveraigpe  care. 
For  kings,  for  ^ngdomes,  and  for  common  wealei^ 
Gaye  me  two  sonoes  in  v^  more  lusty  age^ 
Who  nowe  in  my  deeayeng  yeres  are  growen 
Well  towardes  ryper  state  of  minde  and  strength. 
To  take  in  hand  some  greater  princely  charsc. 
As  yet  they  lyye  and  speude  tMir  hopefull  daies 
With  me  and  with  their  mother  here  in  courte: 
Their  age  nowe  ask^th  other  pUce  and  trade, 
And  myne  also  doth  aske  an  other  chauoge; 
Theirs  to  more  travaile,  myne  to  greater  ease.* 
When  fatail  death  shall  enlde  my  mortall  life^ 
^My  purpose  is  to  leave  unto  them  twaioe, 
Ibe  resJme  divided  in  two  soodry  partes :  v 

The  one,  Fert^  myne  elder  sonne  shall  have ; 
The  other,  shall  the  yonger  Porrex  rule. 
That  both  my  purpose  may  more  firmely  stande. 
And  eke  that  they  may  better  rule  their  charge, 
I  meane  forthwith  to  place  them  in  the  same ; 
That  in  my  life  they  may  both  leproe  to  rule, 
And  I  may  joy  to  see  their  ruline  well. 
This  is,  in  summe,  what  I  would  have  ye  wej ; 
First)  whether  ye  allowe*  my  whole  tlevise, . 


*  Xrrf— formerly,  beretofore. 

'  JOowc^U  e,  approve.    80,  in  King  Zaor,  act  iL  scene  4. ; 

"  If  your  sweet  sway 
Mlow  obedience." 

9ie  Mr  Sleeveos^s  note  thereon. 


tl 


FEllRfek  AneI  potikM^. 


{Skitkiihi. 


And  thitike  it  good  fbr  mc,  for  thetii,  for  yoo, 

And  for  our  couiittey,  mother  of  us  all : 

And  if  ye  lyke  it,  and  allowe  it  well, 

Then  for  their  guydinge  and  their  goremaunce, 

Shew  fotth  such  means  of  circumstance, 

As  ye  think e  meete  to  be  both  kiiownc  and  kept : 

Loe,  this  is  all ;  now  tell  me  yoiir  adtisc. 

Arost.  And  this  is  much,  and  asketh  gi-eat  advise: 
i5ut  for  my  |[)art,  hiy  soveraighc  lord  and  kyng, 
This  do  I  thinke  : — ^Your  roajestife  dbth  know. 
How  under  yon,  in  justice  and  in  peace, 
Great  wealth  and  honour  Idngfe  we  have  ehjdyed, 
So  as  we  cannot  s^eme  wiih  ^redib  mindt-^ 
To  wishe  for  change  of  pi-ihce  '6t  got-ehitihhce ; 
But  if  we  lyke  your  tiurpose  and  devise; 
Our  lyking  must  be  deemed  to  proccfede 
Of  rightfull  reason,  and  of  hcedcfall  tare, 
Not  for  pursclve^,  but  for  our  common  state : 
Sithe  our  owne  sbte  doth  neede  no  betlet*  chahgfe. 
I  thinke  iq  all,  as  erst  your  grace  hath  saiBe : 
Firste^  when  you  shall  uhlodc  your  dgcd  mynde 
Of  hevye  carte  and  troubles  manifolde, 
And  laye  the  same  u|)on  my  loirdes  your  sbnnes. 
Whose  growing  yeres  may  fiearc  the  burden  long. 
And  long  I  pray  the  goddes  to  graunt  it  so: 
And  in  your  life  while  you  shall  so  beholde 
Their  rule,  their  vcrtues,  and  their  noble  d'cedes^ 
Suche  as  their  kinde  behighteth'^  to  u^  all, 
Great  be  the  profitcs  that  shall  growe  thereof; 
Your  age  in  quiet  jshall  the  longer  last, 
Your  lasting  age  shall  be  their  longer  stay. 
•Fok"  cares  of  kynge^  that  rule  as  you  have  ruled, 
For  pUblique  wealth,  and  not  for  pHvate  joye, 
l)o  waste  mannes  lyfe,  and  hasten  crooked  age, 
•With  furrowed  face,  ind  with  enffteblcd  lymmes, 
To  draw  oil  crecpync;  death  ^  swifter  J)ace. 
ITiey  two  yet  yong  mall  beare  the  parted  reigne 
Wnh  greatek*  e^se  than  one,  now  olde,  alone 
Can  welde  the  whole,  for  whom  much  harder  is 
With  lessened  strength  thie  dbiihled  weight  to  beare. 
Your  eye,  your  counsell,  and  the  grave  rbgarde 
Of  father,  yea  of  such  a  father's  ndme,  | 

Now  at  beginning  of  ihfdr  sondred  reigne, 


When  is  the  hazards  df  ^eir  vchdl^  sbcbessb. 
Shall  bridle  bo  their  force  of  ]fniithfoll  he&tes. 
And  so  restreine  the  irage  of  insblehce, 
Which  most  assailes  the  yong  and  noble  xsinde^ 
And  so  shall  guide  ahd  traine  in  iempred  stay 
Their  yet  greenfe  bendiij^  wittW  V^ith  revfei^t  aw^ 
As  now  inured  with  veHbesJ  at  thfe  fihi; 
Custdme,  O  kyrig,  shall  bring  dMi^htfiilHei^e; 
By  Use  of  vertue,  vice  Shall  grow  in  hat^ : 
But.  if  you  so  dis))bse  it,  that  the  da^e 
Which  etids  your  life  shall  Bht  begin  tli^r  re%ne. 
Great  is  the'perill,  what  will  be  the  ehde. 
When  such  beginning  of  such  liberties, 
Voide  of  such  staycs  as  In  ybur  life  do  lye, 
Shall  leave  them  free  io  hmdon"  bf  their  <H!l 
An  open  praie  to  trhitferous  flatteries 
The  Rreatest  pestilehce  of  hoble  yonthb  'i 
Whiche  peHlf  shall  be  past,  if  in  your  Ute 
Their  ten^pried  youthe  with  aged  fathcr'i  )iWi 
Be  brought  in  m-e**  bf  skilfulj  stayedilesAfei 
And  in  your  life  their  lives  disposed  io 
Shiill  length  your  noble  life  in  joyfulnes^e. 
Thus  thinke  I  that  your  grace  hath  wisely  Ihotighl, 
And  that  your  tender  carb  of  comradn  tVetilb 
Hath  bredf  this  thought,  so  to  divide  your  lande. 
Arid  plant  your  sonnes  to  beare  the  present  rule 
While  you  yet  lyve  td  sfee  their  rulinge  Well, 
That  you  may  longer  lyve  by  joye  therein. 
What  furder  meanes  behovefull  are  and  meete^ 
At  greater  leisure  may  your  grace  devise, 
When  all  have  said,  and  when  we  be  agreed 
If  this  be  best,  to  part  the  realme  in  twaine. 
And  place  your  sonnes  in  present  govemement : 
Whereof  as  I  have  plainely  said  my  mynde. 
So  vveulde  I  here  the  rest  of  all  my  lordes. 

Phn,  In  part  I  thinke  as  hath  ben  saide  befdre  s 
In  parte  agayne  my  minde  is  otherwise. 
As  for  dividmg  of  this  realtne  in  twaine. 
And  lotting  out  the  same  in  e^ll  partes 
To  either  of  my  torde^  your  grace  s  sonnes. 
That  thinke  I  best  for  tfiis  your  regimes  beholfe^ 
For  profite  and  advauncement  of  your  sonnes^ 
And  for  your  comfort  and  your  hohodr  ekb : 


'  '^  B€Mghtdh-^u  e.  prbmiseih.    fio  Spenser,  In  his  Fairy  Queens  b.  W;  e.  11.  v.  9.1 

'*  And  for  his  paioes  a  wbjktle  him  behight, 

That  of  a  fishrs  shell  was  Wrought  with  rare  delight." 

.''  Randon — to  i;o  without  any  restraint*    Randonntrf  Fr. 

'*  Ih  ure — ure  is  an  old  wOrd,  signifying  habity  practice*    It  is  used  ^J  Spenser  and  otiien*    %o^  Id 
Edwird  Thiri^  act  i.  scene  1. :  • 

-"  Ned,  thou  must  begin 


^-^.w,   I.1IVU   iiiu;9»   w«,giu 

Now  to  forget  thy  study  and  thy  books. 
And  urt  thy  shoulders  to  an  armour  i  weight." 

Jbcham's  ToxophilMfy  p.  87,  Bennetts  edftion : 

*'  What  thing  a  man  lA  tender  age  batb  mppt  in  ur$\ 
That  same  to  death  always  to  kepe  he  shall  be  sore." 


B^tfttit.] 


tmmx  Mii^  vmwsx. 


4» 


Bat  so  to  fiUfbe  tbtiA  flrttte  tour  Hft  Bo  littt, 

To  td(ft»  td  them  jrbdf  rdvdfl  gohrfthmtiHc^y 

To  be  abore  tfaM  btitily  fb  tHi^  nuine 

Of  father;  not  in  kiii|;ly  stnte  tAsa, 

I  tfahilte  not  goiA)  for  vbti;  fdr  tittfra^  hor  iti. 

This  kioi^tithe  ^nee  the  bloiidte  ctvill  fi^de, 

'^  Where  Mbi^  ^iaine  dMjM  liii  cohquer^d 

pfcrt  • 
Unto  his  to5hl**>vW>rde  ih  €^B^H(md, 
Co■t«^ineth  All  that  \ihilbn1e  did  iu^cb 
Thre«  hdbl«  toUH^  df  yohr  foi^fatHer  Brtitd; 
8b  ]fnar  tWo  sorihH  it  iniy  siiffibef  ttkoi 
The  moe'*  the  stronger,  if  they  gtee  iri'one :     , 
The  siimller  icUhipad^  that  m  rkliiie  doth  hdld^, 
Vfe  easier  i3  di^  kfv^y  i^irM  to  v<reldc, 
The  nearer  juitice  tW  the  wh>ngcd  jJoore; 
The  Smaller  chaise,*  AttA  iki  yhoaghe  for  one. 
Aod  irben  thl^  rt%idtt  \i  diVMed  so 
That  brethren  bH  thb  Idrdb'^  of  (ikher  parte, 
Such  strei^  dUtU  haiult  knit  bett^lcne  tbem  bdth 
lo  sofidrfe  bodiH  b^  coHioyhed  love, 
That  not  ^  t«ro,  biit  otie  of  dndblbd  fhrbe^, 
Ecfae  is  to  Other  as  a  siir^  defence : 
The  ddbteneste  hnd  gtdry  df  the  one 
Dodi  sharpe  the  edtirage  of  thb  other's  ttiytlde 
Widi  vertilbtts  fedvi^  to  cotitende  for  pi^se. 
AwA  such  an  4^liHH»e'^  hath  datufe  made 
Setwetee  tb^  bl^thren  bf  one  father's  s^ed^, 
As  ia  uakindlj^  #h)ng  it  seebnes  to  be, 
To  dirovre  thb  brother  subject  under  feete 
Of  hfaii}  whos^  p^te  he  is  by  coarse  of  kinde ; 
Ani  nature^  tlmtdid  make  this  egalriesse, 
OAe  so  repiaech  at  so  great  a  wrong, 
That  ofte  $be  rajraeth  tip  a  grudging  griefe 
byoDger  brtethren  at  the  eldei''s  stat^ : 
WhereSy  bodi  towbfes  tod  kingddmes  hate  Itecn 

rasedy 
And  famous  Stbdtiea  bf  roTall  blood  dHtroi^d ; 
the  brothn*  thdt  ^oalde  be  the  brother's  aid^, 
And  ha?e  a  i^akefull  care  for  his  defence, 
6*pes  for  his  dieatb,  aod  blames  the  lyngering 

yelpca, 
Toat  draw  not  for^  Hii  endb  itith  ho^r  cmite ; 
And,  oft  imbadent  of  so  lons;e  delayes, 
Widi  batefbll  slaughter  he  prevents  the  fat^s, 
And  heapeft  h  just  rev^rarde  for  brdther's  bldode, 
WtdiMleSSe  Yeugeaiitice  on  his  Atocke  for  aye. 
Such  miscfalefeS  b^re  txt  wiitely  mbtte  witfaall. 


If  cgill  state  may  tiburishe  egiHl  lo^e. 
Where  none  hath  Cilus^  to  gf uHge  at  othef*6  idpd. 
But  nowe  the  head  to  ktoiipe  (i^neih  them  bbin, 
Nc  kinde,  he  reasbh,  rie  good  ordre  bearci. 
And  ofk  it  hath  ben  seene,  where  natare's  coutefe 
Ilhdi  ben  perverted  in  disordered  wide, 
When  fathers  cedte  to  kttow  that  they  should  Mb, 
And  children  cease  to  know  they  should  obey, 
Hidt  often  over  kindly  tcridfemesse 
Is  mother  of  utikirtdly  stubhorhcste. 
I  speake  not  this  in  envie  or  repfoche, 
As  if  I  grudged  thfc  glorle  of  your  sonnes; 
Whose  honour  I  bescch  the  goddes  encrease : 
Nor  yet  as  if  1  thought  thfere  did  remainc, 
So  filtliife  cankers  ih  their  noble  bresies. 
Whom  I  esteeme  (which  is  their  greatest  praise) 
Undoubted  thildreti  of  so  good  a  kyng: 
Onetie  1  mean  to  she  we  by  certaine  rtlles. 
Which  kinde  hath  graf\  within  the  mlhd  of  mad. 
That  nature  hath  her  ordre  and  her  course, 
Whitih  (beitig  brbkcn)  doth  Corrupt  the  state 
Of  myndes  aud  thinges,  even  ih  the  best  of  all. 
My  lordeS,  ydur  Sonnes  may  learhe  to  rule  df  yot^ 
Your  owtie  exaiuple  in  your  noblb  ccurte 
Is  fittest  guyder  of  their  youthful  yfeares. 
If  you  dfesire  to  see  some  present  joye 
By  sight  of  their  well-rulyuge  in  your  lyfe, 
See  them  dhey,  so  sliall  yoii  see  them  rule : 
Who  so  obcjjreth  not  with  humblenesse 
Will  rtile  with  outrage  dhd  with  insolence. 
Lonee  may  they  rule  I  db  fccseche  the  goddes, 
ButTonge  may  they  Icarne,  efe  they  begyn  to  rulfe; 
If  kind^  and  fates  would  sufire,  I  would  wishe 
Them  aged  princes  and  immortal  kynges  : 
Wherfbre,  most  noble  kjrnge,  I  well  assent, 
Betwene  your  sorines  that  you  divide  your  realnte^ 
And  as  in  kinde,  so  niatcH  thfcm  in  degree. 
But  while  the  goddes  prolong  your  royall  life, 
Prolong  your  reigne,  for  therto  lyve  you  here. 
And  therfbre  have  the  goddes  so  lone  forborne 
To  joyneyou  to  themselves,  tliat  scillyou  might 
Be  prince  and  father  of  dur  commoh  wede : 
They,  when  thiey  see  your  phildrcri  K))fe  to  rule. 
Will  make  thfem  rouine,  and  will  remote  yob  hence. 
That  yours  id  right  ettsiiynge  bf  Jfbur  life 
May  rightly  honour  your  immdrtall  riam^. 
EuifuL  Your  ^otited  trUci  rbgarde  df  faidifall 
hartes 


^  WHere  Mdrptk  jttfii^  tfttf  ^U  fiU  i^niqiterM part 

Unio  hU  €9Hiei  Mb&trde  ih  Oh^to^Uad.— See  Geoffry  of  Monmottth,  h.  ti.  c.  15,  Ite  H  there  calieil 
Kargan,  and  b  «Ud  to  hove  been  killed  by  hb  brotfter  Cunedagias,  fai  a  contest  tiraihtr  td  the  present  be- 
twcco  Fenex  and  Pormci 

^  Mc^—^,  e.  mOit*    The  kiicieot  way  of  spellii^  and  proQ^^anring  this  word. 

'^  Egalnesse — L  e.  ^iaality.  So,  hi  Erasmuses  Praise  of  Folie^  1549,  Sign.  D  :•— "  And  frieodship  b 
■ever  properly  knit^e,  bat  |>^weeite  mea^oCeyraZ/  estate  and  condition.*' 

Hall's  CAroaicb,  Henry  IV.  p.  24. : — **^  Affirming  farther,  that  no  kyng  anointed  of  very  datie  irat 
eitker  bound  or  obliged  to  aoiwere  any  ckaUeDige,  bat  to  his  pere  of  e^all  estate  and  eqaivoleat  dig- 
■itie.'' 
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FERREX  AND  PORREX. 


[Sacktillx. 


Slakes  roe,  O  kyng^  the  bolder  to  presume 
To  speake  what  I  conceive  within  mv  brest^ 
Although  the  same  do  not  agree  at  all 
With  that  which  other  here  my  lordes  have  said. 
Nor  which  yourselfe  have  seemed  best  to  lyke. 
Pardon  I  crave,  and  that  my  wordes  be  demed 
To  flowe  from  bartie  zeale  unto  your  gmce,' 
And  to  the  safetie  of  your  common  weale. 
To  parte  your  realme  unto  my  lordes  your  sonnes 
I  tlimke  not  good  for  you,  ne  yet  for  them. 
But  worste  of  all  for  this  our  native  lande : 
Within  one  land,  one  single  rule  is  best: 
Divided  reignes  do  make  divided  hartes, 
But  peace  preserves  the  countrey  and  the  prince. 
Suche  is  in  man  the  gredy  minde  to  reigoe. 
So  great  is  his  desire  to  dimbe  alofte. 
In  worldly  stage  the  stateliest  partes  to  bearCi 
That  faith  and  justice,  and  all  kindly  love. 
Do  yelde  unto  desire  of  soveraigntie. 
Where  egall  state  doth  raise  an  egall  hope 
To  winne  the  thing  that  either  wold  attame. 
Your  grace  reraembreth  how  in  passed  yeres, 
The  mightie  Brute,  first  prince  or  all  this  lande,'^ 
Possessed  the  same,  and  ruled  it  well  in  one ; 
He  tliinlung  that  the  comuasse  did  suffice 
For  his  three  sounes  three  kingdoms  eke  to  make, 
Cut  it  in  three,  as  you  would  now  in  twaine: 
But  how  much  British  bloud  hath  since  bene  spilt, 
To  joyne  again  the  sondred  unitie ! 
What  princes  slaine  before  their  timely  houre ! 
What  waste  of  townes  and  people  in  the  lande ! 
What  treasons  heaped  on  murders  and  on  spoiles ! 
Whose  just  revenue  even  yet  is  scarcely  oeased| 
B4]thefull  remembraunce  is  yet  rawe  in  minde. 
The  gods  forbyd  the  like  to  chaunce  againe  I 
And  you,  O  kynge,  g^ve  not  the  cause  thereof. 
My  lord  Ferrez,  your  elder  sonne,  pei;bappes, 
Whome  kiode  and  custome  geves  a  rig^tnill  hope 
To  be  vour  heire,  and  to  succede  your  reigne, 
Shall  tninke  that  he  doth  siifiEer  {greater  wronge 
Then  he  perchaunce  will  beare,  if  power  serve : 
Porrex,  the  younger,  so  upraised  in  state, 
Perhappes  in  coura^  will  be  raysed  also ; 
If  fi^tt^rie  then,  which  fayles  not  to  assaile 
The  tendre  mindes  of  vet  unskilfull  youth. 
In  one  shall  kindle  and  encrease  disdaioe. 
And  envie  in  the  other's  hartc  enflame ; 
This  fire  diall  waste  their  love,  their  livea^  ibiit 

land, 
And  mthefull  mine  shall  destroy  them  botL 
I  wish  not  this,  O  kynge,  9o  to  befall, 
Bnt  feare  the  thing,  that  I  do  most  abhorre. 
Geve  no  be^nning  to  so  dreadfuil  ende^ 
£epe  them  in  order  and  obedience, 
And  let  them  both,  by  now  obeying  you* 
Leame  such  behaviour. as  beseemes  their  state; 
The  elder  myldeoesse  in  bis  govemannce. 


The  yonger,  a  yelding  contentedneise : 
And  kepe  them  neare  unto  your  presence  stilly 
That  thejr,  restreyned  by  the  awe  of  you. 
May  live  in  compasse  of  well  tempred  staye. 
And  passe  the  perriUes  of  their  youthfull  yeai«s» 
Your  aged  life  drawes  on  to  febler  tymc, 
Wherin  you  shall  lesse  able  be  to  beare 
The  travailes  that  in  youth  you  have  susteyned. 
Both  in  jour  person's  and  your  realme's  defencei 
If  planting  now  your  sonnes  in  furder  partes^ 
You  sende  them  furder  from  your  present  reach, 
Lesse  shall  you  know  how  they  tnemselves  de- 

naeaue : 
Traiterous  cbrruptera  of  their  plyant  youth 
Shall  have  unspied  a  nmch  more  free  aooesse : 
And  if  ambition,  and  inflbuned  disdaine. 
Shall  arme  the  one,  the  othet^  or  them  both, 
To  civill  warre,  or  to  usurping  pride. 
Late  shall  you  rue  that  you  ne  recked'^  before. 
Good  is  I  graunt  of  all  to  hope  the  best^ 
But  not  to  live  still  dreadiesse  of  the  worst. 
So  truste  the  one,  that  the  other  be  forscM^ 
Arroe  not  unskilfulnesse  with  princely  power. 
But  you,  that  long  have  wisely  ruled  the  reyoes 
Of  royaltie  within  your  noble  realme. 
So  holde  them,  while  the  gods  for  our  avayles 
Shall  stretch  the  thred  of  your  prolonged  daies. 
To  soone  he  clarobe  into  the  flaming  ciirre. 
Whose  want  of  skill  did  set  the  earth  on  fire : 
Time  and  example  of  your  noble  grace, 
Shall  teache  your  sonnes  both  to  obey  and  rule : 
When  time  bath  taught  them,  time  shall  maka 

them  place. 
The  place  that  now  Is  full ;  and  so  I  pray 
Long  it  f^maine,  to  comforte  of  us  all. 

Oorb.  I  take  your  faithful  harta  in  thankfull 


But  sithe  I  see  no  cause  to  draw  my  minde. 
To  feare  the  nature  of  my  lovioff  sonnes, 
Or  to  misdeme  that  envie  or  disdaioe 
Can  there  wbrke  hate,  where  nature  planteth  k>ve^ 
In  one  selfe  purpose  do  I  still  abide. 
My  love  exteodeth  egally  to  both. 
My  lande  suffiseth  for  them  both  also: 
Humber  shall  parte  the  marches  of  th^  realmet -s 
The  sotheroe  parte  the  elder  shall  posiesse, 
The  northerne  shall  Porrex,  the  yongai^  rule : 
In  quiet  t  will  passe  mine  aged  aaye% 
Free  from  the  travaile  and  Sie  painefuU  cares 
That  hasten  age  upon  the  worthiest  kinges. 
But  lest  tbt  finiude  that  ye  do  seeme  to  feare. 
Of  flattering  tongues,  corrupt  their  tender  youth, 
Ajid  wrythe  them  to  the  wi^  of  youthiuU  lust, 
To  climyng  pri^,  or  to  reveDsing  bate. 
Or  to  neglecting  of  their  careAill  charge 
Lewdely  to  live  in  wanton  recklessnesse, 
Or  to  oppretsii^  of  the  rightfoU  cause, 


y  MhM   wppesed^  feared. 
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Or  Bot  tb  wreke  tbe  wrongs  done  b  th^  Jioore, 
lb  ticade  dowiie  truth,  or  ftivonr  false  deoeite, 
I  mauie  to  joToe  to  other  of  my  sodnesy 
Some  one  of  Uiofle^  whos6  long  approved  faith 
jbd  wisdome  trjed  may  well  taaurt  my  harte, 
Tbat  m^rnyng  fraade  shall  finde  no  wa^r  to  crepe 
Into  dieir  tensed  eares  with  grave  advise. 
Tlusk  the  ende,  and  so  I  pray  yoa  all 
lb  betre  my  sonnes  the  love  and  loyaltie 
Unt  I  have  fotmde  within  yonrTaithfuU  hrestes. 
Arost.  Yoa,  nor  yout  sonnes,  our  sovenugn  lord, 
shall  want 
Onrfinth  and  service^  while  our  lives  do  last, 

CHOAUS. 

Wbea  settled  stay  doth  holde  the  royall  throne, 
Is  itedfast  place  hy  knowen  and  douhtles  right; 
And  chiefely  when  discent  on  one  alone 
Makes  single  and  unparted  reigne  to  b^t; 


£di  channge  of  course  onjointr  the  whole  estate^ 
And  yeldes  it  thrall  to  mine  by  dehate. 

The  strength  that  knit  by  faste  accorde  in  one, 
Agfiinst  all  forrean  power  of  mightie  foes^ 
Could  of  itselfe  defend  itselfe  aioue, 
Diiijoyned  once,  the  former  force  doth  lose. 
The  stikes,  that  sondred  brake  so  soone  in  twaine^ 
111  faggot  bounde  attempted  were  hi  vaine. 

Oft  tender  mhide,  that  leades  the  parciall  eye 
Of  erring  parents  in  their  children's  love, 
Destroyes  the  wrongly  loved  childe  therby: 
This  doth  the  proud  soUne  of  Apollo  prove. 
Who,  rashly  set  in  chariot  of  his  sire. 
Inflamed  the  parched  earth  with  heaven*s  fire. 

And  this  great  king,  tbat  doth  divide  his  lande, 
And  diaunge  the  course  of  his  discending  citiwne^ 
And  yeldes  the  reigne  into  his  children's  hand^ 
From  biisful  state  of  joy  and  ^rent  renowne, 
A  myrrour  shall  become  to  pnnces  all, 
To  leame  to  shunue  the  cause  of  such  a  falL 


The  Obdee  and  Sigmipicatioh  of  the  Domme  Shew  before  the  Second  Act 

JInf,  the  mvMieke  of  comettei  began  to  pla^e^  during  which  came  in  upon  the  ttage  a  kingf  ae- 
tmpamed  with  a  nomhre  ^his  nobiUtie  and  gentkmen.  And  after  he  had  placed  himself  in  a 
datrt  of  estate  prepared  for  himj  there  came  and  kneled  before  him  a  ^aoe  and  aged  gentle 
ana,  and  offred  up  a  euppe  unto  him  of  wyne  m  a  glaue^  which  the  hng  refuted.  After  him 
tmmn  a  brave  and  Utstie  yong  gentlemanf  and  pretentes  the  king  with  a  cup  of  goUe  filled 
with  jK^toUf  which  the  king  accefied^  and  drinking  the  tame^  immediatefy  foil  downe  dead  upon 
ike  ttage,  and  to  wot  carryed  thence  away  by  hit  lordet  and  gentlemen,  and  then  the  muttcke 
ceoted.  Hereby  wat  signified,  that  at  glatte  by  nature  holdeth  no  poyton,  but  it  clete,  and  may 
eetibf  be  teen  through,  ne  boweth  by  any  arte ;  to,  a  finftffoU  countellour  holdeth  ne  treason, 
bat  Vt  playne  and  open,  ne  yeldeth  to  anie  unditerete  affection^  but  geoeth  holesome  countellf 
mlddk  the  yli  admsed  prince  rifuseth.  The  delightJuU  golde filled  with  poyton,  betokeneth  flattery, 
wkieh,  under  foire  teeming  ofpUataunt  wordS^  beareth  deadly  poyton,  which  dettroyed  the  prince 
that  reewveth  it,  at  befell  m  the  tsoo  brethrm,  ferrex  and  rorrex,  who,  refuting  the  holetome 
time  if  grave  eouTiseuaurs,  credited  these  yong  paratitet,  ond  brought  to  themselves  death  and 
dtUructiou  thereby. 

ACTUS  SECUNDUS.    SCENA  PRIMA. 


FeERU,  HEftMOy,  DOEDAV. 

Ter.  I  MEEV&iLB  much  what  reason  ledde  die 
king^ 
Mj  fttfaer,  thos  widioot  all  my  desert 
To  lire  an  half  the  kingdom^,  which  by  oonrse 
Of  fakwe  and  nature  should  remavne  to  me. 
Her.  If  yoo,  with  stubbome  and  nntaned  pryde, 
Had  stood  against  him  in  rebelling  wise. 
Or  if  with  mdging  mrode  you  had  envied 
8s  slow  a  sndyng  of  his  aged  yeres. 
Or  soedil  before  your  tinie  to  haaAe  die  course 
Of  &W  death  opon  his  royal  head. 
Or  stained  your  stodce  with  morder  of  your  kyn ; 
Bone  fine  of  reason  might  perhaps  Imve  seemed, 
Toydde  aoBM  Ukely  eaose  to  spoyle  ye  thus. 


ib*.The  wrekeful  gods  powre  on  my  cursed  head 
Etemall  plagues  and  never-dying  woes : 
The  hellish  prince  adjudge  my  (&mpned  ghost 
To  Tantales  thirste,  or  proud  Ixioi^s  wheele ; 
Or  craell  gripe'*  to  gnaw  my  growing  harte 
To  during  tormentes,  and  unquencbed  flames; 
If  ever  I  conoeyved  so  foule  a  thought* 
To  wishe  his  ende  of  life,  or  yet  of  reigne. 

Dor.  Ne  ^  your  father,  O  most  noble  prince^ 
Did  ever  thinke  so  fowle  a  thing  of  you ; 
For  he  with  more  than  father's  tender  love, 
While  vet  the  fates  do  lend  him  life  to  rule, 
(Who  long  might  lyve  to  see  your  ruling  well,) 
To  you,  mj  lorde,  and  to  his  other  sonne, 
ho;  be  resigns  his  realrae  and  royaltie, 
WhSdi  never  would  so  wise  a  pnuce  have  done. 


f*  0hr/»-«fr^  if  n  pitta,  FMhafs  «c4  hcN  fat  a  valtire.  *8te  Cotgrare.    8. 


s$ 


wmm  Aif  p  pomm^ 


[S^pitvif+j^ 


If  ^fs  ^  opce  ipUdetx&ed  that  io  To^r  )^rte 
There  ever  lodged  V>  unkjbde  a  thouj^L 
But  teipdre  love,  my  lord^  ao4  secfed  tru^te 
Of  yoar  eood  paturj&y  ^d  your  ifpple  minde, 
Made  him  to  place  you  thtp  in  royall  throne* 
And  now  to  g.eve  you  half  pi*  retinae  to  guide, 
Y^  and  that  hajfp,  which  m  abouodiiig  ^torc 
Of  things  that  ^erve  to  make  a  \velthy  rpajm,^ 
Id  fitately  citie?^  aoid  in  friutffil  ^^vle. 
In  temperate  breathing  of  the  milder  h.eaveii. 
In  things  of  n/edefull  u$e,  which  frendly  $ea 
Transport^  by  trafiike  from  the  forreiue  part^^ 
In  flowing  wealth,  in  honour,  an|d  in  force. 
Doth  passe  the  double  value  of  the  parte 
That  Porrex  hath  aJlott/^d  to  his  rcigne: 
Sudb  is  your  case,  such  is  your  fatjier's  love. 
*  Jcr.  Al? !  love,  my  friends :  l9ve  .w^-ongs  ppt 
lyhom  he  loves. 

Dor,  Ne  yet  he  wrongeth  yp|^  that  gevpth  jdvl 
So  large  a  rcigpe  ere  tliat  the  c^^r^  of  tir^ne 
Bring  you  to  kingdome  by  discended  right. 
Which  time  perhaps  might  end  your  tinie  before^ 

Fer,  Is  this  no  wrong,  soy  you,  to  reave  from  me 
My  native  right  of  halfc  90  great  ^  real  me, 
Anc^  tl^us  to  match  ^is  yoiiger  9onqe  with  me 
In  egali  power,  ao^d  }n  as  great  degree  ?  ' 
Vca  and  what  sonne?  the  ^Quij^e  whose  sw^l/ir^ 

pride 
Wonlde  never  yelde  one  points  of  revcrcnc^, 
\yhpn  I  the  elder  and  ^pparaunt  heire 
Stoode  in  tljye  likelihode  to  pos^se  the  whole : 
Y|E^  anc^  tliat  sonne  which  from  liis  cjbild,ij|fi  age 
Envjet)i  myne  honour,  and  dotji  l^tc  my  life, 
What  wijl  he  now  do^  whep  his  pride,  his  ra^e, 
The  mindful!  malice^  or  hl^  grudgin;:  harte, 
Ib  armed  with  force, with  wealthy  ai^d  kingly  state? 

Her,  Was  tliisnot  wrong,  yea  yll  advised  wriopgy 
To  give  so  mad  a  man  so  sharpe  a  sworde, 
To  so  great  perill  of  so  great  missehappc, 
Wide  open  thus  to  set  so  large  a  ijvaye  r 

Dor.  Alas,  my  lord,  what  griefull  thine  is  this 
That  of  your  brother  you  can  thipl^e  30  ill  ? 
I  never  saw  him  utter  likelie  signc 
Whereby  a  ipan  might  $ee  ()r  ooce  misdeme 
Such  hate  of  you,  ue  such  unycldlng  pride : 
III  is  thjcir  counsel!,  shameful!  be  their  cnde^ 
That  raysiQg  such  mistru^stfull  fearc  in  you, 
Sowing  the  sccde  of  such  uukindly  hate, 
Travailc  by  treason  to  destroy  you  botli. 
Wi^  is  your  brother,  and  9f  i\ob!e  hope^ 
Worthic  -to  w^e  a  lai^c  and  piiglite  reBlspfi^ 
So  much  a  stronger  frendc  liare  vou  therby, 
Whose  sUpngth  is  ygur  length,  if  you  grc^  m  one. 

Her,  It  nature  and  tl)e  goddes  i\ad  pinc^en^  ^ 
Their  ilowing  bountiie  and  their  nol)le  gijQtcs 
Of  princelie  qualitieMro;^)  youu  piy  lorde, 
And  powrd^  them  idlat  pnea  in  w^st([uli  ,wii^ 
tJpon  your  fathers  ybnger  sonne  alone ; 


PejrlMfPpe?  tl^e  ^  t^  io  fof^t  pr^i^cc 
Woula  say  that  l^ifth  ^houm  yeld  to  yvorfliiqi^s 
But  si  the  iif  pcpe  g09,d  ^ft  an/d  princeFi^  &{rtc 
Ye  are  hb  matcbfj,  ^<i  in  th^  chiefe  91 3JI  * 
In  mitijnessp  ^q,d  in  sobre  goyema(|i)ce^ 
Ye  far/'e  surxj}o,unt  ^  an^  ^itli  w/sfe  is  19  y^tf 
Sufficing  $k^il!' ^nd  b^pefu^tpwardf^esse>  -^ 

To  weld  th^  jirliole  ^fid  ipat,ch'your  eWcps  pray^j 
I  see  no  f^use  why  ye  ihoulcf  )9p5^  tl)p  palfp, 
Ne  would  I  wisljc  you  yp]a^  ^o  such  a  losse, 
Lest  your  niiid.e  sumieraunjce  of  so  great  a  yvrop^* 
Be  deemed  cowardise  and  simpl^e  preadp :  ^- 
Which  sh^JI  gpye  cqut^e  ^o  t|)e  fierie  head 
Of  your  yonge  brother  to  mvane  the  wholei 
While  yet  therforc  stickes  in  the  peoples  minde 
The  lothcd  wrong  of  your  drshcritauiice. 
And  ,ei^  your  bi*ot|^r  hay/c  by  ^ttled  poller, 
.By  guilcfull  cloke  of  9J1  aJJurii^g  sfiowe, 
Got  him  ^me  force  and  favo^f  in  the  rcaln^e;| 
And  while  the  noble  q^Qcac  your  naotlier  lyvcs, 
To  worke  and  practise  ail  for  your  availe. 
Attempt  redrcsse  by  arm^f  and  wreake  yourself* 
Upon  his  life  that  gayneth  by  your  losse^ 
Who  i)o;w,e  to  shape  of  ypu,  ^od  gri^fe  o(  u^ 
In  your  owne  ki^g^pmp  triiijr^p&cs  over  you. 
Shew  qow  your  courage  mcctie  for  kipgly  state| 
That  tljey  wh^ch  have  avowed  to  sppnd  theyr  gooda^ 
Theif  Jaud^es,  tli^eir  lives,  and  honQurs^in  yqijrcauf*^ 
l^Iay  be  tl^e  bplder  to  inaint/5yn<e  y9jjf  Mjrtp 
when  th^y  do  see  .that  cowarflje  feare  Ip  yoi| 
SWn  not  betray,  ne  faile  their  ijaithfi^ll  !)ar|£^ 
If  once  tlj|e  d^th  9f  Porre^  ende  the  ^Spi 
And  pay  ti^e  prke  pf  his  usurped  reignxi, 
Your  mother  ^htjll  perswade  the  angry  kypg, 
The  lord?  your  fren^djs  eke  sh^l  ap|>e£ie  h^s  rage;^ ' 
For  they  be  \yise,  ;^nd  ,well  tlicy  Can  forsee, 
Th;jt  e,i^  Jongc  time  your  aged  father's  peath 
Will  bryng  a  time  when  you  jfliaU  well  reguite 
Their  friendlie  favour,  or  their  liateful  spite, 
Yea.  or  tlieir  alfoknesse  to  avaunce^our  cause. 
''  Wise  men  do  not  so  han^  on  pa&smg  state 
Of  present  princes,  chiefly  in  their  age, 
But  they  wili  for^r  cast  their  reaching  eye 
To  vie  we  Q^  i^reye  the  times  and  rcigaestoconje.*^ 
Ne  is  it  likely  though  the  lung  be  wrothe, 
That  he  yet  viil,  or  t^  t^  realmc  \\i\\  l^firo    - 
Extreme  revenge  nM^  ^  ^ely  sonne ;      ^ 
Of  if  he  voytae,  ^yjjif  f^  j^  he  «^t  we 
I^  Ulster  to  ^v^ch  an  ,ejg|tcf  m-i^  i 
And  here  you  be  novy  plfijc^d  m  your  pfrif^ 
Amyd  ^(ffir  fi^e^cs,  y^  vas^es,  t^  yofW^ 

strengw, 
W£  «haU  4efe^4c  an^d  l^qpe  ypur  person  safe. 
Tin  citlier  couf^seJ!  tMrne  jus  ^eiv^^r  P^ipde, 
Or  ^  or  ay  row  jf^de  nji^  ii'.eric  d^y/es. 
Bt^  Jf  thef/irp  of  gpd4ef,  find  sfacrc^gnj^ 
Of  luuurey^  u^f  rcpipli^  at  tlie  fact, 
Witfaiolde  your  courage  troin  so  great  attempt ; 
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Know  je  dnt  lortof  kinrfomes  hath  no  law, 
The  pnides  do  heare  aDciwell  aHow  io  kinges 
Thfrtkio^  d|at  ifa^gr  abbonre  injraioall  roatos. 
'  When  kingmoftUmerqjQaiTek  rtmn^to  warrei^. 
M  Uien  HI.  cmaU  andj  uakiiHielf  wm 
Commoaiid  thelJta%.ni|>e$,.nittrd«c  of  ioooceiitsi 
Xht  spoils  q£  to«nM%,nuiiieaQf  mighty,  realms 
Uoka  jfWi  such  princaa  do  sappo»e:thaBM^lyaa 
Soljeci  to  ]awes  of  kinde  and  feare  of  gods  P 
ManmaQd  ▼iolQQ|;tbaft^  in  private  noai 
Are  hainmt.  ccmwy  aad  fnll  of  foiUe  raproach; 
Tet  oooe  oSbiMie»  \m  deokt,  with  glonona  iia^ia 
Of  DoUa  ooaqaaataa  in.  the.  baiides  of  kiuigea. 
But  if  jaalUiie  pot  jet  so.  hote  devise 
Ne  list  ta  take  wjcb  loaiyilaea  of  the  tia^ 
Vm,  iho^  with  perilljof  your  owne  e«M^. 
Yoa  will  not  be  the  first  that  shall  invade. 
Assemble  yet  joar  forae^for,  your  dafanoe,. 
And  for  jpmr  aafetie  stand  upon  your.  gtrd*» 

Ikr.  0  heavam  waa,  there  e(irer,bear4  orjuio^ney 
So  wicked  ooiimaU  to- a  noble'  pn nea  ? 
Let  me^my:  Igrd*  diaclose  untoyour  grnoa 
This  hii^ians  tale^  whati  misoUefe  it  contauai^ 
Toorfiithei'sdeaU),  yoap  brother's,  and  yoac  o^ne, 
Tour  present  murder  and  elemall  shame : 
loire  m^  Q  hiiig»  and  so|^i  not  tq  sinka 
So  high  a  treason  io  your  princely  bras^ 

Jen.  The  nyghty  gpddes  Owbid  that  ever  I 
ShttdU  once  oanceaTO  SMch^misehiefeia  my  Iwrt ! 
Akboogh  my  brother  bath  htateSi  my  realme, 
And  boire  perhappes  to  me  an.hatefull  mm4f^ 
Ml  I  rerenge  it  with  his  death  therefore  f 
Or  shaU  I  so  destroy  my  father^s  life, 
Thitgive  me  life?  The  gods  forbid  I  say: 
Ceneyoa  ta  apcakftso  any  aMOtt  tQ.me> 
Ke  too  my  friond  with  answere  once  repeate 
Se  iovk  a  tdt.    Insiienoe  let  it  dye : 
What  kird  or  anliject  shall  hare  hope  at  all» 
Ihttaider  afte  &y  safely  shall  ei\|aya 
Their  goods^  their  honoursi  lander  and  liberties 
Widi  whom,  neither  one  onely  brother  deare, 
Ne  father  dearer,  could  enjoys  their  lires  ? 
Bit  sith,  I  feare  my  yonger  brother's  rage, 
Asd  sidi  perhappes  some  other  man  may  gave 
Sooe^  adrioe,  to  move  bis  grudging  b^ 
At aiine  estate;  which  counsel!  mav  percbannce 
Take  greater  foroe  with  km,  then  this  with  me^ 
I  mil  in  secrete  so  prenare  myselfey 
As  if  his  malice  or  his  lust  to  reigne, 
fteake  forth  in  arms,  or  sodeiiie  violence, 
I  may  withstand  his.rage^  and  keepe  mine  owne, 

VOr,  Z  feare  the  fatal  time  now  draweth  on, 
^^Hieo  ciyin  hate  bhall  end  the  noble  line 
Of  fiunonf  Bnite»  and  of  his  royall  seede  *- 
Oiett  Jove  defend  tbe  mischiefes  now  at  ha^d ! 
0  that  the  seoretariet  wise  advise 
Bad  erst  bene  heard,  when  he  besought  the  Idng 
Not  tD  divpda  his  land,  nor  send  bia  sonnes 
To  farther  partes  from  presence  of  his  court, 
Ne  yet  to  yeld  to  them  his  gpvemaonce. 
losoch  are  thev  now  in  the  royall  throne 
At  was  laahe  Pb«ton  in  Phcebns  carre :. 
Ne  dien  the  fiery  stedes  did  draw  the  flame 
VOL.  I. 


With  wilder  randon  trough  the  kisdlad  skies, 
llian  traitorous  counsall  now  will  whirle  about 
The  youthfuU  heades  of  these  unskilfull  kinges» 
But  I  hereof  their  father  will  enforme^ 
The  reverence  of  him  perhappes  shall  stay. 
;The  Rowing  mischiefes,  while  they  jH  are  greei|9| 
If  this  hdpe  not,  then  woe  unto  themselves^ 
jThe  priooc^  the  people,  the  divided  land. 

i  SCENA  SECUNDAu 

PoaEEX,  TyNDAR,  PaiLAKDKR. 

i "~  P3tv  Anp  is  it  thus  ?  and  doth  he  so  prepare 
I  Against  his  brother  as  his  mortall  foe  ? 
And  now  while  yet  bis  aged  father  lires  ? 
Neither  reaardes  he  bim,  nor.  feares  he  roe  ? 
Warre  would  he  have?  and  he  shall  have  it  so. 

i^n,  I  saw  myjielfe  the  great  prepared  store- 
Of  horse,  ofi  armour,  and  of  weapous  there, 
Ne  bring  I  to  my  lord*  reported  tales, 
^Without  the  ground  of  seen  and  searched  trouthf 
iLoe  secrete  quarrells  runne  about  his  court, 
jTo  bring  the  name  of  you,  my  lorde,  in  liate: 
^£ch  man  almost  can,  now  debate  the  cause, 
And  askfB  a  reason  of  so  great  a  wrong. 
Why  he  sp  noble,  and  so  wise  a  prince, 
Is,  as  unworthy,  reft  his  heritage. 
And  why  the  king^  mta^edde  by  craftie  roeana% 
Divided  thus  bis  land  from  course  of  right? 
The  wiser  aorte  l)olde  downe  their  griofuU  hedav 
£cbe  man  withdraws  from  talke  and  company 
Of  those  that  have  beue  knowne  to  favour  you 
To  hide  the  mischiefe  of  their  meaning  there. 
Rumours  are  spread  of  your  preparing  here. 
The  rascall  numbers  of  unskilful)  sort 
Are  filled  with  monstrous  tales  of  you  and  yours. 
In  secrete  T  was  counaellod  by  my.  frendes 
To  hast  n*  thence,  and  brought  you,  as  yon  knoyr^ 
Letters  from  those  that  both  can  truely  tell. 
And  would  not  write  unlesse  they  knew  it  weU. 

Phi,  My  lord,  yet  ere  you  move  unkindly  warre^ 
Send  to  your  brother  to  demaund  the  cause : 
Perhappes  some  traiteroos  tales  have  filled  his  earei 
With  false  reportes  against  your  noble  ^race, 
I  Which  once  discloaed  shall  end  the  growiqg  strifi^ 
That  els  not  stayed  with  wise  foresight  in  time 
Shall  husarde  both  your  kingdomes  and  yonr  lives: 
I  Send  to  your  fhther  eke,  he  ^hall  appease 
Your  kindled  mindes,  and  rid  von  of  this  feare.     j 

Par.  Ridde  me  of  fbarc?  I  reare  him  not  at  all,  I 
Ne  wUl  to  him,  ne  to  my  father  send ;  ' 

If  danger  were  for  one  to  tary  there, 
Thinke  ye  it  safe6e  to.  retume  againe  ? 
In  miscniefes  such  as  Ferrex  noni  intendes, 
Tbe  wonted  courteous  lawes  to  messengers 
Are  not  observed,  which  in  just  warre  they  use. 
Shall  I  so  hazard  any  one  of  mine? 
Shall  I  betray  my  trusty  frendes  to  him 
That  hath  disclosed  bis  treason  onto  me  ? 
Let  him  entreate  that  feares,  I  feare  bim^iot : 
Or  shall  I  to  the  king,  my  father,  send  ; 
Yea,  and  send  ^ow  while  such  a  mother  lives^ 
That  loves  my  btother,  and  that  hateth  me  f 
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Shall  I  gere  leasure  by  mj  fonde  delayei 
To  Ferre:!  to  oppresse  nie  all  unware  ? 
I  will  Qoty  but  1  will  intad<*  his  realme,^ 
And  seeke  the  traitour  prince  within  his  coart| 
Mifichi^fe  for  mischiefe  is  a  da^  re>f  ard. 
His  wretched  bead  shall  pay  the  worthy  price 
Of  this,  his  treason  aud  his  hate  to  me. 
Shall  I  abide,  and  treate,  and  4eod  and  innyi 
And  holde  my  yelden  throate  to  truitour's  knife ; 
While  I  with  valiant  mincie  and  conquering  force 
Might  rid  myselfe  of  foes,  and  winne  a  realme  ? 
Yet  rather  when  I  have  the  wretches  head. 
Then  to  the  king,  my  father,  will  I  send, 
The  booteiesse  case  may  yet  appease  his  wrath ; 
If  not,  I  will  defend  me  as  I  may. 

Phi.  Lo  here  theend  of  these  two  youthful  kings, 
The  father*s  death,  the  mine  of  tlieir  realmes. 
**  O  most  unhappy  slate  of  counsellors, 
That  light  on  so  unhappy  lordes  and  times, 
That  neither  can  tlieir  good  advise  be  heard. 
Yet  must  they  beare  the  blames  of  ill  successe !" 
But  I  will  to  the  king,  their  father,  haste, 
Ere  this  mischiefe  come  to  the  likely  end, 
That  if  the  mindfull  wrath  of  wrekefull  gods, 
Since  mightie  Ilions  fall  not  yet  appeased 
With  these  poore  remnantes  of  the  Trojan  mune 
Have  not  determined,  by  unmoved  fate, 
Out  of  this  realme  to  rase  the  Brittishe  line, 
By  good  advise,  by  awe  of  fatlier^s  name. 
By  force  of  wiser  lordes,  this  kindled  bate 
Idajr  y£t  be  (quenched  ere  it  consume  us  all. 


CR0ft17S. 

When  youth,  not  bridled  with  a  guidbg  stay. 
Is  \eit  to  randon  of  tlieir  owne  delight, 
Andweldswholerealmesbyforceof  sovereign  swajr^ 
Great  is  the  daunger  of  unmaistred  might. 
Lest  skillesse  rage  throwes  downe  with  headlongf^l  I 
Their  lands,  their  states^  their  lives,  themselves, 
and  all. 

When  growing  pride  doth  fill  the  swelling  brest. 
And  grcdy  lust  doth  rayse  the  climbing  minde, 
Oh  hardlie  maye  the  peri  11  be  represt, 
Ne  feare  of  angrie  goddes,  ne  lawes  kinde, 
Ne  countries  carejcan  fired  hartes  restra^ne 
Whan  force  hath  armed  envie  and  disdame. 

When  kinges  of  foresette  *°  will  neglect  the 
rede" 
Of  best  advise,  and  yelde  to  pleasing  talcs. 
That  do  their  fansies  noysome  humonr  feede, 
Ne  reason,  nor  regarde  of  right,  availes ; 
Succeding  heapes  of  plagues  shall  teach  to  late 
To  learrie  the  mischiefes  of  misguided  state. 

Fowle  fall  the  traitour  false,  that  undermines 
The  love  of  brethren  to  destroye  them  both. 
Woe  to  the  prince,  that  pliant  care  enclynes 
And  yeldes  his  minde  to  poysonous  tale  that 

iloweth 
From  flattering  mouth ;  and  woe  to  wretched  land. 
That  wastes  itselfe  with  civill  sworde  in  hande. 
Loe,  thus  it  is,  poyson  in  golde  to  take. 
And  holsome  drinke  in  homely  cuppe  forsake. 


The  OftDER  and  Signification  of  the  Domme  Shewe  befi:>re  the  Thirde  Act. 

Xintf  the  muticke  nfjltttes  began  to  plavey  during  which  came  in  upon  the  stage  a  company  ofintmm' 
ert  alt  clad  in  htackcy  betokening  death  and  soroae  to  ensue  upon  the  ill-advised  misgovernement 
and  disceniion  of  brethrene,  as  hefell  upon  the  murder  ofFerrtx  by  his  yonger  brother.  After  iha 
mourners  had  passed  thryse  about  the  stage,  they  departed,  and  then  the  musicke  ceased, 

ACTUS  TERTIUS.    SCENA  PRIMA. 


Go&BODXrci  EOBVLtJs,  Anostus,  Philandeb, 

NUNTICS. 

Got*  Oc&UEix  fates,  O  mindful  wrath  of  goddes, 
Whose  vengeance  neither  Simois  stayned  streames 
Howii^  with  bloud  of  Trojan  princes  slaine, 
Nor  Phryraan  fieldesmaderanck  with  corpses  dead 
Of  Asian  kinges  and  lordes,  can  yet  apcase, 
Ne  slaughter  of  uohappie  Pryam's  race. 
Nor  Ilion's  fall  made  levell  with  the  soile, 
Can  yet  sdBse ;  but  still  continued  rage 
Piiriues  our  Ivves,  and  from  the  farthest  scfis 
Dudi  chase  the  issues  of  destroied  Troye. 
Oh  no  man  happie  till  his  ende  be  seene ! 
Jf  any  flowing  wealth  and  seemyng  joye 


In  present  yeres  might  make  a  happy  wight, 

Happie  was  Hecnba,  the  wofullest  wretch 

That  ever  lyved  to  make  a  myrrour  of; 

And  happie  Pr^am  with  his  noble  sonnes, 

And  happie  I  tdl  nowe.    Alas,  I  see 

And  feele  my  most  unhappie  wretchedncsse: 

Beholde,  my  lordes,  read  ye  this  letter  here, 

Loe  it  conteins  the  mine  of  our  realme^ 

If  timelie  specde  provide  not  hastie  helpe. 

Yet,  O  ye  goddes,  if  ever  wofull  kyng 

Might  move  ye,  kings  of  kinges,  wreke  it  on  me 

And  on  my  soimes,.not  on  this  giltlcssc  realme. 

Send  do.vne  your  wasting  flames  from  wrathfull 

skies, 
To  reve  me  and  my  sonnes  the  hateful  breath* 


*°  Foruettt^,  e.  foresight 


*'  Redc—i.  e.  advice. 
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Read,  rend,  my  loirded;  this  is  tbe  matter  why 
I  caUed  ye  aowe,  to  ha? e  your  good  advyse. 

The  Letter  from  Dobdaxt,  the  couruell(Ar  of  the 
elder  Frince, 

EuBrLUS  readeth  the  Letter, 

*  My  sOreniigne  brd,  what  I  am  lotb  to  write, 
But  lotliest  am  to  see,  that  I  am  forced 
Dj  letters  nowe  to  make  you  understande. 
My  lord  Ferrex,  your  eldest  sooDe,  misledde 
By  traitorous  froude  of  yong  nntempred  wittos^ 
Ajsembleth  force  agaynst  your  yonger  soDDe> 
}^e  caa.my  counsel!  yef^ithdrawe  the  heate 
.And  furious  panges  of  his  enflamed  head ; 
Disdain^  s«th  he,  of  his  disheritaooe, 
Annes  him  to  wreke  the  ^at  pretended  wrong 
Widi  ciryll  sword  upon  his  brother^s  life ; 
If  present  heipe  do  not  restraine  this  rage, 
Husflame  will  wast  your  sonnes,yourland,and  you. 
Tour  Majest^ifaithJiiH  and  mtnt 
humble  ^ibject,  Dordan. 
♦ 

AroL  OltiDg^  appease  your  griefc,  and  stay  your 
plaint; 
Great  is  the  matter,  and  a  wofi  II  case; 
But  timely  knowledge  may  bring  timely  helpe. 
Send  for  them  both  unto  your  presence  here ; 
The  reretenoe  of  your  honour,  age,  and  state. 
Your  g^ve  adnoe^  the  awe  of  father's  name. 
Shall  ouicklie  knit  agayne  this  broken  peace ; 
And  it  in  either  of  my  lordes,  your  sonnes, 
-Be  sucbe  untamed  and  unyelduig  pride 
As  will  not  bende  unto  your  noble  hestes ;  ^ 
If  Ferrex,  tbe  elder  sonne,  can  bear  no  peere. 
Or  Porres  not  content,  aspires  to  more 
T^Ki  you  him  |^ve  above  his  native  right; 
Jojue  with  tbe  juster  side^  so  sliall  you  force 
Tbem  to  agree,  and  holde  the  lande  in  st^y, 

Eub,  What  meaneth  this?  loe  yonder  comes  in 
hast 
Phiiaoder  from  my  lord,  your  yongcr  sonoe, 

Gorb.  The  ^odaes  sende  joyful  newes ! 

Phi,  Tbe  roightie  Jove 
Preserve  your  majestie,  O  noble  king, 

Gorb,  rhilandcr,  welcome ;  but  how  doth  my 

Sonne? 
PAi.  Tour  sonne,sir,  lyves,  and  healthte  I  him  left ; 
But  jet,  O  king,  this  want  of  lustfuU  health 
Couid  net  be  halfe  so  griefefoll  to  your  grace, 
As  these  most  wretched  tidynges  that  I  bryng. 

Gorb,  O  heavens,  yet  more?  no  ende  of  woes  to 
me? 

PkL  Tyodar,  O  king,  came  lately  from  the  court 
Of  Ferrex,  to  my  lord,  your  yonger  sonne, 
iAad  made  reporte  of  great  prepared  store 
For  warr^  and  9^y^  that  it  is  wholly  ment 


Agaynst  Porrex,  for  high  disdayne  that  he 
Lyyes  now  a  king,  and  egall  in  degree 
With  him  that  claimeth  to  succeck)  the  whole, 
As  by  due  tUle  of  discending  right : 
Porrex  is  nowe  so  set  on  flaming  6  re, 
Partcly  with  kindled  ra^e  of  cruell  wrath, 
Partely  with  hope  to  game  a  realme  thereby, 
That  he  in  hast  prepareth  to  invade 
His  brother's  laiui,  and  with  unkindely  vrarre^ 
Threatens  the  murder  of  your  elder  sonne ;  *     ' 
Ne  could  I  him  perswade  that  first  he  should 
Send  to  his  brother  to  demaunde  the  cause ; 
Nor  yet  to  you  to  staie  this  hateful  strife. 
Wherefore  sith  there  no  more  I  can  be  hearde, 
I  come  myself  now  to  en  forme  yoqr  j(race»> 
And  to  hesecbe  you,  as  you  love  the  (ife 
And  safetie  of  your  children  and  your  realme. 
Now  to  employ  your  wisdome  and  your  force 
Tp  staye  this  mischicfo  ere  it*  be  to  late. 

Gorb,  Are  they  in  armes?  would  he  not  sends 

to  me  ? 
Is  this  the  honour  of  a  father's  name  ? 
In  vain  we  travaile  to  asswa^e  their  mindes, 
As  if  their  hartes,  whome  neither  brother's  love. 
Nor  father's  awe,  nor  kingdomes  care,  can  move. 
Our  counsells  could  withdrawe  from  raging  heat. 
Jove  slay  them  both,  and  end  the  cors^  line ! 
For  though  perhappes  feare  of  such  mightie  force 
As  I,  my  lordes,  joyned  with  your  noble  aides, . 
Maye  yet  raise,  shall  represse  their  present  heate, 
The  secret  grudge  and  malice  will  remayne, 
Tbe  fire  not  quenched,  but  kept  in  dose  restraint 
Fedde  still  within,  breakes  forth  with  double  flame; 
Their  death  and  myne  must  peaze  *^  the  angrie  gods. 
Fhi,  Yclde  not,  O  king,  so  much  to  weake  ^1- 

peire; 
Your  sonnes  yet  lyve,  and  long  I  trust  they  shall; 
If  fates  had  taken  you  from  earthly  life, 
3cFnrc  beginning  of  this  civyll  strife ; 
Perhappes  your  sonneis,  in  their  unmaistered  yootb, 
Loose  from  regarde  of  any  ly ving  wight, 
Would  runne  on  lieadlong,  with  unbridl^  race, 
To  their  owne  death  and  ruine  of  this  realme; 
But  sith  the  gods,  that  have  the  cs\re  for  kioges. 
Of  ihing^  and  times  dispose  t^e  order  so. 
That  in  your  life  this  kindled  flame  breakes  forth, 
W  hileyetyour  ly  fe,  your  wisdqme,  and  your  power. 
May  stay  the  growing  mischicfe,  aud  represse 
The  fierie  blaze  of  (heir  inl^ndled  heate; 
It  seemes,  and  so  ye  ought  to  deeme  thereof^ 
That  levying  Jove  hath  tempred  so  the  time 
Of  this  debate  to  happen  in  your  dayes, 
That  you  yet  lyviog  may  the  same  appeazoi^ 
And  addo  it  to  the  glory  of  your  agcf,  *♦ 
And  they,  your  sonnes,  may  learne  to  live  in  peao^ 
Bevfare,  O  kipg,  the  greatest  harme  6f,all^ 
Lest  by  your  waylefuU  plaints  your  haittened  d^tl^ 


"  H«st0»— commands.  'J  Peme^i.  e.  appease.    8, 
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Do  jelde  large  roume  unto^heir  growing  Tige;' 
Preserve  your  life,  the  onely  tiope  of  stay ; 
And  if  your  highncs  herein  lift  to  use 
Wisdome  or  force,  counsell  or  knightly  aide, 
Loe  we,  our  persons,  power^  and  lyres,  are  yours; 
Use  us'tytl  death,  O  kmg,  we  are  your  owne. 

Eub,  Loe  here  the  perill  that  fras  erst  foreoene,  < 
When  you,  O  king,  did  first  devide  your  lande. 
And  ydlde  your  present  reigne  anto  your  sonnes. 
But  nofir,  O  noble  prince,  now  is  no  time 
To  waile  fM6  plaioe,  and  wast  your  wofuH  life. 
Now  is  the  dme  lor  present  good  advise, 
Sorrow  doth  darke  the  judgement  of  the  wytte; 
**  The  hart  unbroken,  and  the  courage  free 
From  feble  fainteuesse  of  booteiesse  despeire. 
Doth  either  ryse  to  safetie  or  renowne,   > 
By  noble  valure  of  unranqutsht  minde, 
Or  yet  dodi  perishe  in  more  hapf^  sort.'' 
Your  grace  may  send  to  either  of  your  sonnes, 
Some  one  both*  wise  and  noble  parsonage. 
Which  with  good  counsell  and  with  wei^tie  name 
Of  father  shall  present  before  their  eyes 
Your  best,  your  life,  your  safetie,  and  their  owne ; 
The  present  mischiefe  of  theirdeadiy  strife. 
And  in  the  Vhile  assemble  jrou  the  force 
Which  your^commauudment  and  the  spedy  bast 
Of  «U  my  lordesiietc  present  can  prepare : 
The  terrour  of  your  mightie  power  shall  staye 
The  rage  of  botb,'or  yet  of  one  at  lest. 

Nun,0  king,  the  greatest  griefetbat  everprince 
dyd  hear^. 
That  ever  wofuU  messenger  dyd  tell, 
That  ^ver  wretched  land  ba^  sene  before^ 
I  bryng  to  you.    Porrex,  voor  yonger  soqpe^ 
With  soden  Uace  invadM  hath  the  landa 
That  you  to  Fenrcz  did  fOlotte  to  mkt 


And  with  bis  owne  most  btood^  Imnd'be  hath 
His  brother  slaine,  and  dothpoamae  liis  realma. 
Gor(.  O  heavens  send  down  the  flames  of  your 
revenge! 
Destroy,  I  say,  with  flash  of  wreakefull  fier 
The  traitour  sonne^  and. then  the  wretched  sire. 
But  let  us  go,  that  yet  perhappes  I  may 
Die  with  revenger  and  peaze  die  batefuU^s. 

Chouvs. 
The  lust  of  kiagdone  knowos  ao  sacred  hSA, 
No  rule  of  reaaon^'no  r^arde  of  fight, 
No  kindely  love,  no  foare  of  beavWs  wrath. 
But  frith  fsontempt  of  goddes,  and  man^s  despite, 
Through  blodie  slaughter  doth  prepare  •the  waiesy 
To  fatall  sceplar  and  accursed  reigne. 
Tbe  Sonne  so  loathoiithe  fotfaer^s  lingering  daiot, 
Ne  dreades  bis  band   in   brotber^   blode  to 


O  wretched  prtnoe,iie«doat  thou  ^  reeordo 
The  yet  frcsntmurthers  done  ^within  the  lande 
Of  thy  fofeffltben,  when  the  cruell  sworde 
^  *  Bereft  Morgan  his  life  with  cosyn's  hand  ? 
Thus  fatoll  plagues  pursue  the  giltie  raoe^ 
Whose  murderous  oand,  imbrued  with  g^tletae 

blood, 
Ashes  ^ngeance  still  before  tbe  beanreoB 'faoB, 
Withendlesse misdiiefes on  the Opned 'bioodb. 
The  wicked  diilde  thus  brings  to  wofull  sire 
The  iDOomefuU  phiiDtea  towast  bis  veiy  life : 
Thus  do  the  cruell  flames  of  civvU  ^er 
Destroy  the  parted  leigne  witAi  hateful!  strife. 
And  hence  doth  spriiig  tfao  well  from  wbicb^dodi 

flow, 

I'  Thedead  blade  stnames of  moiiKniug,  pkiut^awl 
woe. 


Tbe  Ord^ek  and  Signification  of  die  Dpmme  Shewe  before  tbe  Fourth  Act. 

Fint  the  muiitke  ^  kcweboUt  began  to  playe^  during  which  there  came  from  under  the  itage^  «t 
though  out  qfheHf  three  furietj  AlectOf  Megeroy  atul  Cti$iphonef  clad  in  hlacke  garmentes  qrnnk^ 
led  with  blond  andftamet,  their  bodies  girt  with  snakes,  their  heds  sored  with  serpentes  in  stead  of 
heire,  the  one  baring  in  her  hand  a  si^ake,  the  other  a  whip,  and  the  third  a  burning  firebrand^ 
fch  driving  before  them  a  king  and  a  ^ene,  which  moved  by  furies  unnaturally  had  kaine  their 
owne  children.  The  names  cfthe  kings  and  gueenes  were  these^  TantiduM,  MedeOy  Athamas,  fno^ 
CambiseSf  Althea ;  efier  that  the  Juries  and  these  hadpaued  about  the  stage  thriie,  they  departed^ 
and  than  the  musicke  ceased :  hereby  was  signified  the  unnaturall  murders  tofoUow^  that  is  to  ng^ 
PorrfT  slaine  by  his  own  mother  ;  and  of  king  OorbqduCf  and  gueen  Videna,  kUkd  by  their  oam# 

ACTDS  ^UARTra.    SCENA  FRIMA. 


ViDEva  solof 

Vid,  Wht  should  I  lyve  and  Imgfff  forth  my 
time 
Jo  longer  life  to  double  my  distresse  ? 
P  Joe  mott  wofull  wight !  srhooie  no 


Long  ere  this  ^y  could  have  bereved  beoce. 
Moi^t  not  these  baodes,  by  fortune  or  by  fatf  , 
Have  perst  thif  brest,  and  life  with  iron  reft ;    • 
Or  in  this  palai»  here  where  I  so  long 
Have  spent  my  dales,  could  not  that  happie  hotro 
X>a9e,oaeehatghapty  in  which  theaehufwftamCf 
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With  death  by  ML  might ^^a  oMiwawd  Bie; 
Or  liioald  not  this  most  hard  and  crodl  eoile, 
So  oft  where  1  have  {>r6St  my 'wretobad  stepBy 
Some  time  liad  rodie  of  myne  accnread  Uk, 
To  rende  in  twayne,  and  swalhm  one  tfaerem. 
So  had  my  bonos  possessed  mow  in  peace 
Iheir  faappie  grave  within  the  closed  graonde, 
And  greaoie  wonnea  faad'gnawen  this  pyned  ihait 
.  Whboot  my  fieelii^  payoe :  bo  should  -not  now 
This  ^iog  brest  remayne  the  ntthfull  tombe 
Wherramy  hart  yeillsn  tO'death  is  grmd ; 
Nor  driery  thoughts  with  pm^es  of  pinii^  griefe 
Mj  doieftdl  minde  had  not  afflicted  thus. 
0  my  beloved  '8oane>  O  my  swete  childe. 
My  deare  Feirez,  my  foy^^mj  lyves  delight ! 
Is  my  beloved  aonne,  is  my  swoete  ohilde, 
M^deafe  FerreXy  my  joye,  my  lyves  delight^ 
Monlred  with  cmell  death?  O  halefuU  wrc^, 
Oheyneos  traitonr  both  to  heaven  and  easth^ 
Ihoa,Porrcx,tlioiithi6damced<dede  hast  wrought, 
Ihiojiy  Ponrex,  thon  shalt  dearly  bye^  the  same. 
Tiiitoar  to  <kiniie  and  binde,  to  sire  and  *m«^ 
To  dune  owne  fleshey^and  traitonr  to  thyself. 
The  Gods  oBliieek  bell  shall  wvehe  their -wnthy 
And  here  in  earth  tinsliand  shall  take  revenge 
On  thee,  Porrez;  thou  false  and  caitile  wight 
If  sAer  Mood  ae  eigre<were  thy  thirst, 
Asd  nuideroQB  minde  diad  ao  possessed  thee, 
If  rach  havd  hvrt  of  roche  and  stonie  flint 
lived  IB  diy  brcst^'thattuitbing  els  •could  4ike 
Thr  orael  tyrantes  thoogjit  Iratideath  and  Mood, 
Vide  savage  beasts  mooght  not  dseir  shaighler 


To  flede  diy  greadia  wHl,  and  in  the  msddeet 
Of  dieir  antniles  ta  stame  ^  deadly  handes 
WiA  blood  daeerved,  and  drinke  thereof  thy  fill: 
Or  if  aoo^t  eb  but  death  «ad  'Uond  of  man 
Moigbt  pleaae  "diy  last,  •could  none  in  Brituuoe 

iaad, 
Whose  hart  become  out  "of  bis  panting  breet 
With  thine  owne  handy  •or  woriie  whatdeath  dioa 

Soffioe  to  make  %  sacrifioa  to  pease 
Tbttdeadly  minde  andmarderoiis  tlioogbt  ialhee, 
Bathe  who  in  ^le  sdfe  same  wooQ^  was vrrapped, 
Wheie^hao  in  diamall  hewer  leoeivedst  MIer 
Or  if  aedesy  nodes  they  iumd  most  eiaaghtertaabe, 
Uioa||hlestdioa  not  have  reaofaed«  xiortsjl  wemd, 
Aid  with  thy  awerd  *faave  peaned  this  carsed 

wombe 
That  t^  «o(Wfled  Pbnpexy  faroof^  to  lif^i 


And  geven  me  a  just  reward  theiefbref 

So,  I^rrex,  yet  sweet  life  meoght  have  enjoyed^ 

And  to  his  aged  father  comfort  brought, 

With  some  yong^nne  in  whom  they  iiofh  sa^ 

live. 
Bttt-whereunto  waste  I  dius  rothfuH  spedie 
To  thee  that  liast  thy  ^brother's  btoud  thos  shed  f 
dhaH  I  still  tbinke  that  from  this  wombe  tho« 

sproogf 
That  I  thee  bare?  or /take  Ihee  for  my  «onne  ? 
No,  traitonr,  'no :  I  ibee  refuse  for  rome : 
Murderer,  I  thee  renounce,  thou  nrt  "not  *mtne. 
Never,  O  wretch,  this  wombe  conceived  thee^  / 
^  Nor  never  <bode  I  'painfull  throwes  for  thee : 
Changeling  to  me  thou  art,  and  not  my^lhilde^ 
Nor  to  no  wight  that  spark  of  pttie  koeWf 
Rothelesse  unkinde,  mooster  of  natmrfTs  woi4be, 
*^  Thou  never  sockt  the  dailke  of  woman's  bres^ 
But  tfirom  thv  birth  the  eroell  <tigers  teates 
Have  nursed  &ee,  nor  yet  of  ileshe  and  blowl 
Formed  is  thy  hartyl>Bt  of  hard  'mm  wron^ ; 
And  wilde  and  desert  woocfe  bredde  thee  to  life. 
But  canst  thon  •hope  to  scape  my  jost  reiaenge ; 
Or  that  these  hamn  wiM  not  be  wroeke^  on'dieel 
Doest  thon  not  know  that  Ferm^  mother  Kves^ 
That  loved  him  mere  dearly  than  hersetfe*? 
And  «la«h  she  Hve,  and  is  not  veqged  on  thee  f 

18C£NA  SECUNDA. 
GomBO»t7Cy  AnosTug,  £uauLv%  Poiuubz,  Mab- 

Gor6.  Weimarrellmadi  wknttto  thisfingringstay 
Falles  out  so  long;  Barrev  ante  our  ooort^^ 
By  ofder  of  oor  letters,  is  Tetamed; 
Aiid  Eobtilus  woeaved  from  us  bybest^ 
At  his  arrivall  heere,  to  ^e  him  charge 
Before  our  preseaoe  strai^t  to  aoabe  repairey 
And  yet  we  ham  no  wonfe  whereof  lie  stayes. 

Arot.  La  where  he  coamies^  and  £ubukis  with 
him. 

Eld,  Aocopiling  to  5«ar  bighnesae  liest  to  me 
Here  luwe  I  PorrmE  bvoof^  eren  in  such  soit 
As  from  his  weried  horse  he  did  di^it, 
For  tfaatyotir  grace  did  win  sack  bast  thernn. 

Gerh.  We  like  and  praise  thisapedy  wiM  in  you. 
To  worke  the  tfainge  that  lo  yoar<diame  weganre. 
Porrex,  if  we  so  ime  shoeM  ewarva  mm  kmd^ 
Andfrom  those  booodesadndilflweaofnatapeaeti^ 
As  thon  hast  done  by  vile  and  wiwHtihed  deeda 
In  omeli  nrarder  of  J|%  1>rotber^  ^e^ 


«  ^M-^by,  abidi*. 

^  Nor  never  bode  /,  ftc.*«-tod8,  f^om  the  verb  t9  hide*    8« 

J^  Thou  iwvor  eitdki  ike  mffk  ofwommCe  hrett^  &c.-* 

Kec  tibi  diva  parens,  generis  nee  Dardaoas  iinctorf 

Perftde,  sed  doris  gennlt  te  caotihas  honens 

Oaocams,  HyBoansBvieadBonmt  ttbesa  t^gres.    VuLOStk 
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Our  present  band  tould  stay  no  longer  time, ' 
But  straight  should  bathe  this  blade  in  bloud  of 

thee, 
As  Just  revenge  of  thy  detested  crime. 
No ;  we  should  not  offend  the  lawe  of  kinde. 
If  now  this  sword  of  ours  did  slay  thee  here : 
For  thou  hast  murdred  him,  whose  henious  death 
Even  nature's  force  doth  move  us  to  revenge 
By  bloud  againe;  and  justice  forceth  us 
To  measure  death  fcfr  death,  thy  due  desert : 
Yet  sithens  thou  art  our  childe,  and  sidi  as  yet. 
In  this  hard  case  what  worde  thou  canst  alledg^ 
For  thy  defence  by  us  hath  not  bene  heard^ 
We  are  content  to  staye  our  will  for  that 
Which  justice  biddes  us  presently  to  worke ; 
And  geve  thee  leave  to  use  thy  speche  at  full. 
If  ought  thou  have  to  lay  for  thine  excuse. 

For,  Neither,  O  king,  I  can  or  will  denie, 
But  that  this  hand  from  Ferrex  life  hath  reft; 
Which  fiict  bow  much  ray  dolefutl  hart  doth  waile^ 
Oh  would  it  mought  as  full  appeare  tu  sight 
As  inward  griefc  would  poure  it  forth  to  me ; 
So  yet  perhappes  if  ever  ruthefull  hart 
Melting  in  teares  within  a  manly  brest. 
Through  depe  repentance  of  his  bloudy  fact. 
If  ever  griefe,  if  ever  wofull  man 
Might  move  regreite  with  sorrowe  of  his  faulte, 
I  tbinke  the  torment  of  my  moumefull  case 
Knowen  to  your  ^ace,  as  I  do  feele  the  same. 
Would  force  even  wrath  herselfe  to  pitie  me. 
But  as  the  water  troubled  with  the  mudde 
Shewes  not  the  face  which  els  the  eye  should  see; 
Even  so  y6ui^  ireful!  roinde  with  stirred  thought, 
Cannot  so  perfectly  disceme  my  cause : 
But  this  unhappe,  amongst  so  many  happes 
I  must  content  me  with,  most  wretched  man, 
That  to  myselfe  I  must  reserve  my  woe 
In  pining  thoughtes  of  mine  accureed  fact ; 
Since  I  may  not  shewe  my  smallest  griefe, 
Such  as  it  is,  and  as  my  brest  endures, 
Which  I  esteeme  the  greatest  miserie 
Of  aU  miflibappes  that  fortune  now  can  setid. 
Not  that  I  rest  in  hope  with  plaint  and  teares 
To  purchase  life;  for  to  the  Gods  I  clepe  ^' 
For  true  recorde  of  this  my  faithfull  speche. 
Never  this  hart  shall  have  the  thouglitfuU  dread 
To  dye  the  deadi  that  by  your  grace's  dome 
hy  just  desert  shall  be  pronounced  to  me ; 
Nor  never  shall  this  tongue  once  spend  the  speche, 
Pardon  to  crave,  or  seeke  by  sute  to  live : 
I  roeane  not  this  as  though  I  were  not  touchde 
With  care  of  dread  full  death,  or  that  I  helde 
Life  in  contempt;  but  that  I  know,  the  minde 
Stoupes  to  no  dread,  aUhough  the  flesh  be  fraile; 
And  for  my  gilt,  I  yelde  the  same  so  great 


As  in  myselfe  I  find  a  fear  to  sue 
For  graunt  of  life. ' 

Gorb,  In  vaine,  O  wretch,  thou  shewest 
A  wofull  hart ;  Ferrex  now  lyes  in  grave, 
Slaine  by  thy  hand. 

Par.  Yet  this,  O  father,  heare. 
And  then  I  end :  Your  majestic  well  knows, 
That  when  my  brother  Ferrex  and  my  selfe, 
By  your  owne  best  v^ere  joyned  in  govemaunce 
Of  this  your  grace's  realme  of  Brittaiue  land, 
I  never  sought,  nor  travailled  for  the  same ; 
Nor  by  my  seUe,  nor  by  no  frend  I  wrought. 
But  from  your  highoesse  will  alone  it  sproog. 
Of  your  most  gracious  goodness  t)ent  to  me ;    - 
But  how  my  brother's  hart  even  then  repined. 
With  swollen  disdaine  agunst  mine  egall  rule, 
SeeiiiE  that  realme,  whidi  by  discent  Miould  grow 
Wholly  to  him,  allotted  halfe  to  me; 
Even  m  your  highoesse  court  he  now  remaines, 
And  with  my  brother  then  in  nearest  place 
Who  can  recorde;  what  proofe  therof  was  shewde. 
And  liow  my  brother's  envious  hart  appearde : 
Yet  I  that  judged  it  m;^  parte  to  seeke 
His  favour  and  good  will,  and  loth  to  make 
Your  highoesse  know  the  thing  which  should  have 

brought 
Grief  to  your  grace,  and  your  offence  to  him. 
Hoping  my  earnest  sute  should  soiie  have  wotine 
A  Joving  hart  within  a  brother's  brest, 
Wrought  in  that  sort,  that,  for  a  pledge  of  love 
And  faithfull  hart,  he  gave  to  me  bis  hand. 
This  made  me  thinks  that  he  had  bamsht  quite 
All  rancour  from  his  thought,  and  bare  to  me 
Such  bartie  love,  as  I  did  owe  to  him : 
But  afler  once  we  left  your  graces  court. 
And  from  your  highoesse  presence  lived  apart. 
This  egali  rule  still,  sdll,  did  grudge  hiui  so. 
That  now  those  envious  tparkes  which  erst  lay 

raked 
In  living  cinders  of  dissembling  brest, 
Kindled  so  farre  within  his  liart  disdaine. 
That  longer  could  he  not  refr&ine  from  proofe 
Of  secrete  practise  to  deprive  use  life 
Bv  poyson's  force,  and  had  bereft  me  soy 
If  mine  owne  servant  hired  to  this  fact, 
And  moved  by  trouth  with  to  work  the  samey  ' 
In  time  had  not  bewrayed  it  unto  me. 
Whan  thus  I  sawe  the  knot  of  love  unknitte. 
All  honest  league  and  faithfull  promise  brok^ 
The  law  of  kinde  and  trouth  thus  rent- in  twame. 
His  hart  on  misdiiefe  let^  and  in  his  brest 
Black  treason  hid ;  then,  then  did  I  despeire 
That  ever  time  could  wipne  him  frend  to  me, 
3°  Thon  saw  I  how  he  smiled  with  slaying  knife 
Wrapped  under  doke,  then  saw  I  depe  deceite 


*«Icfcpe— Icall. 

^  Then  taw  I  how  he  tmiled  wUh  tlmfing  knifo 
Wrapped  under  cMfte— This  image  is  from  Cliaiicer*s  JbiigW$  Tale^  ▼.  8960.  Tyrwhitt's  EdHlon  i 

«<  Tlic  smiler  with  the  kniFviider  the  doke.^ 


Skt:il^ll.i.B.^ 
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Inkt  \m  his  face,  and  death  prepared  for  me ; 
£vcB  natore  moved  me  then  to  bohte  my  life 
Hon  deare  to  me  UieD  hifl,  and  bad  this  hand, 
(Since  by  his  life  niy  death  must  oedes  eDSue, 
/lad  hj  tits  death  my  life  mote  be  preserved,) 
To  abed  his  blotid,  and  seeke  my  safetie  so, 
Aad  wtadotne  wiUed  me  wtthoat  protract,'' 
la  ipaadie  wise,  to  pot  the  same  m  ure.  '^ 
This  have  I  tolde  the  cause  that  moved  me 
To  worke  my  brodier*s  death,  and  so  I  yeld 
My  life,  my  deatb»  to  jodgement  of  your  grace. 

Gorft.  Oh  cruell  wlglit,  should  any  cause  prcvailc 
To  maAse  thecrstaine  thy  bands  with  brother's  bloud? 
Bat  what  of  thee  we  will  resolve  to  doe, 
SbaU  yet  remaine  ooknowen.  Thou  in  the  meane 
Shalt  from  our  royall  presence  banisht  be, 
Uatill  our  princely  pk»sure  furder  shall 
To  thee  be  shewed.    Depart  therefore  oar  ught, 
Accursed  diilde.    What  cruel  destenie, 
What  frewttrd  fate,  hath  sorted  us  this  chaunce;^' 
That  even  in  those,  where  we  should  comfort  find, 
'  VThere  our  delight  now  in  our  aged  dayes  ' 
Sfaoold  rest  and  be,  even  there  our  onW  griefe 
Astd  depest  sorrowes  to  abridge  our  life, 
Most  pyning  cares  and  deadly  thouglits  do  grow  ? 

^roc  Your  grace  should  now  in  these  grave 
yeresof  jTonrs 
Have  feoiid  ere  this  the  price  of  mortall  joyesi 
Sow  short  they  be,  how  fading  here  in  eartn. 
How  fall  of  change,  how  brittle  our  estate, 
Of  nothins  sure,  save  onelv  of  the  death, 
To  whom  Doth  man  and  all  the  world  doth  owe 
Their  end  at  last ;  neither  should  nature's  power 
Ib  ather  sorte  against  your  hart  prevaile, 
Then  as  the  naked  hand,  whose  stroke  assayes 
Iheafmed  brest  where  force  doth  light  in  vaine. 

Gari.  Many  can  yelderight  sage  and  grave  advice 
Of  patient  ^mte  to  others  wrapped  in  woe. 
And  can  in  speche  both  role  i^nd  conqoere  kinde, 
Whoy  if  by  proofe  they  might  feele  nature's  force, 
Would  shew  diemsehes  men  as  they  are  indede. 
Which  DOW  wil  needes  be  gods :  but  what  doth 


The  sory  chere  of  her  that  here  doth  come  ? 

J/«r.  Oh  where  is  rothe?  or  where  is  pitie  now? 
Whither  is  gentle  hart  and  mercy  fled  r 
Are  they  exiled  out  of  our  stony  brestes, 
Newer  to  make  retume  ?  is  all  the  world 
I>ra«med  in  bloud,  and  soncke  in  crueltie  ? 
If  BOt  in  women  mercy  may  be  found. 
If  not,  alas !  widiin  the  mother's  brest 
To  her  owne  childe^  to  her  owne  flesh  and  bloud; 


If  rathe  be  banished  thence,  if  pi  do  there 
May  have  no  place,  if  there  no  gentle  hart 
Do  live  and  dwell,  where  should  we  seeke  it  then? 

Oorb,  Madame,  alas !  what  meanea  your  wo- 
fulltale? 

Afar.  O  silly  woman  I !  why  to  this  houre 
Have  kinde  and  fortune  thus  deferred  ray  breath. 
That  I  should  live  to  see  this  dolefull  day? 
Will  ever  wi^ht  beleve  that  such  hard  hart 
Could  rest  within  the  cruell  mother's  brest. 
With  her  owne  hand  to  slaye  her  onely  sonne  ? 
But  out,  alas !  these  e^es  bebelde  the  same, 
They  saw  the  driery  sight,  and  are  become 
Most  ruthefuU  recordes  of  the  bloody  fact. 
Porrex,  alas !  is  by  his  mother  sbiine. 
And  with  her  hand  a  wofull  thing  to  tell, 
While  slurabring  on  his  carefull  &d  he  restes, 
His  hart  stabde  in  with  knife  is  reft  of  life. 

Gorb,  O  Eubulus,  oh  draw  this  sword  of  ours. 
And  pearce  this  hart  with  speed !  O  hatefuUlidit, 
O  loathsome  life,  O  sweete  and  welcome  death, 
Doare  Eubulus,  worke  this  we  thee  besech  ! 

Euh.  Pacient,  your  grace,  '♦  perhappes  he  liveth 
yet. 
With  wound  receaved,  hot  not  of  certaine  death. 

Gorb,  O  let  us  then  repayre  unto  the  place. 
And  see  if  Porrex  live,  or  thos  he  slaine. 

Mar.  Alas,  he  liveth  not,  it  is  to  true, 
Tliat  with  these  eyes,  of  him  a  pereless  prince,  . 
Sonne  to  a  king,  and  in  the  flower  of  youth. 
Even  with  a  twinke,^'  a  scnselesse  stocke  I  saw. 

Jros,  O  damned  deede ! 

Mar,  But  heare  hys  ruthefuU  end. 
The  noble  prince,  pearst  with  the  sodeine  wound, 
Out  of  his  wretched  slumber  hastely  start. 
Whoso  strength  now  fayliog  straight  he  over- 
threw. 
When  in  the  fall  his  eyes  even  now  unclosed 
Behelde  the  qucene,  and  cryed  to  her  for  heipe; 
We  then,  alas,  the  ladies  which  that  time 
^  Did  there  attend,  seing  that  heynous  deedc, 
And  hearing  him  oft  call  the  wretched  name- 
Of  mother,  and  to  crye  to  her  for  aide, 
Who^ie  direful!  hand  gave  him  the  mortall  wound, 
Pitying,  alas  !  (for  nought  els  could  we  do) 
His  ruthcfiill  end,  ramie  to  the  wofull  b^dde, 
Dispovled  straight  his  brest,  and  all  we  might 
Wiped  in  vaine  with  napkins  next  at  hand. 
The  sodeine  streames  of  blood  that  flushed  fast 
Out  of  the  gaping  wound :  O  what  a  looke, 
O  what  a  ruthefuU  stedfast  eye  me  thoudit 
He  fixt  upon  my  face,  which  to  my  death 


»■  Rr9ermei'-4,  e.  delay.    8.  5»  CTre— See  p,  28. 

*>  Urted  MB  this  cMmmce-^  e,  chosen  oat  for  as.    S. 

*♦  PmOtrntf  $mr  gr0»-^com]f<»e  yourself.    This  verb  U  used  in  TUm  JudronUmtt  A.  1.  S. 

PatUtU  ymutdf^  madam,  and  pardon  me. 

See  ather  faataocea  in  Mr  Steevnis*!  note  on  this  passage. 

^  B9m  wUh  a  teMe»— <•  «•  t^e  twinUing  of  an  e>e.    See  The  Taming  o/thg  Shrem,    S. 
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^ill  newc  part  from  qm^  whtn  with  a  b^^lle  ^^ 
A  deepe  fet  fdg|i^'  he  gaTr^and  therewitball 
Clasping  his  baodes,  to  neavcn  he  castt  his  siehty. 
And  straight  pale  death  pressing,  within  his  wse 
The  flying  ghost  his  mortall  corpes  focsooke. 

Arot,  Never  did  age  bring.fbrth  aovile  a  fact. 

Mar.  O  hard  and  cruel  happe^  that  thus  as- 
sigped 
Unto  so.  w<Mthjr  wi^^t  so  wretched  end : 
But  most  hard  crueil  hart  that  could  conseat 
Ta  lend  the  hatefull  destenies  that  hand^ 
Bj  which,  alaSk  so  heynous  crime  was  wrou|jbt 
O  queen  of  adamant,  O  marble  brest^ 
If  not  the  favour  of  his  comely  face, 
If  not  his  princely  chere  and  countenancei 
His  valiant  active  armes»  his  manly  bres^ 
If  not  his  faire  and  seemely  personage, 
His  noble  Hmmes  in  such  proportion  cast. 
As.  would  have  warpta  siUie  woman's  thought; 
If  tliis  mought  not  have  moved  thy  bloodie  hart, 
And  that  most  crueil  hand  the  wretched  weapoa 
Even  to  let  fall,  and  kiste  him  in  the  face, 
With  teares  for  ruthe  to  reave  such  ooe  by  deali) ; 
Should  nature  yet  consent  to  slay  her  sonne  ? 
O  mother,  thou  to  murder  thus  thy  dulde  ! 
Even  Jove  with  justice  must  with  ughtningfianses 
From  heaven  send  downe  some  strangs  revenge 

on  thee. 
Ah,  noble  prince,  how  oft  have  I  befaelde 
Thee  mounted  on  th^  fierce  and  trampling  stedi^ 
8hinjne  in  armour  bright  before  the  tii^ 
^*  And  with  thy  mistresse  sieve  tied  on  thy  helme, 
And  charge  thy  stafie,  to  please  thy  ladies  eye, 
That  bowed  the  head  peece  of  thy  frendly  foe ! 
How  oft  in  armes  on  horse  to  bend  the  mace, 
How  oft  in  armes  on  foot  to  breake  the  sworde, 
Which  never  now  these  eyes  may  see  againe ! 

Arou  Madame,  ala^  in  vaine  these  plaints  are 
shed; 
Rather  with  ne  depart  and  helpe  to  swa^e 
The  thoughtfull  griefes  that  in  tii9  ag^  kmg 


Must  oeedos  by  natiuajivove  by  deatli 
His  onely  sonne,  whome  he  did  noJde  i 


death  of  thia 
aodeartw 
Jlofv  'What  wight  is  thaCjshich  sawe  that  I 
did  s^ 

And  QOttld  refraioe  to  wailewith  plaiot  andtearw? 
Not  I,,  alas,  tbatbart  is  notin  me; 
i  But  let  tts  g0y  fisn  I  an  greined  aoewN^ 

To  calFto  minde  thtt  wretched  father^s  wo^ 

s 

CH0RX78. 

When  gredy  lust  in  royalL  aeate  to  reigne 
Hath  seft  aU'care  of  goddes  and  eke  of  men ;. 
And  cniell  hart^  wrath,  treason^  and  disdaine^ 
Within  ambicious  brest  are  lodged ;  then 
Beholde.  how  mischiefe  wide  her  seJfe  displayei^ 
And  witht  the  brother's  hand  the  brother  slayes. 

When  hloud  thus  sheddotli  staise  the  heavens 
faoe^ 
Crying  to  Jove  for  vengeance  of  the  deede» 
The  migbtie  God  even  moved)  from  his  place 
With  vrntk  to  wieke^  then  sendes  he  foith  witli 

spsde 
The  dreadiull  furies^  dau|;hters  of  thie  ni^lit. 
With  serpentas.girt,  carying  the  whip  of  ire^  ^ 
With  heaoQ  of  stinging  snakes,  and  snining  brkbt 
With  flames  and  hloud,  and  with  a  brand  of  ve : 
These  for  revenge  of  wretched  murder  dune, 
Do  make  the  mother  kill  her  onely  sonne. 
i    Blood  asketh  blood,  and  death  must  death  re* 
^  quite: 

Jove  bv  his  just  and  everlastii^  dome 
Justly  bath  ever  so  reqnited  it 
This  times  before  recorde,  and  time»to  oome^    . 
Shall  finde  it  true^  and  so  doth  present  proofo 
Present  before  our  eyes  for  our  behoofo. 

O  happy  wight,  that  sufifors  not  the  snare 
Of  murderous  mmde  to  tai^e  him  in  blood* 
And  happy  he  that  can  in  tune  beware 
By  others  hacmeE^  and  turne  it  to  bis  good. 
But  wo  to  him  that,  foaring  not  to  ofiend,. 
Doth  serve  his  lust,  and  wm  not  see  the  end. 


The  Order  and  SiaKiFicATioN  of  the  Somine  Shewe  before  the  Fifth  Act» 


Fint  the  drcmmm  andfluites  began  to  toundf  durmg  which  there  came  forth  upon  the  stage  a  i 
pony  ef  kargabu$ier$  and  of  armed  men  all  in  order  of  battaile.     These^  after  their  peecet  dtMchar' 
gadf  akd  that  the  armed  men  had  three  timet  marched  about  the  ttuge,  departed^  and  then  the  dramr- 


'^  fFien  with  a  braide-^  braide  was  a  start  or  a  motion  of  the  head»  occasioned  by  pain,  i 
•flright    It  is  a  word  iwed  by  Chaucer,  in  The  Legende  of  Dido,  ver.  239  :    « 
**  This  noble  queue  unto  her  rest  ywent, 
'  She  sighed  sore,  and  gon  herself  to  toorment, 
She  wallceth,  walowetb,  and  made  many  braied 
As  doen  tiiese  lovers,  as  I  have  herd  said.** 
ScMia's  /ssAv,  p.  10.    "  The  woman,.heing  afkaid,  gave  a  braid  with  her  head,  and  ran  ber  away." 


^^A  dmppfit  ^f  *— <. «.  a  deep-fetched  sigh. 

'•  And  with  th^  miMriiss  tfeae  tied  Qn  thy  helme^Ste  HaU*s  Chrtmiah^ 


See  also  Tr9itm  and  Cfmid0^ 
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ma  andJluUi  did  cease.  Hereby  wat  tlgnified  tumulU^  rehelliont,  armeSf  and  ehil  warres,  iofoU 
lam^  as  fell  m  the  realme  if  Great  ^rittayne,  which^  by  the  space  qffiftie  yeares  and  mere^  conii- 
mued  in  civiU  warre  betwene  the  nobiUtie  after  the  death  of  king  GorkoduCy  and  of  his  issues,  for 
sfont  cfccrtayfne  limitacian  in  succession  cfthe  crewnCf  tUl  the  time  ofDunwallo  MolnhftiuSi  who 
reduced  the  land  to  monarchic, 

ACTUS  QUINTUa    SC?ENA  PJUMA. 


ClOTTK,  MaNDVI^  CwENARt),  FCRGUSy 
EVBULVS. 

Chi.  Did  ever  ageing  forth  sach  tyrant  harts  f 
The  brother  hatli  bereft  the  brother^s  life ; 
The  mother  she  hath  dyed  her  cmcll  handes 
In  bkmd  of  her  owne  soune ;  and  now  nt  laat 
The  peoj^  loe  forgetting  trouth  and  luve, 
-Cooteniidng  quite  both  law  and  Iq^all  hart, 
Efcn  they  have  shune  their  aovemigne  lord  and 

oueene.  •      ^ 

Hon.  Shall  this  their  traitorous  crime  unpu* 

nished  rest  ? 
Even  jet  they  cease  n6t,  car3red  on  with  Yage, 
lo  dieir  rebellioas  routes,  to  threaten  stiH 
A  new  bloud  shed  unto  the  prince's  kinne 
To  slay  them  all,  and  to  uproote  the  race 
Both  of  the  king  aud  oueene,  so  are  they  moved 
With  Porrcx  death,  wherin  they  faW?  charge 
The  gMtlesse  king  wrtliont  desert  at  all ; 
And  traitorously  have  murdered  him  therfore. 
And  eke  the  oueene. 

Gwen.  Shah  subjectes  dare  with  force 
To  worke  revenge  upon  their  princes  fact  ? 
^dmit  tlie  worst  that  may,  as  sure  in  this 
rHie  deede  was  fowle,  the  queene  to  slaye  her 

soane: 
Shall  yet  the  subject  aeeke  to  take  the  sworde  f 
Arise  agayust  his  lord,  and  slaye  his  king  ? 

0  wretched  state,  where  those  rebellious  hartes 
Are  not  rent  out  even  from  their  living  brcastes. 
And  with  the  body  throwen  unto  the  foules, 

As  carrion  foodc,  tor  terrour  of  the  rest ! 

Fer.  Tliere  can  no  punishment  be  thought  to 
great 
For  tfits  so  grevous  cryme,  let  spede  dierefore 
Be  oted  therein,  for  it  beboveth  so. 

Eub.  Ye  all,  my  lordes,  I  see  consent  in  one, 
And  I  as  one  consent  with  ye  in  all : 

1  bolde  it  nu)re  then  neede,  with  sharpest  law 
To  punish  their  tumultuous  bloudy  rage ; 

For  jiothing  more  may  shake  the  common  state, 
Than  sufferance  of  uproares  without  redresse, 
Wbcrbj  how  some  kmgdomes  of  mightie  power, 
A/ter  great  conquestes  made,  and  llorishing 
In  hsae  and  wealth,  have  ben  to  mine  brought; ' 
I  pray  to  Jovt^  that  wo  may  rather  wayle 
Mcfa  nappe  in  tbem,  then  witnesse  in  ourselves. 
£ke  folly  with  the  duke  my  minde  agrees, 


"  '^  That  no  cause  serves,  whereby  the  subject  may 
"  Call  to  account  the  dooinges  of  his  prince ; 
^  Much  lesse  in  blood  by  swoord  to  woorke  re- 
venge; 
**  No  more  then  may  tlie  hand  cut  of  the  head. 
^  In  acte  nor  speech,  no  not  in  secret  thought, 
**  The  subject  may  rebell  against  his  lord, 
^  Or  judge  of  him  that  sits  in  CesaKs  seate, 
"  With  grudging  minde  todamne  those  he  mislikes.** 
Though  kinges  forget  to  goveme  as  they  ought, 
Yet  subjectes  must  obey  as  they  are  bounde. 
But  now,  my  lordes,  before  ye  forder  wade. 
Or  spend  your  speach,  what  sbarpe  revenge  shall 

fall, 
By  justice  plague  on  these  rebellions  wightes? 
Me  thinkes  ye  ratlier  should  first  search  the  way 
By  which  in  time  the  rage  of  this  uproare 
Mouglit  be  repressed,  and  these  great  tomulks 

ceased. 
Even  yet  the  life  of  (A  Brittayne  land  doth  hang, 
Intraitours  bahunce  6f  unegali  weighjt. 
Thinke  not,  my  lordes,  the  death  of  Gorhoduc, 
Nor  yet  Videna's  bloud  will  cease  their  rage : 
Evenourowue  lyves,  our  wives,  and  children  deare. 
Our  countrcy  dearest  of  all,  in  daunger  stnndesi 
Now  to  be  spoiled,  now,  now  made  desolate. 
And  by  ouriielves  a  conquest  to  ensue  t 
For  geve  once  swey  unto  the  people's  iustes^ 
To  rush  forth  on,  and  stay  them  not  in  time. 
And  as  the  streame  that  rowleth  downe  the  hyll, 
So  will  they  headlong  ronne  with  raging  thoughtA 
From  bloud  to  bloud,  from  mischiefe  unto  moe, 
To  ruine  of  the  realme,  themselves,  and  all. 
So  giddy  are  the  common  people's  mindes, 
So  glad  of  chaunge,  more  wavering^  than  the  sea. 
Ye  see,  my  lordes,  wliat  strength  these  rebelles 

have, 
Wliat  bogie  nombre  is  assembled  still. 
For  though  the  traiterous  Aict  for  which  they  rose 
Be  wrought  and  done,  yet  lodge  they  still  in  field; 
So  that  how  farre  their  furies  yet  will  stretch 
Great  cans  we  have  to  dreadc;  that  we  may  seeko 
By  present  bnttaile  to  represse  their  power, 
Speede  must  we  use  to  levie  force  therfore. 
For  either  they  forthwith  will  mischiefe  worke. 
Or  their  rebellious  roares  forthwith  will  cease : 
These  violent  thinges  may  have  no  lasting  long« 
Jjet  us  therfore  use  this  for  present  heipe ; 
Perswade  by  gentle  speach,  aud  o0rc  gn^cQ 


^  Tkat  AM  eauu  serves^  See. — This  and  (he  lines  fhllowing  narked  with  cpmtnai  are  wp^ly  to  he  found  i« 
the  fparioas  editinff  pf  ^bi*  play. 
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With  sift  of  pardon  save  unto  the  chiefe; 
And  that  upon  condicion  that  forthwith 
They  yelde  the  captaines  of  their  enterprise^ 
To  beare  such  guerdon  ^  of  their  traiterous  fact 
As  may  be  both  due  vengeance  to  themselves, 
And  hoisome  terrour  to  posteridc. 
This  shall  I  tliinke,  scatter  the  greatest  parte. 
That  now  are  holdeo  with  desire  of  home, 
Weried  in  field  with  cold  of  winter's  nightes. 
And  some,  no  doubt,  striken  with  dread  of  law. 
Whan  this  is  once  proclamed,  it  shall  make 
The  captaines  to  mistrust  the  multitude,  ^ 

Whose  safetie  biddes  them  to  betray  their  heads, 
And  so  much  more  bycause  the  rascall  routes, 
In  thinges  of  great  and  perillous  attemptes, 
Are  never  trustie  to  the  noble  race. 
And  while  we  treate  and  stand  on  termes  of  ^race^ 
We  shall  both  stay  their  furies  rage  the  while. 
And  eke  gaioe  time,  whose  Onely  helpe  sufficeth 
Witbouten  warre  to  vanquish  rebelles  power. 
In  the  meane  while,  make  you  in  redyness 
Such  band  of  horsemen  as  ye  may  prepare : 
Horsemen,  you  kno,  are  not  the  commons  strength. 
But  are  the  force  and  store  of  noble  men, 
Wherbv  the  unchosen  and  unarmed  sorc^' 
Of  skillesse  rebelles,  whome  none  other  power. 
But  nombre  makes  to  be  of  dreadfuU  force. 
With  sodeyne  brunt  nuly  quickely  be  opprcst; 
And  if  this  gentle  meane  of  proTOred  grace 
With  stubborne  heartes  cannot  so  farre  avayle 
'  As  to  asswage  their  desperate  courages; 
Then  do  I  wish  such  slaughter  to  be  made. 
As  present  age  and  eke  posteritie 
May  be  adrad  ^  with  horrour  of  revenge. 
That  Justly  then  shall  oii  these  rebelles  fall : 
This  IS,  my  lord,  the  summe  of  mine  advise. 

Clot.  Neither  this  case  admittes  debate  at  lai^: 
And  though  it  did,  this  speach  that  hath  ben  sayd 
Hath  welFa  bridged  the  tale  I  would  have  tolde. 
fully  witli  Eubulus  do  I  consent 
In  all  that  he  hath  sayde ;  and  if  the  same 
To  ^ou,  loy  lordes,  may  seeme  for  best  advise, 
J  wish  that  it  should  streight  be  put  in  ure. 

Mand,  My  lordes,  then  let  us  presently  depart. 
And  follow  \his  that  liketh*^  us  so  well. 

Fer..  If  ever  time  to  gaine  a  kingdome  liere 
Were  of)Ved  man,  now  it  is  ofired  me : 
The  realme  U  reft  both  of  their  king  and  queene. 
The  offspring  of  the  prince  is  slaine  and  dead, 
No  issue  now  remaines,  the  jteire  unknowen, 
'Vhe  people  are  in  armes  and  mutynies. 
The  nobles  they  are  busied  bow  to  cease 
These  ^r^t  rebellious  tumoltes  and  uproares. 
And  Bnttayne  land  aow  desert  left  alone 


Amyd  these  broyles  uocertayn  where  to  res^ 
Offers  herselfe  unto  that  noble  hart 
That  will  or  dare  pursue  to  beare  her  crowns : 
Shall  I,  that  am  the  duke  of  Albanve, 
Discended  from  that  line  of  noble  blond. 
Which  hath  so  long  flourished  in  worthy  fame 
Of  valiaunt  hartes,  such  as  in  noble  brestes, 
Of  right  should  rest  above  the  baser  sort. 
Refuse  to  adventure  life  to  winne  a  crowne  I 
Whom  shall  I  finde  enemies  that  will  withstand 
My  fact  herein,  if  I  attempt  by  armes 
To  seeke  the  same  now  in  these  times  of  brojIeT 
These  dukes  power  can  hardly  well  appease 
The  people  that  already  are  in  armes. 
But  if  perhappes  m^  force  be  once  in  field. 
Is  not  my  streneth  m  power  above  the  best 
Of  all  these  lordes  now  left  in  Bnttayne  land. 
And  though  they  should  match  me  with  power  of 

men, 
Yet  doubtfull  is  the  channce  of  battailesjoyne<i. 
If  victors  of  the  field  we  may  depart. 
Ours  is  the  scepter  then  of  Great  Brittayne. 
If  slayne  amid  the  playne  this  body  lye. 
Mine  enemies  yet  snail  not  deny  me  this» 
But  that  I  dyed  eeving  the  noble  charge 
To  hazarde  life  for  conquest  of  a  crowne. 
Forthwith  therefore  will  I  in  post  depart 
To  Albanye,  and  raise  in  armour  tliere 
All  power  I  can :  and  here  my  secret  frendeft 
By  secret  practise  shall  solicite  still 
To  seeke  to  wyone  to  me  the  people's  hartes» 

SCENA  SECUNDaT 

Eubulus,  Clotyn,  Mandud,  Owshard, 
Arostus,  Nuntius. 

Euh.  O  Jove,  how  are  these  p^ple's  barts 

abusde  ? 
What  blind  fury  thus  headlong  caries  them  ? 
That  though  so  many  bookes,  so  many  roUea 
Of  aundent  time  recorde  what  grevous  plagues 
Light  on  these  rebelles  aye,  and  though  so  oft 
Tl^ir  eares  have  lieard  their  aged  famers  tell 
What  juste  reward  these  traitours  still  receyve ; 
Yea  though  themselves  have  sene  depe  death  and 

blond 
By  strangling  cord  and  slaughter  of  the  sword 
To  such  assigned,  yet  can  they  not  beware^ 
Yet  can  not  stay  their  lewde  rebellious  handes^ 
But  suffring  loe  fowle  treason  to  distaine 
Their  wretched  myndes,  forget  their  loyall  hart. 
Reject  all  truth,  and  rise  against  their  prince^ 
A  ruthefi41  casei  that  those  whom  duties  bond. 


♦°  Gwrdan — reward. 

^'  LI|cAofsn  and  unarmed  tori — moUitude.  * 

^  May  be  adrad^Adrad  is  the  participle  passive  of  adredey  afraid.    S. — So,  in  Erasmos's  Praiie  of 
FolU^  1649,  Si^n.  R  4 ;  **~lyke  as  great  prioces  have  wysemeti  in  jelousie  and  suspicion,  as  Julih^  CfBiar 
Ittd  Brutos  and  also  ^anlns^  whereas  he  n^thin^  helde  bymselfe  odradde  of  dnmken  Mark  Anthony.^r 
Z«tX:e/^— pleasetb. ' 


^ItJX^ll-l.^.^ 


FfiRftEX  AND  PORREX. 


4» 


^WVjm  gmf^ed  law,  by  nature,  troth  nnd  faith 
Boosd  to  Dreserve  their  countrej  and  their  king, 
Borne  to  defend  thi^r  common  wealth  and  prince, 
&«i  diey  should  geve  consent  thus  to  subvert 
Thee  Biittahie  land,  and  from  thy  wombe  should 

'  bring, 
O  Bslive  soiVe,  thoate  that  will  needs  destroy 
ilad  niyme  thee  and  eke  themselves  in  fine : 
For  lo,  when  once  the  duke  had  o(fred  grace 
Of  pardon  sweete,  (the  multitude  misleode 
Bf  tndterous  fraude  of  their  ungracious  heades,) 
ChMt  9Qit  that  saw  the  dangerous  successe 
Of  stnbbome  standing  in  rebellious  warre, 
And  koew  the  difference  of  princes  power. 
From  bemdlesse  nombre  of  tumultuons  routes, 
WhocB  coRunon  countries  care  and  private  feare 
Tan^t  to  repent  the  errour  of  their  ra^ 
Layde  hands  upon  the  captaines  of  their  band, 
Aiid  brooght  them  hound  onto  the  mi^ttie  dukes. 
And  other  sort,  not  trusting  yet  so  well 
The  trath  of  pardon,  or  mistrusting  more 
Their  owne  offence  than  that  thej  could  conceive 
Swe  hope  of  pardon  for  so  foule  misdede, 
Or  for  ttiat  they  their  captaines  could  not  yeld, 
Who  fearioc  to  be  yelded  fied  before, 
SnJe  home  by  silence  of  the  secret  night 
ne  third  unhappy  and  enraged  sort 
Of  desperate  hartes,  who  stained  in  princes  bloud, 
from  trmyteroos  fwour  could  not  he  withdrawen 
By  lore,  by  law,  by  grace,  ne  yet  by  feare, 
m  proffered  life,  ne  yet  by  threatened  death, 
WiQi  mindes  hopelesse  of  ufe,  dreadlesse  of  death, 
Carelease  of  countrey,  and  awelesse  of  God, 
StDode  beot  to  fight  as  furies  did  them  move 
With  Tiolent  death  to  close  their  traiterous  life : 
These  all  by  power  of  horsemen  were  opprest, 
Aad  with  revenging  sworde  slayne  in  the  field. 
Or  with  the  stnm^ng  cord  hangd  on  the  tree, 
Where  yet  the  caryen  carcases  do  preach 
The  fhiites  that  rebelles  reape  of  ineir  nproares, 
And  of  the  murder  of  their  sacred  prince. 
Bat  loe,  where  do  approche  the  noble  dukes, 
By  wfacmi  diese  tumults  have  ben  thus  appeasde. 
Chi,  I  thinke  the  world  will  now  at  length  be- 
ware. 
And  feare  to  put  on  armes  agaynst  their  prince. 
Man,  If  not,  those  trayterous  hartes  Umt  dare 
rdiell, 
Let  them  beholde  the  wide  and  bogie  fieldes 
With  blood  and  bodies ^ead  of  rebelles slayne; 
The  iofty  trees  clothed  with  corpses  dead. 
That  strangled  with  the  cord  do  bang  thereon. 

ilrot.  A  just  rewarde,  such  as  all  times  before 
Have  ever  totted  to  those  wretched  folkes. 
Gven.  Bat  what  meanes  he  that  commeth  here 

so  fast? 
Aim.  My  lordes,  as  dude  ami  my  trouth  doth 
move. 


And  of  my  countrey  worke  a  care  in  me. 
That  if  the  spending  of  my  breath  availed 
To  do  the  service  that  my  hart  desires, 
I  would  not  sbunne  to  im brace  a  present  death, 
So  have  I  now  in  that  wherein  I  thought 
My  travayle  mought  performe  some  good  effect 
Ventred  my  life  to  bring  these  tydings  here. 
Fergus,  the  roightie  duke  of  Albanye, 
Is  nowe  in  armes,  and  lodgeth  in  the  fielde 
With  twentie  thousand  men,  hetlier  he  bendes 
Hisspedy  march,  and  mindes  to  invade  the  erowne^ 
Dayiy  he  ^thereth  strength,  and  spreads  abrodei 
That  to  tins  realme  no  certaine  heire  remaincs. 
That  Brittayne  land  is  left  without  a  guide, 
That  he  the  scepter  seekes,  for  nothing  els 
But  to  preserve  the  people  and  the  land 
Which  now  remaioe  as  shippe  without  a  steme  :♦♦ 
Loe  this  fs  that  which  I  have  tiere  to  say. 

Clot,  Is  this  hb  fayth  ?  and  sbalUie  falsely  thus 
Abuse  the  vauntage  of  unhappie  times? 
O  wretched  land,  if  his  outragious  pride. 
His  cruell  and  unlempred  wilfulnesso. 
His  deepe  dissembling,  shewee  of  false  pretence. 
Should  once  attaine  the  crowne  of  Brittaine  land. 
Let  us,  my  lordes,  with  timely  force  resist 
The  new  attempt  of  this  our  common  foe. 
As  we  would  l)uench  the  flames  of  common  fire. 

Man,  Though  we  remaine  without  a  certaia 
prince 
To  weld  the  realm,  or  guide  the-wandring  role, 
Yet  now  tlte  common  rooth^  of  us  all. 
Our.  native  land,  our  countrly  that  conteines 
Our  wives,  children,  kindred,  ourselves,  and  all 
That  ever  is  or  may  be  deare  to  roan, 
Cries  unto  tis  to  belpe  ourselves  and  hers 
Let  us  advaunce  our  powers  to  represse 
This  growing  foe  of  all  our  liberties. 

Gwen,  Yea  let  us  so,  my  lordesi  with  hasty 
speede: 
And  ye,  O  goddes,  send  ns  the  welcome  death, 
To  shed  our  bloud  in  field,  and  leave  us  not 
In  lotbesome  life  to  lenger  out  our  dayes, 
To  see  the  hugie  beapes  of  these  unhappes^ 
That  now  roll  downe  upon  the  vi  retched  land. 
Where  emptie  place  of  princely  governaunce. 
No  certaine  stay  now  left  of  doubtlesse  heire^ 
Thus  leave  this  guidelesse  reahne  an  open  pray 
To  endlesse  stormes  and  waste  of  civttl  tvarre. 

Aros,  That  ye,  my  lordes,  do  so  agree  in  ooe 
To  save  your  countrey  from  die  violent  reigne 
And  wrongfully  usurped  tyrannie  , 

Of  him  that  threatens  conquest  of  yoo  all. 
To  save  your  realme,  and  in  this  realme  yoorselvet 
From  forreine  thraldooK)  of  so  proud  a  prince. 
Much  do  I  prayse ;  and  I  besech  the  goddes 
With  happy  honour  to  requite  it  you. 
But  O,  my  lords,  sith  now  the  heavens  wrath 
Hath  reft  this  lande  the  issue  of  their  prince ; 

/ 


^  JVithoni  a  9kmp--'A  steme  wa;  the  antient  te  n  for  the  rudder.    See  King  Hmrjf  K    S. 
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Sith  of  the  iiofiy  o/j^)r  late  tcnrerai^ie  lorde 
Itcmainea  no*  Hioe^  since  the  yong  kinges  be  siaine^ 
Ancf  oftde  tKfe  of  di9cended  crowne, 
Und^l^iiHy  the  diverse  mindes  do  tliinke 
£v^  of  the  learned  sort,  and  more  uocertaiolj 
Will  parciall  faiicie  and  affection  deeme : 
But  most  uncertainly  will  climbing  pride 
>Vnd  hope  of  reigne  withdraw  to  sundry  partes 
The  dottbtfull  right  nod  hopefull  lust  to  reigne : 
When  once  this  noble  service  is  atchieved» 
For  Brittaioc  land,  the  mother  of  ye  all. 
When  once  ye  have  with  armed  force  represt, 
,  The  proude  atteraptes  of  tJiis  Albanian  prince. 
That  threatens  thraldome  to  your  native  land, 
When  ye  shall  vanquishers  retume  from  6eldy 
And  fmd  the  princely  state  an  open  pray, 
Tb  greedie  lust  and  to  usurping  power; 
Then,  then,  roy.lordes,  if  ever  kindly  care  I 

()f  auncient  honour  of  your  auncestcra,  I 

Of  present  wealth  and  ni^Iesse  of  your  stocked | 
Yea  of  the  lives  and  safetie  yet  to  come  ! 

Of  your  deare  wives,  vour  children,  and  yourselves^ 
]V|tght  move  your  noble  hartes  with  gentle  ruth,  ^ 
Tlien,  then  have  pitie  on  the  torne  estate, 
Then  hdpe  to  salve  the  wel  neare  hopelesse  sore : 
Which  ye  sliall  6a,  if  ye  yourselves  withholde 
The  slaying  knife  from  yourownemoiher'^throate, 
Ilcr  shall,  yon  save,  and  you  and  yours  in  her, 
If  ye  shall  all  with  one  assent  forheare 
Oiipe  to  lay  hand,  or  take  unto  yourselves, 
The  crowne  by  colour  of  pretended  right ; 
Or  by  what  other  meftnes  so  ever  it  be. 
Till  first  by  common  coiinsell  of  you  all 
In  parliament,  the  reggll  diadcroe 
fie  set  in  ccrtaine  place  of  governaunce. 
In  which  your  parltanient  and  in  your  choise, 
Frefcrrc  the  right,  my  lordes,  without^'  respect 
Of  strength  or  fremJes,  or  whatsoever  cause 
That  may  set  forward  any  others  part, 
For  right  will  last,  and  wrong  can  not  endure. 
Right  fneaae  I  his  or  hers,  upon  whose  name 
The  people  rest,  by  meane  of  native  line. 
Or  by  the  vertue  oiF  some  former  lawc^ 
AlreMy  made  their  title  to  advaonce : 
Such  one,  my  lordes,  let  be  your  chosen  kin^ 
Such  one  so  borne  within  yonr  native  land, 
Such  one  preferre,  and  in  iko  wise  admitte^ 
The  heavief  yoke  of  Airreifeie  governance : 
Let  forreine  titles  yield  to  publike  wealth. 
And  with  d»t  hart  wherewith  ye  now  prepare, 
Thus  to  withstand  the  proude  invading  foe, 
W*kh  thttt  sanae  hart,  my  lordes,  keepe  out  also 
Unnatnroll  tlnnWome  of  strangers  reigne^ 
Ne  Mrffer  yon  against  the  rales  of  kiode, 
Yuop.  mother  hmd  to  serve  a  forreine  prinee. 

Etibl  Loe.bere  the  end  of  Brutus  royaU  line, 
And  lot  tib^  entry  to  the  wofull  wracke^ 
And  otter  roioe  of  this  noble  realme. 
The  royoU  king,  and  eke  hit  sonees  are  slaine, 


No  ruler  restes  within  the  regptll  seate  r 
The  heire  to  whom  the  scepter  longes  unknowen; 
That  to  ecbe  force  of  forreine  princes  power. 
Whom  vauntage  of  your  wretched  state  may  move^ 
By  sodeine  armes  to  gaine  so  riche  a  realme^ 
And  to  the  proud  and  gredie  minde  at  hoine. 
Whom  blinaed  lust  to  reigne  leades  to  aspire^ 
Loe  Brittmne  realme  is  left  an  open  pray^ 
A  present  spoyle  by  conquest  to  ensue. 
Who  seeth  not  now,  how  many  rising  miadet' 
Do  feede  their  thoughts,  with  hope  to  teach  a 

realme? 
And  who  will  not  by  force  attempt  to  winne. 
So  ^at  a  gaine  that  hope  perswades  to  have  ? 
A  simple  colour  shall  for  title  serve. 
Who  winnes  the  royall  crowne  will  want  no  righ^ 
Nor  such  as  shall  display  by  Ions  disceat, 
A  lineall  race  to  prove  him  law&l  king. 
In  the  meane  while  these  civil  armes  shall  rag^ 
And  thus  a  thousand  mischiefes  shall  nnfolde. 
And  farre  and  neare  spread  thee,0  Brittaine  land^ 
All  rij^ht  and  lawe  shall  cease,  and  he  that  had 
Nothing  to-day,  to-morrowe  shall  enjoye 
Great  heapesof  golde,and  he  that  flowed  in  wealthy 
Loe,  he  shall  be  bereft  of  life  and  all ; 
And  happiest  he  that  then  possesseth  least. 
The  wives  shall  suflfer  rape,  the  maides  defloored. 
And  children  fatherlesse  shall  weepe  and  waile : 
With  fire  and  sworde  thy  native  foike  shall  perisbe. 
One  kinsman  shall  bereave  an  others  life^ 
The  father  shall  unwittinj^  slay  the  sonne. 
The  Sonne  shall  slay  the  sire  and  know  it  not ; 
Wom^  and  maides,  the  cruel  souldiers  sword 
Shall  perse  to  death,  and  siliie  children  loe. 
That  playing^  in  the  streetes  and  fieldesare  found. 
By  violent  hand  shall  close  their  latter  day. 
Whpm  shall  Uie  fierce  and  bloudy  souldier 
Ilesf^rve  to  life  ?  whom  shall  he  spare  from  death  ? 
Even  tbou,  O  wretched  mother,  halfe  alive. 
Thou  shalt  beholde  thy  deare  and  only  childe 
Slaine  with  the  sworde,  while  he  yet  suokes  thy 

brcst 
Loe,  giltlesse  blood  shall  thus  ecbe  where  be  died ; 
Thus  shall  the  wasted  sovle  yelde  forth  no  fruite, 
But  dearth  and  famine  shall  possesse  the  land. 
The  townes  shall  be  consumeo,  and  burnt  with  fire; 
The  peopled  cities  shall  waxe  desolate, 
And  thou,  O  Britlaine,  whilome  in  renowne, 
Whilome  in  i^ealth  and  fhme  shalt  thus  be  torae. 
Dismembred  thus,  and  thus  be  rent  in  twame. 
Thus  wasted  and  defaced,  spoyled  and  desto^ed. 
These  be  the  fruites  your  civil!  warres  will  bring. 
Hereto  it  commes  when  kinges  will  not  consent 
To  grave  advise,  but  follow  wilfull  will ; 
This  is  the  end,  when  in  foode  princes  hartes 
Flattery  prevailes,  and  sage  rede  hath  no  place : 
These  are  the  plages  when  murder  is  the  meaDe, 
To  make  new  heires  unto  the  royall  crowne. 
Thus  wrcke  the  Gods  when  that  the  mother's  wrath 


4'  FrilJI«M«— with,  edit.  1670^ 
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Noii^t  but  the  blond  of  her  own  chikle  mat  swage ; 
These  miechiefes  springs  when  rebells  will  arbe. 
To  worke  revenge,  atid  jud|^e  their  prince's  fact, 
Tbis,  this  ensues  when  noble  men  do  faile 
In  loyall  irouth,  and  subfectes  will  be  hinges. 
And  this  doth  growe,  when  Ine  nnto  the  prince, 
Whome  death  or  sodekie  happe  of  life  bereaves, 
No  certaine  hetre  remaines,  such  certain  heire, 
As  not  all  onely  is  the  rightfuU  heire, 
Bat  to  the  realme  is  so  made  knowen  to  be, 
And  trooih  therby  vested  in  subjectes  hartes, 
To  owe  fayth  there,  where  right  is  knowen  to  rest/ 
Aks  in  parliament  what  hope  can  be, 
When  is  of  parliament  no  hope  at  all, 
Wbkfa  though  it  be  assembled  by  consent^ 
Yet  19  not  likely  with  consent  to  end : 
While  eche  one  for  himselfe,  or  for  his  frend, 
A^nst  his  foe,  shall  travaile  what  he  may. 
While  DOW  die  state  left:  open  to  the  man, 
That  shall  with  greatest  force  invade  the  same, 
Shall  fill  ambicious  mindes  with  gaping  hope ; 


When  will  they  once  with  yelding  hartes  agree  } 

Or  in  the  while  how  shall  the  realme  be  used  ? 

No,  no :  then  parliament  should  have  bene  holden. 

And  certaine  heires  appointed  to  the  crownc 

To  staye  the  title  on  established  rights 

And  in  the  people  plant  obedience. 

While  yet  the  prince  did  live,  whose  name  and 

power 
Bjr  lawfall  sommotif  and  aiit!|oritie. 
Might  make  a  parliament  to  be  of  force. 
And  might  have  set  the  state  in  quiet  smy : 
But  now,  O  happie  man,  whom  ^peedie  du^ath 
Deprives  of  life,  ne  is  enforced  to  see 
These  hogie  mischiefes  and  these  miseri^ 
These  civill  warres,  these  murders,  and  these 

wronges. 
Of  justice  yet  must  God  in  fhie  restore. 
This  noble  crowneiinto  the  lawfnll  heire: 
For  right  will  alwayes  live,  and  rise  at  length. 
Bat  wrong  can  never  take  de^  roote  tolatt. 


EDITIONS. 

(1.)  ^  The  Trage^  of  Oorbedac ;  iidiereof  three  Aotet  were  wriftea  by  Thoipat  Norton^  aml> 
the  two  Uste  by  Thomas  Sackvyle.  Stitforthe  vs  the  same  was  shewed  before  the  Queeaes  most 
eicelleat  Mi^^ie,  in  ber  faighn^  coart  of  Whitehall,  the  18  Jan.  1561.  By  the  Gentlemen  of 
Thynner  Temple,  in  London,  Sept  S9,  ita"  Printed  for  William  Griffith/— See  Ameses  2^p0^rcr-^ 
fkical  AniiquitieSt  p.  316. 

This  Editioii  I  have  not  seen.  It  appears  to  be  the  first  spurious  one  complained  of  by  the 
sathors.  ^ 

(1)  **  The  Tragedie  of  Ferrex  and  Porrex.    Setforth  without  addition  or  alteration ;  but  altoge- 
ther as  the  sanie  was  shewed  on  stage  before  the  Queenes  Mmestie  about  nine  yeares  past,  viz.  the 
^    inii  day  of  Janoarie,  1561,  by  the  Gentlemen  of  the  Inner  Temple.    Seen  and  allowed,  &c.  Im- 
pciated  at  London  b^  John  Dave,  dwelling  over  Aldersgatc.    B.  L.  8vo.'' 
'  In  the  Bodleian  Library,  and  in  the  possession  of  Thomas  Pearson,  Esq. 

(3.)  «*  The  Tragedie  of  Gorbodnc;  whereof  three  Actes  were  written  by  Thomas  Norton,  and 
the  two  last  by  Thomas  Sackvyle.  Setforth  as  the  same  was  shewed  before  the  Queenes  most  ex- 
oBent  Majestj,  in  her  highnes  court  of  Whitehall,  by  the  Gentlemen  of  the  Inner  Temple.  At 
Ixmdon,  printed  by  Edwanl  Allde  for  John  Perrin,  and  are  to  be  sold  m  Pauleys  Churchyara,  at  die 
^pienfthe  Angdl.    B.  L.  4to,  1590.'' 

lo  the  collection  of  Thomas  Pearson,  Eso.  and  also  in  that  of  Mr  Garrick.  In  the  last-mentioned 
copy  is  a  djacottrse,  entitled,  Tl^  Serpent  qfDevision, 
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RETURNE  FROM  PERNASSUSi 


OB^ 


THE  SCOURGE  OF  SIMONY. 


fMiqueIg  acted  hy  the  Students  in  Saint  Jokn*i  CoUedge,  in  Cambridge^ 


The  Return  from  Pamastutf  or  the  Scourge  of  Smontj/f  wa$  pubiicfy  aetedy  a»  the  tiih-page  hear$, 
hf  the  Students  of  St  John's  College^  Cambridge.  It  is  a  most  extravegantf  but  very  curious  per^ 
formanee.  Hawkins^  in  his  Preface  to  the  Origin  of  the  English  Drama^  says^  it  is  perhaps  the 
most  singular  composition  in  the  Engluh  langua^.  The  admirers  of  Shakespeare  wilt  be  interested 
b^  the  mention  made  of  him  in  the  scene  where  Aempe  and  Burbage,  his  fetUm  actors^  discourse  ^ 
Jus  quarrel  with  Ben  Jonson.  It  would  seem^  that  Shakespeare  had  espoused  the  cause  of  Deckery  is 
the  dispute  between  him  and  Jonson  ;  though  we  may  look  in  vain  for  the  **  piW*  gtven  to  the  latter 
iy  the  Bard  of  Avon* 


THE  PROLOGtJE. 


BOT,  St  ACS-KEEPER,  MOMUS,  DETBHSOft« 

Boy.  Spectators,  we  will  act  a  comedy  (fcon^/ut.) 
Stage-JL  KyoTL  od\  this  booke  bath  it  not  in 

it,  3roa  would  be  whip^  thou  raskall :  thou  most 

be  sitting  up  all  night  at  cards,  when  thou  should 

be  connmg  your  part. 

Boy.  It's  all  Ions  on  you,  I  could  not  get  my 

port  a  night  or  two  before,  that  L  might  sleepe  on 

[Stage^keeper  carrieth  the  Boy  away  under 
hisarme. 

Mo,  It's  even  wel  doone,  here  is  such  a  sturre 
about  a  scunrie  Eu^lbh  show. 

Defen.  Scurvie  m  thy  face,  thou  scurvie  Jack, 
if  this  company  were  not,  you  paaltry  crittick 
gentleman,  yon  that  knowe  what  it  is  to  play  at 
primero,  or  passage.  You  that  have  lieene,  stu- 
dent at  post  and  payre,  saint  and  Loadam.  Tou 
that  have  spent  all  your  quarters  revencwes  in 
riding  post  one  nipht  in  Chnsmasi  bearc  with- the 
weake  memory  ota gamstcr. 


Mo.  Gentlemen,  you  that  can  play  at  noddy, 
or  rather  play  upon  noddies :  you  tnat  can  set  up 
a  jeast,  at  primero  insteed  of  a  rest,  laugh  at  the 
prologue  that  was  taken  away  in  a  voyder. 

D^en,  What  we  present  I  must  needs  coa- 
fesse  is  but  slubbered  invention :  if  ^our  wisdome 
obscure  the  circumstance,  your  lundnesse  will 
pardon  the  substance. 

Mo.  What  is  presented  here,  Js  an  old  musty 
showe,  that  hath  laine  this  tweliVmoneth  in  the 
botCome  of  a  coale-boose  amongst  broomes  and 
old  showes,  an  invension  that  we  are  ashamed  of, 
and  therefore  we  have  promisA  the  copies  to  tha 
chandlers  to  wrappe  his  candles  in. 

Defen,  If s  but  a  Christenmas  toy,  and  Bnj  it 
please  your  curtisies  to  let  it  fmsse. 

Mom.  It's  a  Christmas  toy  indeede,  as  good  ■ 
conceite  as  guaging  hotcodLles,  or  bliade^maa 
bufie. 

Defen.  Some  humors  you  shall  see  aymed  a^ 
if  not  well  resembled. 

Mom.  Humors,  indeede ;  is  it  not  a  pretty  ho* 
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mor  to  stand  hamering  upon  two  indhiduum 
fogim,  S  scfaollers  some  whole  yeare.  These 
aame  PhU.  and  Studio  have  beene  followed  with 
a  whip  and  a  verse,  like  a  couple  of  vagabonds, 
through  England  and  Italy.  The  pilgrimage  to 
Fernassusy  and  the  returne  from  Pemassus,  have 
atoode  the  honest  stage-keepers  in  many  a  crownes 
expeoce  ;.4ior  lindies  and  vizardes  purchased  a 
sophister  a  knock,  which  a  clubbe  hindered  the 
bauler*s  box,  and  emptied  the  colledge  barrells ; 
tnd  DOW  uniesse  you  know  the  subject  well,  you 
nay  returne  home  as  wise  as  you  came,  for  this 
last  is  tibe  least  parte  of  the  returne  from  Per- 
naiBas,  that  is  both  the  first  and  the  last  time 
that  the  authors  wit  wil  tume  upon  the  toe  in  this 
faiae,  and  at  this  time  the  scene  is  not  at  Per- 
oasins,  that  is,  lookes  not  good  invention  in  the 
hce. 

Defau  If  the  catastrophe  please  you  not,  im- 
pute It  to  the  unpleasing  fortunes  of  discontented 
scboUers: 

Mm.  For  catastrophe  therms  never  a  tale  in 
Sir  John  Mandevil,  or  Bevis  of  Southampton,  but 
btth  a  better  turning. 

Stsge-K.  What,  you  jeerii^  asse,  begonwithi 
apox.  ^ 

Mm.  Yoa  may  doe  better  to  hw  your  selfe 
in  providing  beere,  for  the  shewe  wiil  lie  pittifuli 
.m,  {dtdfull  drifib  [Exit. 


No  more  qfthii^  I  heard  the  tpectoUtri  titkefor 
a  hlanht  verte. 

What  we  shew^  is  but  a  Christmas  jest, 
Conceive  of  this,  and  guesse  of  all  the  rest : 
Full  like  a  schollers  haplesse  fortunes  pen'd. 
Whose  former  griefes  seldome  have  happy  end* 
Frame  aswell,  we  might  with  easy  straine, 
With  far  more  prayse,  and  with  as  little  paine^ 
Storyes  of  love,  where  fome  the  wondring  bend^ 
The  lisping  gallant  nnsht  enjoy  his  wench ; 
Or  make  some  sire  acSnowlecige  his  lost  sonne. 
Found  when  the  weary  act  is  almost  done. 
Nor  unto  this,  nor  unto  that  our  scene  is  bent^ 
We  onely  shew  a  schollers  discontent ; 
In  scholers  fortunes  twise  forlome  and  dead, 
Twise  hath  our  weary  pen  earst  laboured. 
Making,  them  pilgjiims  in  Pemassus  hill. 
Then  penning  th^  returne  with  ruder  qailL 
Now  we  present  unto  each  pittying  eye, 
The  schollers  progresse  in  their  miserye. 
Refined  wits  your  patience  is  our  bline, 
Too  weake  our  scene,  too  great  your  judgment  ifl^ 
To  you  we  seeke  to  shew  a  schollers  state, 
His  scorned  fortunes,  his  unpittved  fate. 
To  }rou ;  for  if  you  did  not  schollers  blesse, 
Their  case,  poore  case,  were  too  too  fntdlesse. 
You  shade  the  musea  under  fostering, 
And  make  them  leave  to  sigh,  and  leame  to  iing^ 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS 


Ingenioso. 

JUDICIO. 

Danter. 

Pbilomusus. 
SruDiosa 
Furor  Poeticus. 
Phavtasma. 
Patient. 

RBICRARDETTa 

Theodore,  Fhirition. 
BuROESSE,  Patient. 
Jaques,  Studioeo, 

ACADEMICO. 


Amorotto. 
Pace. 

SiGNOR  ImMERITO. 

Sterctjtio,  hit  Father, 

Sir  Frederics. 

Recorder. 

Page. 

Prodigo. 

Burbage. 

Kempe. 

Fidlers. 

Patiekt*8  Man^ 


ACTUS  I    SCENA  I. 


Ivgcvioso^  pith  JuvenaU  in  hi$  hand. 

log.  D'^ficile  e%ty  sqtyram  non  scriberCj  nam 
^uis  iniqua  ^^ 
Tm  pattens  ttrftw,  tamfurem  ut  teneat  te  f 
ly  JovenaH ;  diy  jerking  band  is  good. 
Not  gnidy  laying  on,  but  fetching  blooc|. 


So  surgean-like  thou  dost  with  cutting  healei 

Where  nought  but  lanching  can  the  wound  avayle. 

O  suffer  me,  among  so  many  men. 

To  tread  aright  the  traces  of  thy  pen ; 

And  light  my  linke  at  thy  etemall  flam^ 

Till  witl^  it  1  brand  everlasting  shame. 

On  the  world's  forbead^aod  with  thmeowne  splri^ 


f'^^'*^  J  ^<:^-  su^J.  sa  I. 


^^^ 
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Fny  hmane  tibeniMfildaccordint  to  his  nwrk. 
Thy  purer  soule  coM  iMt  endure  to  sec. 
Even  smallest  spots  of  base  impurity ; 
Nor  could  siQaiKaiilts  «acftfe  thy^OMner  faMMie, 
Then Ibolefaeed  tiee^as  in  his^vradiaig bwds. 
Now  like.  Anum»p9mue  a  monster  is, 
A  match  fortrtooalNit* vm^hty  Hercutes. 
Now  otn  the  frotM  fyractase  in  piaynerfmse, 
Bo«li<«|ine8  of  okl«nd  new  hMtie  ivHlai^ras. 
8>alei8ifiiias«rc  ttole;  now  doth  the t^rorklbcgin,, 
To  take  sole  pleasvrc  in  a  «ntty  siADe. 
Unplea6a«tis>tlie  lawlesae  shmelias bin, 
At  midn^c  rest,  when  darbaesse  eovers  sis. 
It's  downithiMibeSMiniiig  a  young. knight, 
Unlesse  it'dflreiootl«ce>the  glortng  light, 
•i^or  «an  it  nought  oor  gallants  pmysespeape, 
UnlessO'it  be  dbnetin  staring  chenpe. 
In  a  sintie-guiltT  coatth  not  doa«e^  pent, 
Jogging  nliangMieihardtrpaTenienL 
Did  not  leitre  dieok  my 'Pepining  aprit, 
Soone  shouM  my  angty  gh^t  a  story  write ; 
III  which  (I'49ouldtne«i^»fo8ti«d  sinites  combine, 
Not4inowfie  eurst*by truth  tolling  Aretine. 

«OENA  IL 

lKC£li406l^  Jui>ICIO. 

Jud,  What,  lngenioso,ioarryiug  a  vinc^  bottle 
4ibout  thee,  like  a  great  scuole4x>y,  giving  the 
%%'OTld  a  hloudy  nose  ? 

Ing,  Faith,  Judicio,  if  I  carry  the  vinegar  bot- 
tle, it's' great  reason  I  should  confer  it  upon  the 
bald  pated  world ;  and  again,  if  my  kitchen  want 
tlie  uteosiiies  of  viands,  it's  great  reason  other 
men  should  have  the  sauce  or  vinesar;  ond  for; 
the  bloodie  nose,  Judicio,  I  niay  chance  indeed 
give  die  world  a  bloudie  nose,  but  it  shall  hardly 
give  me  a  crakt  crowne,  though  it  gives  other  po- 
ets French  crownes. 

JutL  I  would  wish  ^hee,  lageaioso,  to  sheath 
thy  pen,  for  thou  canst  not  be  suoceset fuU  in  the 
fray,  considering  thy  enemies  have  the  advantage 
of  the  ground. 

Ing,  Or  rather,  Judicio,  they  have  the  grounds 
with  advantage,  and  tlie  French  crownes  with  a 
pox,  and  I  would  they  had  them  with  a  plague 
too ;  hut  hang  them  swadds,  the  basest  comer  in 
rny  thoughts,  is  too  gallant  a  roome  to, lodge 
them  in ;  but  say,  Judicio,  what  newes  in  your 
presse,  did  you  kecpe  any  late  corrections  upon 
any  tardy  pamphlets  ? 

Jud,  Vcterem  jubet  renovare  dolorem,  Inge* 
nioso ;  what  ere  befalls  thee,  keepe  tliec  from  the 
trade  of  tlie  corrector  of  tlie  presse. 

Ing.  Mary  so  I  will,  I  warrant  thee,  if  poverty 
presse  not  too  much,  ile  correct  no  presse,  but 
the  presse  of  the  people. 

Jud,  Would  It  not  grieve  any  good  spSfits  to 
lit  a  whole  moneth  nitting  oat  i|  lousy  oeggarly 
pamphlet,  and  like  a  needy  phlsitian  to  stand 
whole  y^arcs,  tossing  and  tumbling,  tlie  61th  that 
fnlleth  from  so  man^  draughty  invcDtious  as  ^y- 
ly  swarrae  in  our  pnnting-hpusc  f 


Ing,  Ceine,  I  thinke,  me  ihiLir.iMfve  tntf^ut 
'finger  in  the  eye,  and  cvie,  OfrModi,-  no  JKeoda; 
say  man,  what  iiewrpiptr*  hnbby  lioives,  what  nii- 
tlebabics  are  ^DmeMMit  in  your  kte  May  mortice 
daooee  ? 

Jud.  '8ly>niy  rimes  as  thiek  as  flies<  in  the  cumie, 
I  thiakthete>bei never  an  aUe  house  in  England, 
not  any>soi)afea  May  pole  on  a  country  green^ 
but««ett8  forth  aome  >poets  pettomels,  or  demhr 
kmnces,  to  the  .paper  warres  hi  Paul^ehorch- 
yard. 

Ing.  And  >w«]l  too  may  die  issue  of  a  strong 
•hop,  leavne  to  hop  all  over  England,  when  as  bes* 
ter  wittes  sit  like  lame  coblers  in  their  siodies. 
^ch  barmy  heads  wil  nlwaies  be  working,  when 
us  sad  Vinegar  witts  sit  souring  at  the  bottome  g^ 
a  barroll;  plaioe  meteors,  >brM  of  the  exhalation 
of  tobacco,  and  the  vapors  of  a  moyst  pot,  that 
f  oure  up  into  the  openayre,  when  as  sounder  wit 
'keepes  belowe. 

Jud.  Considering  the  furyes  of  the  times,  I 
could  better  endure  to  sc  those  young  can  quaf- 
fing hucksters  shoot  of  their  pellets,  so  they  would, 
keepe  them  from  these  English  ^/fcKr^s^oetortim  ; 
but  now  the  world  is  come  to  that  passe,  that  there 
starts  up  every  day  an  old  goose  that  sits  hatch* 
ing  up  those  •eggs  which  have  "ben  filcht  fVom  the 
nest  of  crowes  and  kestrells ;  here  is  a  book,  In- 
genioso ;  why  to  condemne  it  to  cleare  the  usuaH 
Tibunie  of  all  misliving  papers,  wcare  too  faire  a 
death  for  so  foule  an  offender. 

Ing.  What's  the  name  of  it,  I  pray  thee,  Ju- 
dicio? 

Jud,  Looke  its  here.  Belvedere. 

Ing,  What  a  belwether  in  Paules  chnrch>yard, 
so  caid,  because  it  keeps  a  bleadng,  or  because  it 
hath  the  dncklio^  bel  of  so  many  poets  about  the 
neck  of  it,  what  is  the  rest  of  the  dde  ? 

Jud.  The  garden  of  the  Muses. 

Ing.  What  have  we  here,  the  poet  garish  gnar- 
ly bedeket  like  ^me  horses  of  the  parish  ?  what 
follows? 

Jud.  Quern  rtfirttit  mnso,  'oivei  dun  robora 
tellut, 
Dum  caUtm  tttUa%  dum  vekit  amnu  aqutu. 
Who  blurres  fayer  paper,  with  foule  biutard  rimes^ 
Shall  live  iiill  many  an  age  in  latter  times ; 
Who  makes  a  ballet  for  an  ale-house  door^ 
Shall  live  in  future  dmes  for  ever  more. 
Then  (      ^  thy  muse  shall  live  so  long,        (t/o.) 
As  drafly  ballats  to  thy  praise  are  song. 

Rut  what's  his  devise,  Pcmassus,  with  the  sunne 
and  the  lawrcl  ?  I  wonder  thi|  owle  dares  looke 
on  die  sunne,  and  I  marvaill  this  gose  flies  not 
the  lawrell ;  his  devise  might  have  been  better  a 
foole  going  in  to  the  market  place  to  beseene, 
with  this  tnotto,  tcr^imut  indocti,  or  a  poorc  beg* 
gar  gleaning  of  eares  in  the  end  of  harvest,  widi 
this  word,  tua  cuiq.  gloria^ 

Jud.  Tume  over  the  leafe,  Ihgenioso,  and  thoo 
shalt  see  the  paynqs  of  this  worthy  gcodeman; 
sentences  gathered  out  of  all  kind  of  poetts,  re- 
ferred to  certainc  mcdfodic^ll  hcgdes,  profitable 
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for  riw  use  of  these  times,  to  rimempon  any  oc- 
cetoa  at  a  little  werning :  Read  the  names. 
bg,  Sol  willy  if  thoo  wilt  help  me  to  censiffe 

IMBI* 

Edmund  ^ncer.  Micbaeil  Drajtoa. 

Henry  CoDitable.  John  Davis. 

Thomas  Lo<i^.  John  Marstoo. 

'  SuDuel  .Daoiell.  Kit.  Marlowe. 

Thomas  Watson. 
Good  men  and  trae,  stand  togither ;  heare  your 
ciDsore,  wbat^s  thy  judgement  of  Spencer  ? 
ys  Jud,  A  sweeter  swan  then  ever  song  in  poe, 
/a  shriller  nightingale  then  ever  blest, 
)Tbe  proader  groves  of  selfe  admiring  Rome. 
Blith  was  each  vally,  and  each  sheapeard  prood. 
While  he  did  chaunt  his  mrall  minstrabye^ 
Atteotire  was  full  many  a  daintie  eare ; 
Nay  bearers  hong  upon  bis  melting  tong^ 
Wlile  sweetly  of  his  Faiery  Queene  he  sorg. 
While  to  the  waters  fall  he  tuned  for  fame, 
And  in  each  barke  engrav'd  £lizaes  name. 
And  yet  for  all  this,  unregarding  soile 
Uola^  the  lioe  of  his  desired  life, 
Deaying  mayateiiance  for  his  deare  reliefe. 
CarttesM  care  to  prevent  his  exeqoy, 
Scvce  deigning  to  shut  up  bis  dying  eye. 

lug,  Pitty  it  is  that  gentler  witts  should  breed, 
Where  tbicukin  chuffes  laugh  at  a  schollers  neede. 
Bet  sofdy  may  oor  honors  ashes  rest, 
That  lie  by  merv  Chaucers  noble  chest. 

But  I  pray  thee  proceede  breefly  in  thy  cen- 
nre,  that  I  may  be  proud  of  my  selfe,  as  in  the 
£fst,  90  in  the  last,  my  censure  may  jumpe  with 
thine,  Henry  Constable,  Samuel  Daniell,  Thomas 
Lodge,  Thomas  Watson. 

Jud,  Sweete  Constable  doth  take  the  wondring 
eare. 
And  lajes  it  up  in  willing  prisonment; 
9weete  hony  dropping  Daniell  doth  wage 
Warre  with  the  proudest  big  Italian, 
vThat  melts  his  l^rt  in  sugred  sonetting. 
Onelj  let  him  more  sparingly  make  use 
Of  others  %vit,  and  use  hb  owne  the  more ; 
That  well  may  scome  base  imitation. 
For  I/xJ^e  and  Watson,  men  of  some  desert, 
Tct  soUea  to  a  critticks  marginal  1. 
hidfji  for  his  oare  in  every  paper  boate, 
He  (hat  turoes  over  Galen  every  day. 
To  ^t  tod  simper  Eophues  l^acy. 

Ing.  Mtdmell  Drayton. 

JM.Drayton*8  sweete  muse  is  like  a  sanguine  dy, 

iMt  to  relish  the  rash  gazers  eye. 

'    bg.  How  ever  he  wants  one  true  note  of  a 

put  of  our  dmeSy  %nd  that  is  this,  hee  cannot 

r  it  well  iu  a  taverne,  nor  domitiere  in  a 


hi.  John  Davis. 

Ims  Mm  Davis,  I  affect  thy  rimes, 
'!^'f^  in  hidden  charmes  these  looser  times : 
*"  me,  thy  anafiected  vaine, 

l  with  a  fayre  and  a  scoping  traine. 
.  Locke  and  Hudson* 
.  Locke  and  Hadsoni  sleepe  you  quiet  sha- 
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vers,  among  the  shavings  of  the  presse,  and  let  / 
your  bookes  lie  in  some  old  nookes  amongst  old  / 
bootes  and  shooes,  so  you  may  avoyde  my  cen- ' 


Ing,  Why  then  clap  a  locke  on  their  feete, 
and  turne  them  to  commons. 

lohn  Marston. 

Jud.  Whnt,  Monsieur  Kinsayder,  lifting  up  yoor 
lec^  and  pissing  against  the  world,  put  up  mao» 
put  up  for  shame. 

Me  thinks  lie  is  a  ruffian  in  his  stile, 
Withouteo  bands  or  garters  ornament. 
He  quaffes  a  cup  of  Frenchman's  helicon. 
Then  royster  doyster  in  his  oylie  tearmes, 
Cotts,  thrusts,  and  foi ues  at  whomesocver  he  meets* 
And  strewes  about  Ram-ally  meditations, 
Tut  what  cares  he  for  modest  close  cbuchrtearmes^ 
Cleanly  to  gird  our  looser  libertines. 
Give  him  plaine  naked  wOrds  stript  from  their 

shirts. 
That  might  besceme  plaine  dealing  Aretine : 
I  there  is  one  that  backes  a  paper  steed,  ' 
And  mnnngcth  a  pen-knife  gallantly ; 
Strikes  his  {>oinado  at  a  buttons  breadth. 
Brings  the  threat  battering  ram  of  tearms  to  towns. 
And  at  first  volly  of  his  cannon  shot, 
Batters  the  wnilcs  of  the  old  fustie  world. 

Ing,  Christopher  Marlowe. 

Jud,  Marlowe  was  happy  in  his  bnskind  muse,. 
Alas  unhappy  in  hb  life  and  end, 
Pitty  it  is  that  wit  so  ill  should  dwell. 
Wit  lent  from  heaven,  but  vices  sent  from  hell. 

Ing.  Our  theater  halh  lost,  Pluto  hath  got, 
A  tragick  penman  for  a  driery  plot. 
Benjamin  Johnson. 

Jud.  The  wittiest  fellow  of  a  bricklayer  in  Eng- 
land. * 

Ing.  A  mecre  empyrick,  one  that  geits  what 
he  hath  by  observation,  and  makes  onely  nature 
privy  to  what  he  endites ;  so  slow  an  inventor, 
that  he  were  better  betake  himself  to  his  old 
trade  of  bricklaying,  a  bloud  whorson,  as  confi- 
dent now  in  making  of  a  booke,  as  he  was  in 
times  past  in  laying  of  a  brick. 
William  Shakespeare. 

Jud.  Who  loves  Adonis  love,  or  Lucre's  rape,. 
His  sweeter  verse  contaynes  hart  robbing  life, 
Codd  but  a  graver  subject  him  content. 
Without  loves  foolish  lazy  languishment. 

Ing.  Churchyard. 
Hath  not  Shor's  wife,  although  a  light  skirts  she^ 
Given  him  a  chast  long  lasting  memory  ? 

Jud,  No,  all  light  pamphlets  once  I  finden  shall, 
A  church-yard  and  a  grave  to  bury  all. 

Ing,  Thomas  NashBo. 

I  heare  is  a  fellowe,  Judicio,  that  carried  the 
deadly  stocke  in  his  pen,  whose  muse  was  armed 
with  a  gagtooth,  and  his  pen  possest  with  Hercu- 
les furies. 

Jud,  Let  all  his  faultes  sleepe  with  his  mourn-*, 
•  ful  chest. 
And  then  for  ever  with  his  ashes  rest. 
His  stile  was  wittie,  though  be  had  some  gal> 
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Something  lie  might  have  meuded,  so  iqaj  alL 
Yet  this  I  nay,  that  for  a  mother  witt, 
To  we  men  have  ever  seeoe  the  like  of  it. 

tng»  Reades  the  rest,    • 

Jud.  As  for  these,  they  have  some  of  tbeifl 
beene  the  old  hedptakes  of  the  presse,  and  some 
of  them  are  at  this  instant  the  botts  and  glanders 
of  die  printin*;  house.  Fellowes  that  stand  onel^ 
upon  tearmes  to  serve  the  tearinc,  with  their 
blotted  papers,  write  as  men  gne  to  8t(»oIe  for 
needes,  and  when  they  write^  they  write  as  a 
beare  pisses,  now  -and  then  drop  a  pamphlet* 

Ing.  Durum  tclum  neceuitas.  Good  myth  they 
do  as  I  do,  exchange  words  for  mony :  I  have 
some  traffiqoe  this  day  with  Danter,  about  a  lit- 
tle booke  which  I  have  made,  the  name  of  it  is 
a  Catalogue  of  Cambridge  Cuckolds,  but  this 
Belvedere,  this  methodicnll  asse,  hath  made  me 
almost  forget  my  time ;  He  now  to  Paiiles  church- 
yard, meete  me  an  hour  hence,  at  the  signe  of  the 
Pegasus,  in  Cheap-side,  and  He  moyst  thy  tem- 
ples with  a  cuppe  of  claret,  as  hard  as  the  world 
goes.  [Et it  J  jJDicio, 

SCENA  in. 
Entir  Dakter  the  Printer, 

Ing,  Danter,  thou  art  deceived ;  wit  is  dearer 
then  thou  takest  it  to  be ;  I  tell  thee  this  libel  of 
Cambridge  has  much  fatt  and  pepper  in  the 
nose;  it  will  sell  sheerly  underhand,  when  al 
tliese  bookes  of  exhortations  and  catechismes  lie 
moulding  on  thy  shopbourd. 

Dan.  It's  true ;  but  good  faytb,  M.  Ingeniqso, 
I  lost  by  your  last  booke,  and  you  knowe  there  is 
many  a  one  that  jMiyes  me  largely,  for  the  print- 
ing of  their  inventions;  but  for  all  this,  you  shall 
have  40  shilling  and  an  odde  pottle  of  wine. 

Ing,  40  shillings?  a  fit  reward  for  one  of  your 
reumatick  poets,  that  beslavers  all  the  paper  be 
comes  by,  and  furnishes  the  chaundlers  with  wast 
papers  to  wrap  candles  in ;  but  as  for  me,  He  be 
payd  deare,  even  for  the  drcggs  of  my  witt ;  lit- 
tle knowes  the  worlde  what  belonge  to  the  keep- 
ing of  a  good  wit  in  waters,  dietts,  drinckes^  to- 
bacco, &c  it  is  a  daynty  and  costly  creature,  and 
therefore  I  must  be  payd  sweetly :  furnish  mee 
tvitb  mofiey,  that  I  may  put  my  selfe  in  a  new 
suite  of  clothes,  and  He  suite  thy  shop  with  a 
new  suite  of  tearmes;  it's  the  gallanten  child  my 
invention  was  ever  delivered  oiT.  The  title  is, 
a  Chronicle  of  Cambridge  Cuckolds;  here  a 
man  may  see  what  day  of  the  monctb  such  a 
man's  commons  were  inclosed,  and  when  throwne 
open,  and  when  any  entavled  some  odde  crownes, 
upon  the  lieires  of  their  bodies  unlawfully  begpt« 
ten ;  speake  quickly  ells  I  am  gone. 

Don.  Oh  this  will  sell  gallantly;  He  hare  it 
whatsoever  it  cost ;  will  ye  walke  on,  M.  Inge- 
nioso,  weele  sit  over  a  cup  of  wine  and  agree  on 
it. 

Ing,  A  cup  of  wine  is  as  good  a  constable  as 
can  be,  to  take  up  th^  quarrell  betwixt  us. 

3  •  [ExeunL 


SCENA  IV. 

PbilomuSits,  tft  a  Phintkm*  hahii,  8ti7DIOso^ 
that  a  Jaques  ^an,  and  Patient, 

Phil.  Tit  tit  titf  nou  poyntCi  non  debet  fieri 
phUbetomotio  in  coitu  Luna ;  here  is  a  redpew 
Pat.  A  recipe! 

PhiL  2>lo»  gallia  non  curamu$  guat^titatem  tyl- 
labarum ;  let  me  hearc  how  many  stoole^  yoa 
doe  make.    Adieu,  monsieur*  adieu  good  mon- 
sieur, what  Jaques  11  n*  a  personnc  apres  icy. 
Stud.  NoTu 

PhiL  Then  let  us  stealc  tiri^  fur  this  borrowed 
si. ape, 
Recounting  our  unequall  h^pps  of  If^te. 
Late  did  the  ocean  graspe  us  in  his  i^rme^ 
Late  did  we  live  wiihin  a  stranger  ayre; 
lAtc  did  we  see  the  cinders  of  great  Home, 
We  thought  that  English  fugitives  there  efite 
Gold,  for  restorative,  if  gold  were  mcate. 
Yet  now  we  finde  by  bought  experience, 
That  where  so  ere  we  wander  up  and  downe^ 
On  the  rounde  shoulders  of  this  massy  wofQ, 
Or  our  ill  fortunes,  or  the  worldes  ill  eycu 
Forspcakc  our  good,  procures  our  miser^ 

Stud,  So  oft  the  northeu  windc  with  frozen  wings- 
Hath  beate  the  flowers  tliat  in  our  garden  grewe : 
Throwne  downe  the  stalkes  of  our  aspiring  youth, 
So  oft  hath  winter  nipt  our  trees  faire  rinde. 
That  now  we  seeme  nought  but  two  bared  boughes. 
Scorned  by  the  basest  bird  that  chirps  in  groave. 
Nor  Itome,  nor  llhemes,  that  wonted  ar  to  give;, 
A  cardinall  cap,  to  discontented  darkes, 
That  have  fbrsooke  the  home-bred  thanked  roofev 
Yeelded  us  any  equal  maintenance : 
And  it's  as  good  to  starve  mongst  English  swine. 
As  in  a  forraine  land  to  begge  and  pine. 
PhiL  He  scorne  the  wprld,  that  scorned  me. 

againe. 
Stud,  He  vex  tlie  world,  th^  workes  me  so 

much  paiiie. 
PhiL  Tly  lame  raTengingf  pflwer,  the  world 

well  weenes. 
Stud,  Fljres  have  there  spU^e,  each  lylly  ant 

hfs  teenes. 
PhiL  We  have  the  worde^  th?y  the  possession 

have. 
Stud.  We  all  are  equall  in  our  latest  grave.  .^ 
PhiL  Soone  then,  O  soone,  may  we  both  graved 

he. 
Stud,  Who  wishes  death,  doth  wrong  ^se  des^^ 

tinie. 
Phif,  It*s  wrong  to  force  life,  loathiog  men  to 

breath. 
Stwf.  It's  sinne  for  doomed  day  to  wish  thy  death, 
PhiLToo  late  our  soules  flit  to  their  resting  place. 
Stud,  Why  mans  whole  hfe  is  hot  a  breathing  V 

space. 
PhiL  A  painefoU  minute  seen^es  a  tedio«ft  veare. 
Stud.  A  constant  minde  etemall  woes  wiflbeart, 
PhiL  When  shall  our  soules  their  wearied  lodge 

forgoe  ? 
Stud.  When  we  hare  tyred  misery  and  wo^. 
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PkU.  Soone  maj  then  ikies  this  gale  deliver 
send  os; 
Small  woes  vei  long,  great  woes  quickly  end  us. 

'  Bat  Icftts  leave  this  capping;  of  Hmes,  Studioso, 
and  follow  our  late  devise,  that  wee  may  main- 
dme  odr  Iveatlc^  in  cap|^  ttdr  bbllyes  in  pro- 
veaddr,  and  oar  backs  ih  abdfe  and  bridte;  he- 
thmo  wee  havi^  sought  sill  the  honest  nii^anes  we 
cbdd  b  live,  hid  noiV  list  hs  dkrfe,  uii^Hid  brevi- 
hagraeii  and  cArcetr  dignufn :  16t  us  ruH  throu^ 
iU  the  lewd  formes  of  nm^twig  purloynidg  vU- 
km^es,  let  ds  prove  boby-catdiers  baudes,  or 
sny  UuD^  so  wi  may  rub-out,  and  first  ray  plot 
for  playii^  die  fVeuch  doctor  that  shall  hold ; 
oar  iodgin^  sc^Md  hel^  filthy  in  Shooe-laue,  fur  if 
ottr  conlbixngs  in  be  i^ot  the  better,  London  mav 
sboftely  throw  an  old  shobe  after  us,*and  with 
those  shredds  of  Frepch,  thkt  we  gathered  up  in 
oor  hostes  btittte  irt  Paris,  Vreel  gull  tlie  world, 
dat  hath  in  estiinsltioQ  fbrhiihe  phisitians,  and  if 
so/  of  the  hidebound  bk-ethteren  ot  Cambridge 
tsd  Oxforde,  or  any  of  thois*  stigtoatick  maisters 
of  a^  that  abused  us  in  times  past^  leave  their 
owbeu^tiMs,  and  becomie  our  patients,  weel 
"111  I  <M|<i  Hbb  idh  uf  them,  for  they  shal  never 
hereafter  write,  your  lordship's  mdst  bounden, 
bat/bhr  lordshib^s  mbst  (a^bVe. 

Siwi.  It  sbal  be  so ;  see  what  4  little  vermine 
poverty  altereth  a  whole  milky  disposition. 

PkU.  So  tiien  my  selfb  Atreight  with  revenge 
neseate. 

Siud,  Provoked  patience  growes  intemperate. 

SCENA  V. 

E*ier  EicHARDETTo,  Jaques,  SchoUer  teaming 
French, 

/•f.  How  hdw,  ihy  little  knave,  quelle  nouelk 


^^^^ksr,  Ther's  a  fellow  with  a  night  cap  on  his 
w,  an  urinal  in  his  hand,  would  fayne  speake 
wirfi  master  Theodore. 

Jac|.  Parle /rancoj/es  moumpetif  garumn. 

Eicbar.  By  aun  homme  ate  le  bonnet  de  la  Ute 
fi  ««  nrineil  in  la  mens,  que  veut  parler, 

%  Fac  heien, 

T^od.  JaqueM  a  bokut.  [Exeunt 

SCENA  VI, 

FutOB  Posticus,,  and  presently  after  enters 
Phamtasma. 

f9t.  (Vxqft  wiikhs  contemplation,)  Why  how 
M«,Pedant  Phebus,  are  you  smouching  Thalia  on 
wWfcr  lips  f  There  hole ;  pesant  avant ;  come, 
g^.thort^Dosed  nhtibh :  Oh  sweet  Thalia,  I  do 
n*  Ay  foote.  Whw  Cldo  ?  O  ^ect  Cleio,  nay 


pray  thee  do  not  weepe  Melpomene.  What,  Ura* 
nia,  Polhnnia,  and  Calliope,  let  me  doe  reverence 
to  your  deities. 

[Peantasma  puis  him  by  the  sleeve. 

Fur.  I  am  your  holy  swayne,  that  night  and  day^ 
Sit  for  your  sakes  rubbing  injf  wrinkled  browe. 
Studying  a  moneth  for  on  Epithete. 
Nay,  silver  Cinthia,  do  no$  trouble  me; 
Straight  ^ill  1  thy  Endimions  storyfe  writi?, 
To  which  thou  hastest  me  on  day  and  night. 
You  light  skirt  startiei,  tliis  is  your  wonted  guise. 
By  gl6my  light  perke  out  your  doubtful!  heades : 
But  when  Don  Phcbus  showes  his  flashing  snou^ 
You  are  sky  puppies,  streight  your  light  is  otit. 

Phan.  So  no,  Furor. 
Nay  prethee  good  Furor  in  sober  sadnes. 
*  For.  Odi  pr&fanum  valgus  et  arceo, 

Phan,  NAy,  sweet  Furor,  ipsa  te  Tiftire  piriiis. 

Fur.  Ipsi  tejbntes,  ipsa  hac  arbusta  vocamnt. 
Who's  thht  runs  headlong  on  my  quills  sharpe  poynt. 
That  Wearyed  of  his  life  and  baser  breath, 
Offers  himselfe  to  an  ianibicke  verse. 

Phan.  Si  qUaties  peccant  homines,  sua  fiibninm 
Piittai 
Jupiter,  ex^uo  tempore  inermis  erit. 

Fur,  Whatsliraye  bold  presun^tiousgroomeishe. 
Dares  with  his  rude  audacious  hardye  chatty 
Thus  sever  me  from  skibbered  contemplation? 

Phan.  Carmina  vel  calopossunt  deducere  hnoM, 

Fur.  Oh  Phantasroa;  what  my  individual  mate? 
O  mihi  post  nullos  Furor  memorande  sodales. 
Say  whence  comest  thou  ?  sent  from  what  deyljre  ? 
From  great  Apollo,  or  sly  ^ercurye  ? 

Phan,  I  come  from  the  little  Mercury,  Idgeilio* 
so;  for, 
Ingenio  vollet  cui  vim  natura  negavit. 

Fur,  ingenioso? 
He  is  a  pretty  inventor  of  slight  prose : 
But  there's  no  spirit  in  his  groaveling  speach, 
Hang  him  whose  verse  can  not  out-belch  tne  winde  t 
That  cannot  beard  and  brave  Don  Eolus, 
That  when  the  doude  of  his  invention  breaker 
Cannot  out-cracke  the  scarr-crow  thunderbolt, 

PAatk.  Hang  him,  I  Say,  pendp  pependi^  tendo 
tetendi,  pedo  vepedL  Will  it  please  you  mabter 
Furor,  to  waike  with  me  ?  I  promised  to  bring 
you  to  a  drinking  inne,  in  Cheapside,  at  the  rigna 
of  the  Napges  Heade ;  for,  * 

Tempore  laita  patifrana  docentur  equi. 

Fur.  Passe  the  before.  He  come  incontinent   * 

Fhan,  Nay  faith,  maister  Fuior,.letts  go  to* 
gither,  quoniam  convenimus  umbo. 

Fur,  Letts  march  on  unto  the  house  of  fame ; 
There  quaffing  bowles  of  Baccus  blood  ful  nimbly, 
Endite  a  tiptoe,  strouting  poesy.  • 

[They  offer  the  way  one  to  the  other. 

Phan.  Quo  me  bacche  rapis  tui  plenum, 
Tu  fnajar  ;  tibi  me  e$t  aquum  j^arerc  Menakiu 
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£nier  Philomusus,  Theodork,  his  Patient  the 
Burgesse,  and  his  Man  with  his  State* 

Tbeod.  [Putts  on  his  spectacles.]  Monseior, 
here  are  atomi  natantes,  which  do  make  shew 
your  worship  to  be  as  leocheroos  as  a  bull. 

Burg,  Truely,  maister  doctor,  we  are  all  men. 

Theod.  This  vater  is  intention  of  heate,  are 
you  not  perturbed  with  an  ake  in  your  race,  or  in 
your  ocaput.  I  meane  your  head  peece,  let  me 
feele  the  pulse  of  your  little  finger. 

Burg,  lie  assure  you,  M.  Theodore,  the  pulse 
of  my  head  beates  exceedingly,  and  I  thinke  i 
have  disturbed  my  scife  by  studying  the  penall 
statutes.  ^"^ 

Theod,  Tit,  tit,  your  worship  takes  cares  of 
your  speeches.  O  eourte  leves  loquuntur^  ingentes 
stoupent,  it  is  an  aphorisme  in  Galen. 

Burg,  And  what  is  the  exposition  of  that  ? 

Theod,  That  your  worship  must  take  a  gland, 
ut  emittatur  sanguis :  the  signe  is  for  excellent^ 
for  excellent. 

Burg, Good  maister  doctor  use  me  gently;  for 
narke  you.  Sir,  there  is  a  double  consideration  to 
be  had  of  me :  first,  as  I  am  a  publike  magistrate  ; 
secondly,  as  I  am  a  private  butcher ;  and,  but  for 
the  worshipfuU  credit  of  the  place  and  office 
wherein  I  now  stand  and  live,  I  would  not  hazard 
my  worbhipfull  apparell,  with  a  suppositor,  or  a 
glister ;  but  for  toe  coVinteoancing  of  the  place, 
I  must  go  oftener  to  stoole ;  for  as  a  great  gentle- 
man toUl  me  of  good  experience,  that  it  was  the 
chiefe  note  of  a  magibtratc,  nor  to  go  to  the  stoole 
without  a  pliisition. 

Theod.  A,  vous  ettes  un  gentellhome  vraiment, 
what  ho,  Jaques,  Jaques,  ou  e  vous  9  un  fo^t 
gentell  purgation  Jor  Mansier  Burg, 

Jaq.  Voste  tres  humble  serviture  a  vostre  com- 
mandcment, 

Theod.  Donne  vous  un  gentell  purge  a  Man- 
sier Burgesse,  I  have  considered  of  the  crasis, 
aod'j^yntoqia  of  your  disease,  and  here  is  nnfort 
gentpU  purgation  per  evucuationem  excrementO' 
ruritf  as  #e  phbitions  use  to  parlee. 

Burg,  I  hope,  maister  doctor,  yon  have  a  care, 
of  the  countreys  officer ;  I  tell  you  I  durst  not 
have  trusted  my  selfe  with  every  phisition,  and 
yet  I  am  not  afraide  for  my  sel^  but  I  would 
not  deprive  the  towne  of  so  carefull  a  magistrate. 

Theod,  O  monsier,  I  have  a  singular  care  of 
yonr  valctudo;  it  is  reouisite  that  the  French 
phisitions  be  learned  and  carefull,  your  Englisli 
velvet  cap  is  malignant  and  envious. 

Burg,  Here  is,  maister  doctor,  foure  peqce 
TOur  due,  and  eight  peAcc  my  bounty,  you  shall 
heare  from  me,  good  maister  doctor ;  farewell, 
farewell;  good  maister  doctor. 


Theod,  Adieu  good  monsier^  adieo  ^ood  stv 
monsier. 
Then  burst  with  teares  unhappy  graduate;  « 

Thy  fortunes  still  wayward  and  backward  \um  { 
Nor  canst  thou  thrive  by  vertue,  nor  by  sin. 

Stud,  Oh  how  it  greeves  my  vexed  soule  to  te^ 
Each  painted  asse  in  chayre  of  dicnitye : 
And  yet  we  grovel  1  on  the  sround  alone. 
Running  through  every  trade,  yet  thrive  by  noott. 
More  we  must  acte  lu  this  lives  tragedy. 

Phi,  Sad  is  the  plott,  sad  the  catastrophe. 

Stud,  Sighs  are  the  cliorus  in  our  tragedy. 

Phi  And  rented  thoughu  continuall  actors  bee. 

Stud,  Woe  is  the  subject ;   PhiL  earth  thtt 
loathed  stage. 
Whereon  we  act  this  fained  personage. 
Mossy  '  barbarians  the  spectators  be. 
That  sit  and  laugh  at  our  calamity. 

PhL  Band  be  those  houres  when  roengst  ihm 
learned  tlurong,  ^ 

By  Grantaes  muddy  bancke  we  whilome  smg. 

Stud,  Band  be  that  bill  which  leariM^  witts 
adore, 
Where  earst  we  spent  our  stock  and  little  store. 

Phi,  Band  be  those  musty  roewes,  where  we 
have  spen^ 
Our  youtlifuU  daies  in  paled  languishmenL 

Stud,  Band  be  those  cosening  arts  that  wrought 
our  woe. 
Making  us  wandering  pilgriraes  to  and  fro. 

Phi.  And  pilgrinics  must  we  be  without  reliefe. 
And  wheresoever  we  run  there  meets  us  greefe. 

Stud,  Where  ever  we  tosse  upon  this  crabbed 
stage, 
Griefe*s  our  companion,  patience  bo  our  page. 

Phi,  Ah  but  tliis  patience  is  a  page  of  ruitb» 
A  tired  lacky  to  our  wandering  youth* 

c 

SCENA  II.       s.    {/' 

•     •  ■  . 

ACADEMICO  to/llf»   >* 

Acad.  Faine  wold  I  have  a  living  if  I  could  tel 
how  to  come  by  it.— EcrAo.  Buy  it. 

Buy  it,  fond  Eccho?  why  thou  dost  greatljr  mis- 
take it. — Eccho,  Stake  it. 

Stake  it  ?  what  should  I  stake  at  this  gpune  of 
simony? — Eccho,  Mony. 

What,  is  the  world  a  game?  are  livings  gotten 
by  playing  ?—J5ccAo.  Paying. 

Paying?  but  say  wbat*s  the  nearest  way  to  come 
by  a  living  ?— £ccAo.  Giving. 

Must  his  worship's  fists  bee  needs  then  oyled 
with  angeils  i-^Eccho,  Angells. 

Ought  his  gowty  fisU  then  first  with  gold  to  b^ 
greased.— UccAo.  Eased. 

And  is  it  then  such  an  ease  for  his  asies  badte^ 
to  cary  mony  ? — Eccho,  L 


I  Most  like. 
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Will  then  this  goldeo  asse  bestowe.a  vicarige 
pMedh^Eccho,  Gelded. 

What  shall  I  say  to  ^[oodSir  Roderick,  that  have 
pAd  here  ^--Eccko.  Cold  cheare. 

He  make  it  my  lone  request,  that  he  wold  be 
food  to  a  schoUer. — Eccho.  Choller. 

Yea,  will  hee  be  cholenlLe>  to  heare  of  an  art 
or  a  science  ?—>JBocib.  Hence. 

Hence  with  liberal  arts,  what  then  wil  he  do 
with  his  chancel?— DceAo.  SeU. 

Sell  it  ?  and  most  a  simple  dark  be  fayne  to 
CDBpoaod  then  ? — Eccho.  Pounds  then. 

What  if  I  have  no  pounds,  roust  then  my  sute 
be  proroagued  ? — Eccho.  RcMigued. 

Tea,  given  to  a  roague ;  shul  an  asse  this  vi- 
caridge  comoass? — £ccAo.  Asse. 

What  is  tne  reason  that  I  should  not  be  as  for- 
Canate  as  hee  ? — Eccho.  Asse  he. 

Yet  for  al  this,  with  a  penilesse  purse  wil  I 
tndg  to  bis  worship? — Eccho:  Words  cheape. 

Wei,  if  be  give  me  good  words,  it's  piore  then 
I  have  from  an  Eccho. — Eccho*  Goe. 

SCENA  m. 

* 

Amoketto,  with  an  Ovid  in  his  hand  ; 

ACADEMICO. 

Jmot.  Take  it  on  the  word  of  a.  gentleman, 
dioii  caimot  hare  it  a  penny  under,  tbinke  ont, 
thinke  on  it,  while  I  medicate  on  my  fayre  mis- 
tres. 

J^Kac  tequor  imperium  tnagne  Cupido  tuum. 
What  ere  become  of  this  dull  thredbare  clearke, 
I  must  be  costly  in  my  mistresses  eye ; 
Ladyes  regard  not  ra^ed  company. 
I  will  with  the  reveuewes  of  my  diafred  church. 
First  buy  an  ambling  hobby  for  my  fayre ; 
Whose  measured  pace  may  teach  the  world  to 

dance, 
Prottd  of  his  burden  when  he  gins  to  praunce : 
Then  must  I  buy  a  Jewell  for  her  eare, 
A  kirtle  of  sotne  hundred  crownes  or  more  : 
With  these  (ayre  giftes  when  I  accompanied  goe, 
Sheele  give  Joves  breakfast ;  Sidny  tearmes  it  so. 
I  am  her  needle,  she  is  my  adamant, 
She  is  my  fayre  rose,  I  her  unworthy  pricke. 

Acad.  Is  there  no  body  heere  wul  take  the 
paines  to  geld  his  mouth  ? 

JjRor.  ^e's  Cleopatra,  I  Marke  Anthony. 

jiccd.  No,  thou  art  a  meere  markc  for  good 
wktft  to  shoote  at ;  and  in  that  suite,  thou  wilt 
m0ke  a  fineinan  to  dash  poore  crowes  out  of 
coanteoaoce. 

Jmor.  She  is  mj  moone,  I  her  Endimion. 

Acad»  No,  she  is  thy  shoulder  of  mutton,  thou 
her  ooyoo ;  or  she  may  be  thy  Luna,  and  thou 
h«r  loMticke. 

Amor,  I  her  iEneas,  she  my  Dido  is. 

AcmL  She  is  thy  lo,  thou  her  brasen  asse ; . 
Or  she  dame  PbantasT,  and  thou  her  gull, 
^  fhj  Pasiphae^  akd  thoa  her  loving  bull 


SCENA  IV. 

Enter  Iicmerito,  and  SxErxuxio,  Aw  Father, 

Ster.  Sonne,  is  this  the  gentleman  that  sells  u» 
the  living? 

Ln.  Fy  father,  thou  must  not  call  it  sellings 
thou  must  say,  is  this  the  gentleman  that  must 
have  the  gratuito  ? 

Acad.  What  have  we  heere,  old  trupenny  come, 
to  towne,  to  fetch  away  the  living  in  his  old  greasjr 
slops;  then  He  none;  the  time  nath  beene  wh^n 
such  a  fellowe  medied  with  nothing  but  his  plow 
share,  his  spade,  and  his  hobnayles,  and  so  to  a 
a  peece  of  bread  and  cheese,  and  went  his  way  ;. 
but  now  these  fellowes  are  growne  the  onely  fac- 
tors for  preferment 

Ster.  O  is  this  the  grating  gentleman,  and  how 
many  pounds  must  I  pay  ? 

Im.  O  thou  must  not  call  them  pounds,  but 
thanks;  and  harke  you,  father,  thou  must  tell  of 
nothing  that  is  done ;  for  I  must  seeme  to  comft 
cleere  to  it 

Acad,  Not  pounds  but  thanks:  see  whether 
this  simple  fellow  that  hath  nothing  of  a  schoUer, 
but  that  the  draper  hath  blackt  him  over,  hath 
not  gotten  the  btilc  of  the  time. 

Ster.By  uiy  fnyth,  sonne,  lool^efor  no  more'por*. 
tion, 

Im.  Well,  father,  I  will  not,  upon  this  condir 
tion,  that  when  thou  have  gotten  me  the  gratuito 
of  the  living,  thou  will  likewise  disburse  a  little 
mony  to  the  bishop's  poser,  for  there  are  certaina 
questions  I  make  scruple  to  be  posed  in. 

AcacL  He  meanes  any  question  in  Lattin,  whicb 
he  counts  a  scruple ;  oh  this  honest  man  could  ne- 
ver abide  this  popish  tounge  of  Latine,  oh  he  it 
as  true  an  English  man  as  lives. 

Sler.  lie  take  the  gentleman  now,  he  b  in  a 
good  vayne,  for  he  smiles. 

Amor.  Siveete  Ovid,  I  do  honour  every  paf^e, . 

Acad,  Good  Ovid,  that  in  his  life  time  hved 
with  the  Getes,  and  now  after  his  death  conver« 
seth  with  a  barbarian. 

Sler.  God  bee  at  your  worke,  sir ;  my  sonne 
told  ine  you  were  the  grating  gentleman ;  I  an^ 
Stercutio,  his  father,  sir,  simple  as  I  stand  here. 

Amor.  Fellow,  I  had  rather  given  thee  an  hun- 
dred pounds,  then  thou  should  have  put  me  out  of 
my  excellent  meditation ;  by  the  faitn  of  a  gentle- 
man, I  was  rapt  in  contemplation. 

Im.  Sir,  you  must  pardon  my  father,  he  wanti 
bringing  up. 

Acad.  Marry,  it  seemes  he  hath  good  bringing 
up,  when  he  brings  up  so  much  mony. 

Ster.  Indeede,  sir,  you  must  pardon  me,  I  did 
not  kcowe  you  were  a  gentleman  of  the  Temple 
before. 

Amor,  Well  I  am  content,  in  a  generous  dis- 
position, to  beare  with  country  education,  but 
fellow  whats  thy  name? 

Ster,  Mv  name,  sir,  Stercutio,  sir. 

Amor»  Why  tlien,  Stercutio,  I  would  be  verj 
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witling  (o  be  the  idstrumcnt  to  my  father,  that 
this  living  might  be  coufeired  upon  your  sonne ; 
tn^y  I  Would  have  yuu  know,  that  1  have  bene 
ikiiportnned  by  two  or  three  several  lordes,  tny 
kinde  cozing  iu  the  behalfe  of  some  Cambridge 
Bkani  and  bavft  almost  engaged  my  word.  Mary, 
if  I  shall  bee  your  disposition  to  be  mdre  thabk- 
full  then  other  men,  I  shalbe  very  ready  to  re> 
spect  kind  nattired  nien ;  fOt>,  as  the  ttalidn  pto^ 
verbe  speaketh  wel^  cki  ha  kaura. 

Mod.  Why  here  is  a  gallant  young  dinger  tit 
Kvings. 

Star,  I  beseech  yoo,  sir,  speak  English ;  fbr  that 
i^  naturall  to  me  and  tO'  my  sonue^  and  iUl  oar 
kindred,  to  understand  but  one  language. 

Amor,  Why  thus,  in  plaine  English ;  I  mn^ 
lM»  re4t>ected  with  thanks. 
-  Acad.  This  is  a  subtle  tractive,  wheb  thanks 
Ibay  be  felt  and  seene. 

Sier,  And  I  pray  you,  sir,  what  it  the  lowest 
titanks  that  you  will  take  f 

.  Acad.  The  verye  same  method  that  he  used  at 
the  buyit^  of  an  oie. 

Amor.  1  must  have  some  odd  sprinkling  of  an 
iMindred  pounds,  if  so^  so,  I  shall  thiiike  you  thank- 
foil,  and  commend  your  sonne  as  a  man  of  good 
pd^  t6  my  fathec 

Acmd.  A  sweete  world,  eive  an  hundred  poundes, 
and  this  is  but  counted  thankHilhiesse. 

Ster.  Haike  thou,  sir,  you  shall  have  80  thankes. 

Amor.  I  tell  thee,  fellow,  I  never  opened  my 
Aeuth  in  this  kind  so  cheape  before  in  my  life. 
I  tell  thee,  few  jrouug  gentlemen  are  found,  that 
^ouid  deale  so  kindely  With  thee  as  I  doe. 

Sier,  Well,  sir,  because  I  know  my  sonne  to  be 
Ik  toward  tning,  and  one  that  hath  taken  all  his 
learning  on  his  owne  bead,  wit^ut  sending  to 
tlie  nni>ersstye,  I  aili  content  to  give  you  as  many 
tliankes  as  you  a&ke,  so  you  will  promise  me  to 
briiig  it  to  passe, 

uUidr.  1  warrant  you  for  that;  if  I  say  it  <inoe, 
repayre  you  to  the  place,  and  stay  there  for  my 
lather,  he  is  walked  abroad  to  take  the  benefit  of 
the  aylre.  He  meete  him  as  he  retumes,  and 
aaake  wajr  for  your  suite.  Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Academico,  Amoretto* 

Amor.  Gallant,  I  faith. 

Acad.  I  see  we  schollers  tish  for  a  living  in 
th^sc  shallow  foardes  without  a  silver  hoock. 
Why,  wold  it  not  gal  a  man  to  sec  a  spruse  gar^ 
tered  youth  of  our  colledge  a  Whil^  ago,  be  t 
moker  for  a  living  and  an  old  baode  for  a  bene- 
€ce  ?  This  sweete  sir  profered  me  much  kinde* 
pesse  when  bee  was  of  our  coUedge,  and  now  He 
try  what  winde  remaynes  in  bis  bladder.  God 
Uve  you,  sir. 

Amor,  By  the  masse  I  fear  me,  I  saw  this  ge- 
nus and  spedes  in  Cambridge  before  now:  lie 
lake  BO  notice  of  him  now ;  by  the  faith  of  a 
{^ptlemaoi  this  is  pretty  ellegy.    Of  what  age  if 


the  dlB^,  fellow?  Syrrha  biry,  bath  the  groome 
saddled  my  hunting  hobby  f  can  Robin  HunteC* 
tel  where  a  hare  sits  ? 

Acad.  See  a  poOre  old  firiende  of  yourd)  of  S- 
coUedge,  in  Cambridge. 

Anir.  Good  fayth,  ttr,  ybo  must  pardon  iiiew 
I  have  forgotten  you. 

Acad.  My  name  is  Acadettuco,  sir,  one  that 
naade  an  oration  for  ydu  oiice  on  the  qUeehle'a 
day,  and  a  show  that  yoo  got  some  cri^it  by. 

Amor.  It  may  be  so>  it  mkj  be  S(^,  bbl  I  have 
forgotten  it;  marry,  yet  I  remember  th)frre  tvas' 
sttth  a  fellow  that  I  W«s  very  benefidatl  Unto  in 
my  time.  But  howsoever)  silr,  t  have  the  cUrtesi^ 
of  the  towne  fbr  you.  I  atto  ^ttj  you  did  not 
take  me  at  my  father's  houfte:  but  now  I  am  in 
exceeding  great  hast^  foi*  I  hate  vieiwed  thfe  death 
of  a  hare  that  wee  foUntt  this  morning  musdng  oik 
her  meate. 

Atad.  Sir,  1  am  imboldned  by  tblit  great  ac-' 
(juaintance  that  heretofore  I  had  witli  yoo,  aa 
likewise  it  hath  pleased  you  heretofore. 

Amor.  Looke  syrrha,  if  you  see  my  hobby  9omo 
hetherward  as  yet. 

Acad.  To  make  me  some  promises,  I  am  to  rc« 
quest  your  ^ood  mediation  to  the  worshipful! 
your  father,  m  my  behalfe :  and  I  will  dedicate 
to  your  pelfe  in  the  way  of  thankes,  those  dayes  I 
have  to  live. 

Amor.  O  good  sir,  if  I  had  knowne  your  minde 
before,  for  my  father  hath  already  given  the  in- 
duction to  a  cliaplaine  of  his  owne,  to  a  proper 
man,  I  know  not  of  what  univer&itie  he  is. 

Acad.  Senior  Immerito,  they  say,  hath  bidden 
fay  rest  for  it. 

Amor.  I  know  not  his  name,  but  bee  is  a  grave 
discreet  man,  I  warrant  him,  indeede  hee  wants 
utterance  in  some  measure. 

Acad.  Najr,  me  thinkes  he  hath  very  good  ut- 
terance for  his  eravitie,  for  hee  came  h'ether  very 
grave,  boti  I  thlnke  he  will  returne  light  enoa|tiy 
when  he  is  ridde  of  tlie  heavy  element  he  carnea 
about  him. 

Atnor.  Faith  sir,  you  must  pardon  mee,  it  Sa 
my  ordinarie  custume  to  be  too  studious,  niy  rais- 
tresse  hath  tolde  me  of  it  often,  and  I  finde  it  to 
hurt  my  ordinary  discourse :  but  say,  sweet  sir, 
do  yee  effect  the  most  gentle-mttn«like  gl&me  of 
hunting. 

Ac<3l  How  say  you  to  the  crafty  gull,  hee 
would  faine  get  mee  abroad  to  make  sport  with 
mee  in  their  hunters  termes,  which  we  schoUeri 
are  not  acquainted  with ;  sir,  I  have  loved  thta 
kinde  of  sporte,  but  now  I  begin  to  hate  it,  for  it 
hath  beene  my  luck  alwayes  to  beat  the  bush^ 
while  another  kild  the  hare. 

Amen  Hunters  kick,  hunters  luck,  sir;  but 
there  was  a  fault  in  your  hounds  that  did  Bpeod 
well 

Acad.  Sir,  I  hare  had  worse  lUck  alwayes  at 
hunting  the  foi. 

Amosr.  What,  sir,  do  you  meane  at  the  maken« 
neiiing,  ontaperingi  or  eanhiug  of  the  foz« 
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Acad,  I  roeaiw  eartfiiiigi  if  yoa  t^^ume  U  so; 
for  I  never  fofma  yellow  eart^  enQqgh  to  oor(u 
tbe  old  fox  joar  father. 

Anor.  Good  fmtt>>  nr,  there  is^  an  excellent 
skill  in  blowiqg  for  the  terriers ;  it  is  a  word  that 
ve  buQters  use  wt^^p  (lie  fqx  is  earthed,  you  roust 
blow  one  loqg,  two  short,  the  second  wlode,  one 
loDf[,  two  ilyirt;  now,  sir,  in  blowiuA,  every  long 
cootaioetti  7  quavers,  one  short  containeth  3 


AauL  Sir,  might  I  finde  i|ny  fisvpur  in  my  suite, 
I  voqld  wiod  the  home  wherein  your  boone  de- 
serts should  be  sounded  with  so  many  minims,  «p 
msnj  quavers. 

Amor.Swtet  sir, I  would  I  could  confcrre  ^is, 
or  any  Ippdn^sse  upon  you ;  I  wonder  the  boy 
corner  not  away  with  n^  hobby.  Now  sir,  as  I 
vas  procee^'mg :  when  you  blow  the  deatli  of 
jtwr  fox  in  tbe  field,  or  covert,  then  must  yoM 
w^nd  3  notes,  with  3  windes,  apd  rech^t ;  mark 
jrotf  sir,  npou  tbe  same,  with  3  winder 

Acad.  I  pray  you,  «r. 

inpr.  Now,  sir,  when  you  pome  to  your  state- 
ly gate,  as  ypu  souodcd  the  recheat  before^  sq 
Mv  yoi\  must  soqfid  the  releefe  three  dmes. 
^Aead.  Beleefe  call  you  it?  i(  were  good  ev^ry 
patroo  would  finde  the  borne. 

iwor.  O,  sir,  but  your  reliefe  is  your  sweetest 
note,  that  Is  sir,  w^ien  your  hounds  bunt  after  a 
ffme  iipknowoe,  and  thefi  you  must  soupd  one 
io^and  si^  short,  the  second  wind,  two  short 
aw)  one  long,  the  third  win4  one  king  and  two 
short. 

Acad*  Tnie,  sir,  it  is  a  very  cood  trade  now  a 
daycs  to  lie  a  villaine ;  I  ^m  the  hound  tlia^  hunts 
aftrr  a  gsme  unknowne,  aud  blowes  the  villaine. 

Amor.  Sir,  I  will  blesse  your  eares  with  a  very 
pretty  story;  my  father  out  of  hi^  owne  cost  and 
cbaqpn,  k^pes  i|n  open  table  for  aU  kinde  of 

Acad,  And  he  (cecpcs  one  more  by  t^ee. 

Amfr»  Ue  bath  your  grey-hound,  your  mun- 
grell,  your  mastife,  your  leurier,  your  spaniell, 
toor  k^n^ts,  teqiers,  butcliers  dogges,  blond* 
iKWids,  dongbiU-dogges,  trindle  tail^  prick-eard 
Carrey  sroalfladies  puppies,  caches,  and  bastards. 

Afad.  What  a  bawdy  knave  hath  he  to  his  ia- 
tber,  that  keepcs  bis  ^C^chell,  hath  his  bastards, 
and  lets  his  sonncs  be  plaine  ladies  puppets^  to 
Uray  a  ladies  chamber. 

jyaor.  It  was  my  pleasure  two  dayes  ago,  to 
tike  a  gallant  leash  of  grey-hounds,  and  into  my 
father's  parke  I  went,  accompanied  with  two  or 
three  noblemen  of  my  neere  acquaintance,  de- 
striog  to  shew  tbem  some  of  the  sport :  I  cnusd 
die  keeper  to  sever  the  rascall  deere,  from  the 
buduof  tbe  first  heed;  now,  sir,  a  bucke  the  first 
}mi«  is  a  £iwQ^,  the  second  yeare  a  pricket,  the 
dnrd  yeare  a  sorell,  th^  fourth  yeare  a  so^rc,  tbe 
tft  a  knfk  of  the  first  head,  the  sixt  yeare  a  com- 
pleat  (nxa  ;  as  likewise  your  hart  is  (b^  first  yeare 
«  t^Ukf  thf  veycond  y^tx^  n  brochet,  the  third 
jcaref  spfid^,  t)ie  fpH'^  J9<u:e  a  stagg^  the  fift 


yearfs  a  pea.%  stagge^  tbe  nzt  y^are  a  hart :  «f 
likewise  the  roerbudte  is  the  firft  yfiare  a  ki^ 
the  seamd  yei^^  ngirl,  the  third  yeare  a  bemuse 2 
I^ld  these  ^re  your  speciall  beasts  for  cbfise,  oi) 
as  w^  huntsmen  call  it,  for  venery. 

Acad,  )f  chaste  be  taken  for  vcpery,  thou  ar^ 
a  more  speciall  beast,  then  any  m  thy  fatUer'4 
forrest.  Sjr,  I  am  sorry  I  have  been  so  trol^le-r 
some  to  you. 

Amor,  t  know  this  was  the  readiest  way  to 
chase  away  the  scholler,  by  getting  him.  into  4 
subject  he  cannot  talke  of  for  his  life.  Sir,  I  will 
borrow  so  much  time  of  you,  a^  to  finish  this  my 
begun  storie.  Now,  air,  after  much  travell  we 
singled  a  buck,  I  rode  that  same  dme  upon  n 
roane  gelding,  and  stood  to  intercept  from  tb^ 
thicket :  the  buck  broke  ^llantly ;  my  great  9Wf\(t 
being  disadvantaged  in  hts  slip,  was  at  the  first 
behinde,  marry,  presently  coted  and  qut-strip( 
them,  when,  as  the  hart  presently  discei^dec)  to 
the  river,  and  (leiog  in  the  water,  proferd^  an4 
reproferd,  and  proferd  againe ;  apd  at  last  h^ 
upstarted  at  the  other  side  of  the  water,  which 
we  call  soyle  of  the  hart,  and  there  othpr  hunts- 
men met  him  with  an  adauntreley :  we  followed 
in  bard  chase  for  the  space  of  eight  houres,  thrise 
our  hoMnds  were  at  default,  and  then  we  cryed  a 
slaine,  streight  so  bo ;  through  gpod  reclaiminfc 
my  faulty  hounds  found  their  game  againe,  and 
so  went  through  tbe  wood  with  gallant  notice  of 
musicke,  resembling  so  many  violls  degambo :  at 
last  the  hart  laid  him  downe,  and  the  hounds 
seized  upon  him,  he  groned,  and  wept,  and  dyed. 
In  good  faith  it  made  me  wcepe  too,  to  thinke  of 
Acteon's  fortune,  which  my  Ovid  speakeyof. 

He  reades  Ovid. 
MiUtat  omnii  amansj  et  habet  ma  coitra  Cupido, 

Acad.  Sir,  can  ynu  put  me  in  jony  hope  or  ob- 
tayning  my  sute?* 

Amor.  In  good  fayth,  sir,  if  I  did  not  love  yon 
as  my  soole,  I  would  not  make  you  acquainted 
with  the  mysteries  of  my  art. 

Acad.  Naye,  I  will  not  dye  of  a  discourse  yct^ 
if  I  can  choose. 

Amor.  SOf  sir,  when  we  had  rewarded  our 
dogges  with  the  small  guttes,  and  the  lights,  and 
the  bloud ;  the  huntsmen  hallowed,  so  ho^  Venus 
a  coupler,  and  so  coupled  the  dogg^  and  then 
returned  home^vard :  another  company  of  houndes 
that  lay  at  advantage,  bad  their  couples  cast  ofl^ 
and  we  might  heare  the  huntsmen  cry,  horse,  de« 
couple,  avant,  but  streight  we  hearde  him  cry,  le 
amond,  and  by  that,  1  knewe  that  they  tiad  the 
hare  and  on  foote,  and  bv  artd  by  I  might  see 
sore  and  resore,  prick  and  reprick :  what,  is  he 
gone?  ha  ha  ha  ba,  Ihese  schollcrs  are  tbe  sim- 
plest creatures. 

SCENA  VI. 

Enter  Amoretto,  and  Ids  Page. 

Page.  I  wonder  what  is  becqme  of  that  Ovid 
dc  qrte  amandi ;  my  maister  be  that  for  tb^  prac- 
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tise  of  his  discourse,  is  wonte  to  court  his  hobby 
•broad  and  at  home,  in  his  chamber  makes  a  sett 
speech  to  his  grev-hound,  desiring  that  most 
fayre  and  amiable  dogge  to  grace  his  company  in 
a  stately  galliard;  and  if  the  dogge  seeing  him 
practise  his  lasty  pointes,  as  his  crospoint  back- 
caper  chance  to  beray  the  roome,  he  presently 
dofies  his  cap,  most  solemnly  makes  a  low-leg  to 
his  lady  ship,  taking  it  for  the  greatest  favour  in 
the  world,  that  shee  wodd  voachsafe  to  leave  her 
civet  box,  or  her  sweete  glore  behind  her. 

Jjnor,  He  opens  Ovid  and  reads  it. 

Page.  Not  a  word  more,  sir,  au't  please  you, 
your  hobby  will  roeete  you  at  the  lanes  end. 

Amor,  What,  Jack,  faith  I  cannot  but  vent  un- 
to thee  a  most  witty  jest  of  mine. 

Pafte,  I  hope  my  maister  will  not  breake  winde : 
wf  It  please  you,  sir,  to  blesse  mine  eares  with  the 
discourse  oMt. 

AmCtr,  Good  faith,  the  boy  begins  to  have  an 
elegant  smack  of  my  stile :  why  then  thus  it  was, 
Jack;  a  scurvie  roeere  Cambridge  scholler,  I 
know  not  how  to  define  )>im.— 

Page.  Nay,  maister,  let  mee  define  a  meere 
•choller;  I  heard  a  courtier  once  define  a  meere 
scholler  to  bee  animal  $cabiotumy  that  is,  a  living, 
creature  that  is  troubled  with  the  itch ;  or  a  meere 
ichoUer,  is  a  creature  that  can  strike  fire  in  the 
morning  at  his  tinder-box,  put  on  a  paire  of  lined 
slippers,  sit  rewming  till  dinner,  and  then  go  to 
his  meate  when  the  hell  rings,  one  that  hath  a 
peculiar  gift  in  a  cough,  and  a  licence  to  spit ; 
or  if  you  will  have  him  defined  by  negatives,  he 
is  one  that  cannot  make  a  good  leggc,  one  that 
cannot  eate  a  messe  of  brinh  cleanly,  one  that 
cannot  ride  a  horse  without  spurgalling,  one  that 
cannot  salute  a  woman,  and  looke  on  her  direct- 
ly, one  that  cannot  — — 

Amor.  Inough,  Jack,  I  can  sta^r  no  longer,  £ 
am  so  great  in  child-birth  with  this  jest;  sirrha, 
this  prsMlicable,  this  saucy  groome,  because  when 
I  was  in  Cambridge,  and  lay  in  a  trundlebed  un- 
der ray  tutor,  I  was  content  in  discreet  bumilitie, 
to  give  him  some  place  at  the  table ;  and  because 
I  envited  the  hungrie  slave  sometimes  to  my 
chamber,  to  the  canvasing  of  a  turkio  pye,  or  a 
piece  of  venison,  which  my  lady  grand-mother 
sent  roe,  he  thought  himselfe  therefore  eternally 
possest  of  my  love,  and  came  hither  to  take  ac- 
quaintance of  me,  and  thought  his  old  famili-  I 


aritie  did  continue,  and  would  beare  him  out  in  • 
matter  of  weight  I  could  not  tell  how  to  rid 
my  selfe  better  of  the  troublesome  turfe,  then 
by  getting  hhn  into  the  discourse  of  bunting,  and 
then  tormenting  him  awhile  with  our  wordcs  of 
arte,  the  poore  scorpion  became  speechless^  tind 
suddenly  ravished.  These  clearkes  are  simple 
fellowcs,  simple  feHowes.    (He  reads  Ovid.) 

Page.  Simple  indeed  they  are,  for  they  want 
vour  courtly  composition  of  a  foole,  and  of  m 
knave.  Good  faith,  sir,  a  most  absolute  jest,  but 
me  thtnkes  it  might  have  beeoe  followed  a  little 
farther. 

Amor.  As  how,  my  little  knave  ? 

Page.  Why  thus,  sir,  had  you  intited  him  to 
dinner  at  your  table,  and  have  put  the  carving  of 
a  capon  upon  him,  you  shoula  have  scene  hini 
hanale  the  knife  so  foolishly,  then  mn  throug|h  a 
jury  of  faces,  then  wagging  his  head,  and  shewing 
his  teeth  in  familiaritie,  venter  upon  it  with  the 
same  method  that  he  was  wont  to  untrusse  an  apple 

fye,  or  tyrannise  an  egge  and  hotter :  then  would 
had  applied  him  all  dinner  time  with  deeoe 
trenchers,  cleane  trenchers,  and  still  when  he  had 
a  good  bit  of  meate,  I  would  hane  taken  it  fro|| 
him,  by  gif  ing  him  a  deane  trencher,  and  so  Imve 
served  him  in  kindnesse. 

Awor.  Well  said,  subtle  Jack,  put  me  in  miode 
when  I  retume  i^aine,  that  I  may  make  my  ladj 
mother  laugh  at  the  scholler:  lie  to  my^gasae;  for 
you.  Jack,  I  would  have  you  imploy  your  time  till 
my  comming,  in  watchmg  what  houre  of  the  day 
my  hawke  mutes.  [Bjcit, 

Page.  Is  not  this  an  excellent  office  to  be  apo* 
thecarie  to  his  worship's  hawke,  to  sit  scouting  on 
the  wall,  how  the  phistcke  workes  ?  and  is  not  my 
niaister  an  absoUite  villaine,  that  loves  his  hawke, 
his  hobby,  and  his  grey-hound,  more  then  any 
mortall  creature?  do  but  dispraise  a  feather  of 
his  hawkes  traine,  and  he  writhes  his  mouth, 
and  swedes,  for  he  can  doe  timt  onely  with  u, 
good  grace,  that  you  are  the  most  shallow  braind 
fellow  that  lives;  do  but  say  his  horse  stales 
with  a  good  presence,  and  hee  s  your  bond-slave : 
when  he  retumes,  lie  tell  twentie  admirable  lyes 
of  his  hawke,  and  then  I  shall  be  his  little  roeue, 
and  his  white  villaine,  for  a  whole  weeke  after. 
Well,  let  othens  coniplaine,  but  I  thinke  there  is 
no  felicitie  to  the  serving  of  a  fuole. 


ACTUS  III. 


SCENAJ. 


Sim  Radebicke,  Recorder,  Page,  Sxgnor 
Immerito. 

Sir  Had.  Signor  Imnterito,  you  remember  my 
caution  for  the  tithes,  and  my  promise  for  farm- 
ing my  tithes  at  such  a  rate  ? 

Im.  I,  and  please  your  worship,  sir. 

/iKir  RtuL  You  must  put  in  security  for  die 


performance  of  it  in  such  sorte,  as  I  and  maister 
Recorder  shall  like  of. 

Jfff.  I  will,  an't  please  your  worsLip. 

Sir  Rad.  And  because  I  will  be  sure  that  I 
have  conferred  this  kindnesse  upon  a  su6Bcient 
man,  1  have  desired  maister  Recorder  to  take  cat> 
amination  of  you. 

Page.  My  maister,  it  seemes,  tak*s  him  for  m 
thiiefei  but  be  bath  small  reasun  for  it;  as  for 
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Jcmno^  it's  plaine  he  never  stole  any,  and  for  the 
living  he^  knowes  bimBelfe  hot?  he  coines  by  it ; 
/or  leu  him  but  eat  a  meaase  of  furmenty  this  sea- 
fan  yeare,  and  yet  he  shall  never  be  able  to  re- 
cover bimaelfe :  alas,  poore  sheepe,  that  hath  fal- 
len into  the  hands  of  such  a  fox. 

Sir  Rod,  Good  maister  Recorder,  take  yoor 
place  by  roe,  and  make  tryall  of  his  ^ftes.  Is  the 
derke  there  to  record  his  eiaininatioo  ?  Oh  the 
Pap^e  shall  serve  the  tume. 

Pi^e.  Tryal  of  his  giftes !  never  had  any  giftes 
^  better  tryaL  Why,  Immerito,  his  giftes  have  ap- 
peared in  as  many  colonres  as  the  rayu-bow;  first 
to  maister  Amoretto  in  colour  of  the  sattiue  suite 
be  weares;  to  my  lady,  in  the  similitude  of  a 
loose  gowne;  to  my  maister,  in  the  likenesse  of 
a  silver  basen  and  ewer ;  to  us  pages  in  the  sem- 
blaace  of  new  suites  and  poyutes.  So  maister 
Amoretto  playes  the  gall  in  a  piece  of  a  parson- 
ap;  ray  maister  adornes  his  cuppoord  with  a 
pMoe  of  a  parsonage ;  ray  mistres  upon  good 
d^es,  puts  on  a  piece  of  a  parsonage ;  and  we 
pages  playe  at  blowe  pointe  for  a  piece  of  a  par- 
soo^e,  I  thinke  heer*s  tryall  inough  for  one  man's 
.f^ftes. 

JRee.  For  as  much  as  nature  hath  done  her 
part  in  making  you  a  handsome  likely  man 

Pogc  He  IS  a  handsome  yonng  roan  indeed, 
and  bath  a  proper  gelded  parsonage. 
.  Rec  In  the  nest  place,  some  art  is  requisite 
for  the  perfection  of  nature ;  for  the  tryall  where- 
of, at  the  request  of  my  worshipfull  friend,  I  will 
in  some  sorte  propound  questions  fitt  to  be  resol- 
ved by  one  of  your  profession.  Say  what  is  a  per- 
son tiiat  was  never  at  the  university  ? 

lau  A  person  that  was  never  in  the  university, 
is  a  living  creatnre  that  can  eate  a  tithe  pi^ge, 

Rec  Very  well  answered ;  but  yon  should  have 
addeci,  and  must  be  officious  to  his  patrone. 
Write  downe  that  answer,  to  shew  his  learnins  in 
Ipgick.  '  * 

Sir  Rod,  Yea,  boy,  write  that  downe;  very 
learnedly  in  good  faith.  I  pray  now  let  me  as»ke 
you  one  question  that  I  remember,  whether  is 
the  mascoline  gender  or  the  feminine  more  wor- 
tkyf 

Im,  The  feminine,  sir. 

Sir  Red,  The  right  answer,  the  right  answer. 
In^uod  faith,  I  have  beene  of  that  mind  alwaycs; 
write,  boy,  that,  to  shew  hce  is  a  grammarian. 

Page.  No  marvell  my  maister  be  against  tlie 
grammer,  for  he  bath  alwayes  made  false  Latiiie 
in  the  genders. 

Her.  What  university  are  yoa  of? 

lau  Of  none. 

Sir  Rod,  He  tells  trueth ;  to  tell  trueCh  is  an 
escellent  vertne ;  boy,  make  two  heads,  one  for 
bis  leammg,  another  for  his  vcruies,  and  referre 
tlas  to  the  head  of  his  vertuos^  not  of  bis  learn- 

Page,  What,  balfe  a  messe  of  good  qualities 
leferred  to  an  asse  head  ? 
Sir  Rod,  Now,  maister  Recorder,  if  it  please 


yon,  I  will  examine  him  in  an  audior,  that  will 
sound  him  to  the  depth ;  a  booke  of  astronomy, 
otiierwise  called  an  almanacke. 

Ree»  Very  good,  Sir  Radericke ;  it  were  to  be 
wished  that  there  were  no  other  booke  of  huma- 
nitjT,  then  there  would  not  bee  such  bosie  state- 
prying  fellowes  as  are  now  a  dayes.  Procecde^ 
good  sir. 

Sir  Rad,  What  is  the  dominicall  letter? 

Im,  C,  sir,  and  please  your  wonJiip. 

Sir  Rad.  A  very  good  answer,  a  very  good  an- 
swer, the  very  answer  of  the  booke.  Write  downe 
that,  and  referre  it  to  his  skill  in  philosophy. 

Page.  C,  the  dominical!  letter;  it  is  true,  cnft 
and  cunning  do  so  dominere ;  yet  rather  C  and 
D  are  dominicall  letters,  that  is,  crafty  dunsei7><^ 

Sir  Rod,  How  many  daies  hath  September  r       J 

Im,  Aprill,  June,  and  November,  February  / 
liath  28  alone,  and  all  the  rest  hath  SO  and  one.  -/ 

Sir  Rod.  Very  learnedly,  in  good  faith ;  he  hath 
also  a  smacke  in  poetry.  Write  downe  that,  boy« 
to  shew  his  learning  in  poetry.  How  many  miles 
from  WnJtham  to  London  ? 

Im,  Twelve,  sir. 

Sir  Rad.  How  many  from  Newmarket  to  Gran-< 
tham? 

Im,  Ten,  sir. 

Page,  Without  doubt,  he  hath  beene  some  car* 
rier's  horse  ? 

Sir  Rod,  How  call  you  him  that  b  cunning  inr 
1,  %  3,  4,  5,  and  the  cypher  ? 

Im,  A  good  arithmetician. 

Sir  Rod.  Write  downe  that  answer  of  his,  to 
show  his  learning  in  arithmetick. 

Page,  He  must  nedes  be  a  good  arithmetician, 
that  counted  money  so  lately. 

Sir  Rad,  When  is  the  new  moone? 

-  Im,  The  last  quarter,  the  5  day,  at  2  of  the 
doke,  and  38  minuis  in  the  morning. 

Sir  Rad,  Write  him  downe.  How  cal  yon  him, 
tliat  is  weather-wise? 

Rec*  A  good  astronomer. 

Sir  Rad,  Sirrha,  boy,  write  him  do«riie  for  a 
good  astronomer. 

Page.  Ai  colit  attra. 

Sir  Rod,  What  day  of  the  month  ligjits  the 
queene*s  day  on  ? 

Im.  The  17  of  November. 

Sir  Rad.  Boy,  referre  this  to  his  vertues,  and 
write  him  down  a  good  subject. 

Page,  Faith  he  were  an  excellent  subject  for 
2  or  3  good  wits ;  he  would  make  a  fuie  asse  for 
an  ope  to  ride  upon. 

Sir  Rad,  Ana  tlicse  shaK  suffice  for  the  parts^ 
of  his  learning.  Now  it  renniines  to  try,  whether 
you  bee  a  man  of  good  utterance,  that  is,  whetlier 
yon  can  aske  for  the  strayed  heifer  wiih  the  white 
face,  as  also,  chide  the  boyes  in  the  belfrie,  aui* 
bid  the  sexton  whippe  out  the  dogges;  letmear 
heare  your  voyce. 

Im,  If  any  man  or  woman     — 

Sir  Rad.  Tliai's  too  high. 

Im.  If  any  man  or  woma 
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Sir  Bad.  That^  too  lowe. 

Imi.  If  any  man  or  woman,  can  fell  any  tjdings 
of  a  horse  Mith  fowre  feete,  two  eares,  tluit  did 
straye  about  the  set enth  howre,  three  minutea  in 
the  forenoone,  the  fift  day. 

Poge.  I  tooke  of  a  horse  just  is  it  were  the 
ecclipse  of  the  moone. 

Sir  Rod,  Boy,  write  him  downe  for  a  good  ut- 
terance.   Maister  Recorder,  I  thinke  he  hath 
beene  examined  sufficiently. 
*  Bcc.  I,  Sir  Radericke,  tis  so;  wee  liatc  tride 
him  very  throughly. 

Page,  I,  we  have  taken  an  inventory  ofliis 
good  parts,  and  prized  them  accordingly. 

Sir  Pad,  Si^ior  Immerito^  forasmuch  as  we 
have  made  a  double  tryall  of  thee,  the  one  of 
your  learning,  the  other  of  your  erudition ;  it  is 
^pedient  also,  in  the  next  place,  to  give  you  a  fewe 
exhortations,  considering  the  greatest  clarkes  are 
not  the  wisest  men ;  this  is,  therefbre,  first,  to  ex- 
hort yuu  to  abstfijne  from  controversies;  second- 
ly, not  to  gird  at  meh  of  worship,  such  as  my 
telfe,  but  to  use  your  selfe  discreetly;  thirdly, 
not  to  speake  when  any  man  or  woman  coughs; 
doc  so,  and  in  so  doine,  I  will  perseter  to  bee 
your  worshipfuU  friend  and  loving  patron. 

Jm,  I  thaiikc  your  worship,  you  have  beene 
the  deficient  cau^  of  my  pr^fcfrment 

Sir  Rod,  Lead  Tmmerito  in  to  my  sonn^,  and 
let  hhn  dispatch  him,  aud  remember  my' tith^  to 
bee  reserved,  paying  twelve  pence  a  yeare.  I  am 
going  to  Moore-fieldes,  to  speake  with  an  unthrifi, 
1  should  meete  at  the  Middle  Temple  about  a  pur- 
chase ;  when  you  have  done,  follow  us.^ 

"[Exeunt  Imheeito,  and  the  Pa^. 

SCENA  U.  .  .       , 

Sift,  Eadericke  ami  lUcorJa'^,, 

Sir  Pad.  HarVe  vou,  m^Uter  R^c^ci*,  t  have ' 
flesht  my  prodlgiill  boy  notablie,  notobtie  In  let- 
ting him  dealc  for  this  living,^  ihat  Eath  done  him 
much,  much  good  I  assure  you,  \ 

Pec  You  doe  well.  Sir  R^dericke,  to  t)estoWe 
your  living  upon  such  an  one*  as  will  be  contend  to 
share,  and  on  Sunday  to  say  nothine ;  whefeas 
your  proud  university  princoi  tliinkes  he  is  a  man 
of  such  merit,  the  world  cannot  sufficiently  endow 
him  with  preferment ;  an  unthankfi61l  \^iper,  an 
unthankfull  riper,  that  will  s^ing  tlie  mnn  that  re- 
vived hiin.  "  . 

Why  ibt  not  strange  to  see  a  ragged  claHcl^ 
Some  &tan>ell  weaver,  or  some  ^utcH^r*s  sonne ; 
That  scrubd  a  late  within  a  sTccvcles  gowne. 
When  the  commenoement,  like  a  morice  dance, 
Ilath  put  a  bell  or  two  about  his  Icgges, 
Created  him  a  sweet  cleane  geiittetimn : 
How  then  lie  gins  to  fbllow  fashions.  ', ' 
He  whose  thii^  sire  dwell  in  a  sm^k ye  roiife, 
J  Must  take  tobacco,  and  must  weaYe  a  locke. 
}lis  thirsty  dad  drjukes  in  a  wooden  boWl)?, 
put  his  sweet  selfe  is  served  in  silver  plate. 
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[lis  hungry  sire  will  scrape  you  twenty  legges, 
For  one  good  Christmas  mew  on  new-yeares  <toy  ; 
Bat  his  mawe  must  be  capon  cnunbd  each  day. 
He  must  ere  long  be  triple  benc^oed, 
Els  with  his  tongue  heel  thunderbolt  tbe  world, 
And  shake  each  pesant  by  his  deafe-roan*s  eare. 
But  had  the  world  no  wiser  men  tben  I, 
Weede  pen  the  prating  parates  in  a  cage^ 
A  chayre,  a  candle,  ami  a  tinderboi. 
A  thacked  chamber,  and  a  ragged  gowne, 
Should  be  their  huides  and  whole  possessions; 
Knights,  lords,  and  hiwyers,  should  be  loged,  and 

dwel 
Within  those  over  stately  heapc»  of  stone ; 
Which  doting  sires  in  old  age  did  direct. 

>yeli,  it  were  to  be  wished,  that  never  a  scheU 
ler  in  England  might  have  above  fortie  pound  a 
yeare. 

Sir  Pad.  Faith,  maister  Recorder,  if  it  went 
by  wishing,  there  should  never  an  one  of  theoft 
all  have  above  twentie  a  yeare ;  a  good  stipend, 
a  good  stipend,  maister  Recorder.  I,  in  the 
meane  time,  howsoever,  I  hate  tliem  all  deadly, 
yet  I  am  fayne  to  give  them  good  words.  Cm 
they  are  pestilent  fellowes,  they  speake  nothing 
but  bodkins,  and  pisse  vinegar.  Well,  do  what 
I  can  in  outward  kindnesse  to  tbem,  yet  they  doe 
nothing  but  beray  my  house ;  as  there  was  one 
that  made  a  couple  of  knavish  verses  on  my 
country  chimney,  now  in  the  time  of  my  sojour- 
ning here  at  London :  and  it  wtis  thus, 

Sir  Radericke  keeper  no  chimney  cardere/ 
That  takes  tobacco  above  onbe  a  yeare. 

And  an  other  made  a  couple  oF  verses -on  my 
daughter,  that  leames  to  ptay  on  die  viall  de 
gambo, 

Her  vyall  de  gambo  is  her  best  cbntcnt,     • 
For  twixt  hcrlfgges  she  holdes  her  instrument. 

Very  knavish,  very  knavish,  if  yon  iooke  unto 
it,  maister  Recofder;  nay  theyhilve  phijrd  many 
a  knavish  tricke  beside  with  me.  Well,  tis  a 
shame  indeede  (here  should  be  ito^sbdh  privilege 
for  proiid'be^gars,  as  Cambridge  and  Oxfoitl  are. 
But  let  them  go,  and  if  ever  they  light  in  my 
1iand^^,^if  I  do  not  plague  them,  let  roe  never 
returue'  home  ag^ne  to  see  my  wifcTs  waiting 
mayde.  ' 

'  Aee.  This  scome  of  knights  is  too  egre^ons. 
iBnt  how  should  these  yooiAg  coltes  prove  amblers. 
When,  the  old  heavy  galled  jades  do  trot : 
There  shall  you  see  a  puny  boy  start  up. 
And  makb  a  theamc  afgainst  common  lawyers : 
Then  the  old  tmweldy  camels  gin  to  dance. 
This  fiddling  bo^  )>laving  a  fit  of  mirth: 
The  gray  bcarde  scrubbe,  and  lough  atid  cry,  good, 

good. 
To  them  agtiine,  boy,8Cordge  tfie  barbarians  s 
But  we  may  give  the  looscrs  leave  to  taike, 
We  have  the  coyiie,  then  tel  them  laugh  ftir  me. 
Yet  ktiights  and  lawyers  hope  to  see  the  day. 
When  we  may  share  here  their  possessions. 
And  make  indentures  of  tlicir  chaffi-ed  skins; 
Dice  of  their  bones  to  tlirow  in  meriment. 
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8sr  R&dj,  O  ffMd  Cttyth^miMMter  Recorder,  if  1 
coold  see.  that  daj  once. 

Ktc.  Well  remembery  another  day,  what  I  taj ; 
9cfaoUers  are  pried  into  of  late,  and  are  found  to 
bee  hnsye  feliofves,  disturbers  of  the  peace;  He 
aj  BD  more*  ffime  at  mj  meaning,  I  smel  a  ratt 

Sir  Rod,  I  hope  at  length  England  will  be  wise 
enough,  I  hope  so,  I  faith ;  then  an  old  knight  may 
-  have  his  wench  in  a  comer  without  any  sat^es 
or  epigrams.  But  the  day  is  farre  spent,  maister 
Recorder,  and  I  feare  by  this  time,  the  unthrift 
is  arxxired  at  the  place  appointed  in  Moore  Fieldes, 
let  us  hasten  to  him.        [He  looket  on  kit  match. 

Rec.  Indeed  this  dayes  subject  transported  us 
too  lale;  I  tbinke  we  shall  not  come  much  too 
lateb  [Exeunt, 

SCENA  III. 
EmUr  AicoftETTo,  kii  Page,  Immerito  hooted. 

Amor,  Maister  Immerito,  deliver  this  letter  to 
die  poser  in  my  father's  name;  marry  withal  I 
some  ^rioklii^  some  sprinkling  verbum  sapienfi 
98t  e$i  ;  farwell,  maister  Imroento. 

Xa.  I  thanke  your  worship  most  hartely. 

Feige.  Is  it  not  a  ^hame  to  see  this  old  dunce 
Jeamiog  his  induction  at  these  yeares ;  but  let 
lum  go,  I  loose  nothing  by  him,  for  He  be  swome 
but  for  the  booty  of  selUng  the  parsonage,  I 
should  ba?e  gone  in  mine  old  cloathes  this  Chnst- 
mai.  A  dunce  I  see  is  a  neighbourlike  brute 
beast  ^  man  may  live  by  him. 

Amor.  {tecBtei  to  make  vene.)  A  pox  on  it, 
my  muse  is  not  so  witty  as  shee  was  wont  to 
be,  her  nose  is  like,  not  yet;  plague  on  these 
mathematicks,  they  have  spoyled  my  brayne  ia 
making  a  verse. 

Pftge,  Hang  jne  if  he  hath  any  more  mathe> 
antikcs  then  wul  serve  to  count  the  clocke,  or 
tell  the  meridian  howrc  by  rumbling  of  his  panch. 

Amwt.  Her  nose  is  like— ^ 

Fmge^  A  cobler's  sbooiiig  home. 

Amor,  Her  nose  is  like  a  beauteous  maribone. 

Pe^e..  Marry  a  sweete  snotty  mistres. 

Amor,  Fay th  I  do  not  like  it  yet;  as^e  as  I  was  to 
reade  a  peeoe  9f  Aristotle  in  Crreeke  ^esurnight, 
it  hath  put  mee  out  of  my  English  vaine  (|uite. 

Pame,  O  monstrous  lye»  let  m^  be  a  pomttnis- 
ser  while  I  live^  if  he  understands  any  tongue  but 
Iflglish. 

Ajmor.  Sirrba,  boy,  remember  me  when  I  come 
m  Faule's  churchyard  to  buy  a  Ronzard,  and  Du- 
bartas  in  French,  and  Aretine  in  Italian,  and  our 
hardest  vrriters  in  Spanbh,  tliey  wil  sharpen  my 
wittt  fallaatly;  I  doe  rellish  these  tongues  in 
some  sort.  Oh  now  I  do  remember  I  heare  a 
report  of  •  poet  newly  come  out  in  Hebrew,  it  is 
a  pretty  harsh  tongue,  and  rellish  a  gentlemap 
traveller;  but  come  Letts  hast  af^er  my  father, 
the  fiddt  are  fitter  to  heavenly  meditations. 

[Exeunt. 

P^pu  My  maister^  I  could  wish  your  presence 
•t  mx  admirably  jest;  why  presently  this  great  tin- 


gnist,  my  maister,  will  march  through  Faule's 
churchyard ;  come  to  a  bookebinders  shop,  and 
w^th  a  big  Italian  looke,  and  a  Spanish  face,  askc 
for  these  bookes  in  Spanish  and  Italian ;  then 
turning,  through  his  ignorance,  the  wrous  end  of 
the  b(u>ke  unward,  use  action,  on  this  uiiknowne 
tong  after  this  sort ;  first  lool^e  on  the  title,  and 
"wrinkie  }»i$  bcowe ;  next  make  as  though  he  red 
the  first  page,  and  blt^  a  lip;  then  with  his  nayle 
score  the  margent,  f^  though  there  were  some 
notable  conceit ;  and  lastly,  when  he  thinkes  bee 
hath  guild  the  standers  by  sufficiency,  throw«s 
the  bcKike  away  in  ja  rage,  swearing  tlia^  hoe  could 
never  finde  bookes  of  a  true  prime,  since  be  was 
l^t  in  loadna,  enquire  after  the  next  inorte,  and 
so  dcpartes.  Anq  so  must  I,  for  by  this  time  his 
contemplation  is  arived  ^t  his  mistres  nose  enf], 
he  is  as  glad  as  if  he  had  taken  Ostend ;  by  this 
time  he  begini  to  spit,  and  cry,  bo^,  carry  my 
doake ;  and  i^ow  I.  go  to  attend  on  his  worship. 

SCENA  IV. 
Enter  Tncekioso,  Furor,  Phaktasma. 

lug.  Come  ladds^  this  wine  whetts  your  reso 
iution  in  our  designe;  it*s  a  needy  world  with 
subtill  spirits,  and  there's  a  gentle  manlike  kinde 
of  begging,  that  may  beseeme  poets  in  this  age. 

Fur.  Now,  by  the  wing  of  nimble  Mercury, 
By  my  Thalia*s  silver  sounding  harpe ;  j 

By  that  caelestial  6er  within  my  brayne,  ^ 

That  gives  a  living  genius  to  my  lines ; 
How  ere  my  dulled  lutellectualU  v 

Capres  lesse  nimbly  then  it  did  a  fore. 
Yet  will  I  pUy  a  hunt's  up  to  my  muse. 
And  make  her  mount  from  out  her  sluggish  nesti 
As  high  as  is  the  highest  spheere  in  heaven : 
Awake  yon  paltry  trulles  of  Helicon, 
Or  by  this  light  He  swagger  with  you  streights 
You  grandsyre  Phoebus,  with  your  lovely  eye. 
The  firmament's  eternall  vi^abond. 
The  heavens  promoter,  that  doth  peepe  and  pryo 
Into  t\\e  actes  of  mortall  tennis  balls, 
Inspire  me  streight  with  some  rare  delicies 
Or  lie  dismount  thee  from  thy  radiant  coach ; 
And  make  thee  poore  and  criirchy  here  on  earth. 

Phan.  Currut  auriga  patemL,  * 

Jng.  Nay  prethe,  good  Furor,  doe  not  roavc  in 
rimes  before  thy  time:  thou  hast  a  vory  terrible 
roaring  muse,  nothing  but  souibs  and  fine  jerkcs; 
quiet  thy  selfe  a  while,  and  heare  thy  charge. 

Phan.  Hue  odes  hac^  animo  concipe  dicta  tuo. 

Ing*  Let  us  on  to  our  devise,  our  plot,  our 
project.  That  old  Sir  Radericke,  that  new  print- 
ed compendium  of  all  inquitye,  that  hath  not  ayr* 
ed  his  countrev  chimney  once  in  three  winters: 
he  that  loves  to  live  in  an  od  comer  Here  at  Lon* 
don,m>dcSecton  odde  %^nch  in  a  nookc;  one  that 
loves  to  live  in  a  narrow  rootue«  thiat  he  may  with 
more  facility  in  the  darke  light  upon  his  wife's 
waiting  maide ;  one  that  loves  a  life,  a  short  ser^ 
moiv  wul  a  long  play ;  one  that  goes  to  a  play,  to 
a  wborei  la  his  bedde  in  circle^  good  for  nothing 


60 


THE  RETURNE  FROM  PERNASSUS.       [ANOMtiioifft. 


in  the  worid  bat  to  tweato  uielitcapSy  and  foale 
faire  lawne  shirtes,  feede  a  few  foggy  serving 
men,  and  preferre  dances  to  livings.  This  old 
8ir  Radericke,  Furor,  it  shall  be  thy  taske  to 
cudgell  with  thy  thick  thwart  tearmes;  marry,  at 
the  first  give  him  some  sugar  cand?  tearmes,  and 
then  if  he  will  not  unty  purse  stnnges  of  his  li- 
berality, sting  him  with  tearmes  layd  in  aqoa 
fortis  and  gun-powder. 

Fur.  JnnavafertanimuimMiaimidicereformai, 
The  servile  current  of  my  slyding  verse, 
Oentle  sh^t  runne  into  his  thick  skiad  eares ; 
Where  it  shall  dtvell  like  a  magnifico> 
Command  his  slymie  spri^ht  to  honour  roe; 
For  my  high  tiptoe  stroutmg  poesye. 
But  if  his  ^itarrs  hath  favoured  him  so  ill, 
As  to  debarre  him  by  his  dunghil  thoughts, 
Justly  to  esteeme  ray  verses  lowting  pitch : 

if  his  earth  wroting  snout  shal  gia  to  scoruei 
ly  verse,  that  gireth  immortality ; 
Then,  bella  per  emathios, 

Pharu  Fui-or  arma  minkirat. 

Fur.  lie  shake  his  hearte  upon  my  veraes  poynte, 
Rip  out  his  gutts  with  rivyog  poiuard?;    .    , 
/Quarter  his  credit  with  a  bbodyiqtfill. .  < 

Phan.  Calami^  airatMentunif  thortai-HbtlU^^ 
Sunt  semper  ^tmliis  arma  parata  tuii,  :•  -   •. 

In^,  Inojugh,  Furor;  wee  know, thou  mit  a  nim- 
ble swaggerer  with  a  goose  quili :  i^ow  for  you, 
J^bautasmnfieai^  tnissiog  yovr  pciint^  -and  listen. 

Phan.  'Omne  tuUt  puac§wn*  -  .  .       ! 

Ing,  Mai*ke  you,  Atnoretto,  Sir  RadorickoV 
AOiine ;  to  hiift-«hall'thy  pipipipfNKrtry  and  tugnr 
jendes  of  vjeracsbe  direoied.';  he  is  one,  thatwil 
draw  out  his  pocket  glasse  tlirise  io<ft  walker  «ne] 
that  dreamcs  in  n  night  of  nothing,  but  muske 
and  civet,  and  talkes  of  iiolhing  b)1  day  long  but 
his  hauke,  his  hound,  and  hin  niistrcs ;  one  that 
more  adnUrit^s  tlie  g6od  wrinckfe  of  "a  boote,  the 
iCui;4ous  crinckliui;  of  a  filfee  stuclitiig,'Cllen«tt  the; 
witt  in  the  world)  one*  Unt'kivb»iiia«chollcr, 
i>uC  him  whose  tyred  eaves  oaO'  0nd«re  hake  ar 
jday  together,  hb  fltUowne  aonnettes  of  hii»  mis^ 
tres,  and  her  loving  pi*etty  creatures, 'her  maiicy 
key  and  her  'Wippet ;  ill  slial  be  thy  taBk,.IHi«H 
tasma,  to  eat  thi^gaUes  ibroato  with  fairecaarnws ) 
and  if  lie  hold  fast^/or  ol  thy  jufgltrtg  retiorickcj 
t'al  at  defyanto  with  him,  and  thie  poking  atM^^ 
he  wennet.  •    •      *  ' 

.'    Plian.-  ^Simui  exhiUt  en$tm,    * 

Ing.  Cometbfajvc  4mps,  gacheriip  your  spirilts, 
and  lei  us  march' *n  like  adventurous  kni^hc.«j 
and  discharge  a 'hondreth  poetiixill  spirttu  upuif 
^ein.  .'...••      ' ■    <•.  'f*  ' 

X'han.  Eit  deu$mitibiif  agitakte'CMl€SC4pm$iilo^ 
•     -•     '■        [Ejtiunt\ 
.-»i    .     ..I.  'I 

6CENA-V.    '     ' II  ; 

•,        «  ^  /  ii        .'•  .  •  ^  « 

^9f^  PUILOMUSUS,  $TUpI0Sf9,  ,;.    ' 

Stud,  Well,  Philomusus,  we  never  Aaped'  Ini 
faire  a  scouring;  why  yonder  are  patsevaiM^s 
gut  fur  thp  French  doctor^  and  a  Ipdging  bes|i6- 


ken  foir  him  and  bit  ttan  in  Newgata.    It  was  a 
terrible  feare  that  made  us  cast  our  hayre. 

PhiL  And  canst  thou  sport  at  our  cahunityes  f 
And  countest  us  happy  to  scape  prisonment? 
Why  the  wide  world,  that  blessedi  some  with  wayle. 
Is  to  our  cfaayned  tlioughts  a  darkesome  gayle. 

iS^ttdNay  prethce  friend,  these  wonted  tearmes 
forego. 
He  doubles  griefe  that  comments  on  a  wo. ) 

PhiL  Why  do  fond  men  tearroe  it  impiety, 
To  send  a  wearisome  sadde  grudging  ghost, 
Unto  his  home,  his  long,  long,  lasting  borne? 
Or  Itft  them  make  our  life  less  greevoos  be. 
Or  suffer  us  to  end  our  misery. 

Stud.Oh  no,  the  sentinel!  his  watch  must  kcepe, 
Untill  his  lord  do  lycence  liim  to  sleepe. 

PhiL  It's  time  to  sleepe  within  our  hoUowe 
graves, 
And  rest  us  in  the  darksome  wombe  of  earth  9 
Dead  things  are  graved,  and  bodies  are  no  lessQ: 
Pined  and  forlorne  like  ghostly  carcases* 

Stud,  Not  long  this  tappe  of  loathed  life  cab 
runne  ; 
Soone  commcth  death,  and  then  our  woe  is  done. 
Meane  time,  good  Philomusus,  be  content, 
Letts  spend  Our  days  in  hopefuU  merrjmeuL 

PhiL  Curst  be  our  tlioughts  when  are  the^ 
dreaniO'  of  hope ; 
fiau'd  be  those  happs  that  henceforth  4btter  us. 
When  mischiefe  doggs  us  still  and  stilt  for  aye. 
From  our  first  byrth  untill  our  burning  day. 
In  our  first  gamesome  ng^  our  dotiiig  sires 
Carked  and  cared  to  have  us  lettettidi 
Sent  us  to  Cambridge,  where  our  cyleJs  spenti 
Us  our  kindo  colledge  from  the  te«te  did  teato : 
Aa4/ors't  us  walke  before  we  weaned  were. 
From  ibat  time  since  wandred  have  we  still ; 
In  die  wide  worlds  urgM  by  our  forced  will,- 
Nor  »ver  have  we  haf^  fortune  tryed : 
Th«n  why  should  hope  with  our  tent  state  abide  P 
Nay  let  us  run  unto  the<  basefuU  cave, 
Pight  in  Uie  hollow  nbbs  of  craggy  cliffe, 
Where  dreary  owles  do  shrike  tlie  livelong  ni^t. 
Chasing  awa^  the  byrd^s  of  cbeareftltl  light : 
Wbeso  yawjNJig  ghosts  do  liowie  in  ghastly  wise. 
Where  thattduU  hollow  eyed,  tliat  staring  syre. 
Yclept  Dispairey  bath  his  sad  mansion ; 
Mm  Jet  lusffinde,  aiul  by  his  coudsell  we, 
Willi  Mid  Mirloa*  much  yrked  Busery. 

Studi,  To  wiayb  thy  happs  atgues  a  dastard 
-    '     ?  -miiNieta  1 

^  J^hiL  TqAmm»  too  long  4irgoes  an  asses  kiude. 

Stud,  Long  since  the  worst  chance  of  the  die 
•     V     ■     wasctst.'    • 

T...  PhiL  But  w4iy  should  that  wond  worst  so  I«ag; 
'  /  time  last^  .1      »> 

«&«<f.  Why  doili  thou  nowtbesf  ckepie  plaiutes 
commence? 

i'Ai/.vWh^r should  I^V  beduldwith  patieoee^ 

Stud,  Wise  i'oll^e  do  bear  with|  stmgling  can- 
not mend*  .^  , 

PhiL  Good  spirits  most  with  tbwartag  fate^ 
con|civi. 
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hoft  m  left  tmt^dtbma  to  re> 
wtt  tfaisL  ere  to  be  oooifoillestt. 


Simd,  Our  lives  raniMer  gieiitler  heuls  niaj 

finde. 
PAtl.  The  seotlest  faartt  to  OS  will  prove  unkiud. 


ACTUS  IV. 


SCESA  T. 


Sift  IUdceiceb  cW  PftooiGO^  mi  erne  comer  of 
ike  Simge ;  RtemrJer  emd  AMOftcrro,  mi  the 
eiker^ — IW  Pmge»  tcomrimg  of  UAaeco  pipet, 

Sr  Rmd.  Bf.  PnOfpi,  M.  Reconler,  heth  told 
jom  lnve»  jtmr  famd  it  forfeited ;  and  for  me  not 
to  cake  ifae  ferfeitnrey  were  to  breeke  the  qaeeoes 
bw;  for  maike  joo,  its  law  to  take  tlie  forfet- 
tare;  thewietc  aot  to  breake  it,  b  to  breaketbe 
yeenci  law ;  aod  to  breake  the  qoceoes  law,  is 
Boc  to  be  a  good  sobiect,  aod  I  roeane  to  be  a 
igaod  fabjecc  Besides,  F  am  a  jostice  of  the 
peace;  aad  beiof  jostice  of  the  peac^  I  must  do 
jBStice,  that  is  law,  that  is  to  take  the  forfeiture, 
cspedallj  baviog  taken  notice  of  it.  Marrie, 
naister'  Prodi^  bere  are  a  lew  thiilings  over 
aod  besides  the  basfnne. 

Fnd.  Fox  oo-yoor  shiHiiigs;  sblood  a  while 
afgoe,  before  he  had  ne  in  the  lurch,  who  but  my 
Gooaen  Prodigo;  joo  are  wddsme,  my«ooien  Pro- 
difff;  take  my  oooBen  Prodigoed  horse ;  a  cap  of 
wiae  fbrvirf  cooaen  Prodigo;  good  faith* you  shall 
ait  here,  ^ood  oooaew  Brod^o^  a  deanO'treoGher 
for  way  eeqaei»  Prodigg ;  have  a  BpedaM  care  of 
Bj  cooeen  Prodigoes  lodging :  now  maister  PrO- 
#gp.witfa  a  posy  and  a  few  shilliDgs  for'aTan- 
tsge;^  a  pkig;iie  on  your  shillings,  pes  ea  your  shil- 
lii^;  if  it  were  not  for  the  serjeeot  which  dogged 
ase  at  my  heeles,  *a  plague  on  youp^hilliags,  pox 
•Q  yoor  rinlliegs,  pox  on'^our  selfe  and*  yodr 
shilbngs^  pox  Oiv  yoer'worthip,  if  I  catch  theeat 
Ostaed.   1  dare  not  May  for  the  seijeant;  [SiAt: 

Sir  Bad^Fogti,  GonAd  fahh,  maister  Prodigo  is 
anexcelienefdlow^  he  ttkts^kmgubi»'obtilititio 
ss  exrelletrtl!^.  •*     -  "■'•   -•      »-•'''' 

Amor.  Pmgei  Ho  is  a  good  liherallfeatlemart ; 
he  haib  bestowed  an  ounce  df  tobneoo  apoa  us, 
aod  as  long- as  ie- lasts,  come 'tat  and'  lofig«faMe« 
weele  nendiras'libenilty  forlustsake:^ 

Sir  Rod.  Pogej  Come t'All  •the- iptpe  i^uidtlyj 
while  my  maister  is  in  •hiS'MMlanebsife^'hamot^r^ 
it's  just  the  mehmcbolie  oC'a  eoft^er^s  horse. 

Amor,  Pojge.  If  vou  cough,  Jacke,  after  jour  to- 
baacu^  for  •  puaishment  you  shaH  kisto  the  pan- 


Sir  Had.  It's  a  foule  oversight,  that  a  man  of 
warship  eantioc  keepe  a  wertch  in  his  houses  but 
there  roost  be  mattering  and  surroiting :  it  was 
the  wisasr 'Saying  tliat  my  father  ever  ottered, 
that  a  wife  was  the  qanic  of  necessity,  not  of 
pleaslBe :  for  what  do^  men  marry  for,  bat  to 
stoeke  their  groonde,  and  to  have  one  to  looke 
to  the  linnen,  sit  at  the  upper  end  of  the  table, 
aad carve ev%t capon;  one  that  can  wearea  hood 
)ike  a  bawLe^  a^  cow  her  foiile  face  with  a 


;  bat  there%eo  pleasare  alwayes  to  be  tyed  | 
toapieceof  mattoo;sQmetia(iesamesseof  stewd  \ 
broth  will  do  well,  aed  s»  onh^ped  n){>bet  is  best  ; 
of  all;  vrelly  for  mine  own  part,  I  have  no  great 
cause  to  complaioe^  for  I  am  well  provided  of 
three  boonsing  weoches,  that  are  mine  owite  foe- 
simple;  oee  of  them  I  am  presently  to  visit,  if  t 
can  rid  my  selfo  cleanly  of  this  company.    Let 
me  see  bow  the  day  goest  (kee  puis  ku  wpotck 
omi,)    Precioes  ooal^  the  time  is  at  hand,  t 
must  meditate  on  an  excuse  to  begone. 

Rtc  The  which  I  say,  is  grounded  on  the  sti^ 
tute  I  spake  of' before,  enacted  in  the  raigne  of 
Uenry  the  6. 

Amor.  It  b  a  plaioe  case,  wheraun  I  mooted 
in  our  temple^  and  that  was  this  r  put  ca>e  there 
be  three  bretheren,  John  a  Nokes,  John  a  Nnsh,^ 
and  John  a  Stile;  John  a  Nokes  the  elder,  John 
a  Nash  the  younger,  John  a  Stile  the  youngest  of 
all ;  John  a  Nash  the  younger,  dyeth  without  is- 
sue of  his  body  lawful iv  begotten ;  whether  shall 
his  lands  ascend  tolohn  a  Nokes  the  elder,  or 
dtsoead  lo  John  a  Stile- the  voungest  of  all  ?  The 
answer  is :  the  lands  do  oolfaterally  descend,  not 
ascend:  > 

Itaci,  Very  true;  and  for  a  proofo  hereof,  I  will 
shew  you  a  place  in  Littleton,  which  is  very  preg- 
nant inthis'peint. 

•8CENA  IL 

£)Mfr^lNPEfii09o,  FuROB^  Phantasma; 

Ing.  Jlfe!pa#ne  my  wittes,  that  is,  my  reve- 
mies,'my  laad,*mymaney»  and  whatsoever  I  have, 
for  h  havefmothing'  baMi^  wit,  that  they  are  at 
-hand;  why  any  sensible  suont  may  winde  mais- 
ter'Amorette  and  his  pessandcr,  maister  Recor- 
4lerand4ifis  two  neates  feete  that  weare  no  sockes, 
Sirlladeriekeiby  hisraromishcomplexion«  Diet 
^goinms  Ayrrum,  S't.  Luptn^  in  ^fiibula.  Furor, 
>  lire  the  touch-box  of  your  wiue ;'  Phantasma,  let 
your  invention  play  tricks  like  an  ape;  begin 
thou.  Furor,  and  open  tike  a  phlapmouthed  hound ; 
f«iHow  thou,  Phantasma,  like  a  ladies  puppie ;  and 
as  for  me,  let  mto  alone.  He  come  alter  like  a 
w|iierKif«gge,  that  will  shake  them  off  when  I 
have  no  use  of  them.  My  maisters,  the  watch- 
word is  given  t*  Furor  dischiarge. 

Fut.  [To  Sir  Rod,]  The  great  projector  of  the 
thunder-bolts, 
He  that  is  wont  to  pisse  whole  clouds  of  raioe. 
Into  the  earth  vast  gaping  urinal. 
Which  ri^at  onfe  eycnJ  subsicci*  of  the  skie, 
Dou  Phcehas  empties  by  oaliditic : 
Ha  aod  his  towiiesmen  planets  brings  to  ther. 
Most  fatty  lumpes  of  curtlis  facilitic. 


« 
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Sir  Rod.  Why  will  this  feUowcs  English  breake 
thQquecnes  peace;  I  will  not  seeme  to  regard 
biro. 

PJtan.  [To  Am.]  Mecanas  atavis  edUe  regibut^ 
O  et  prasidiuniy  et  duke  dccui  meumy 
Dii  faciant  votit  vela  tecunda  tuis. 

Ing.  God  save  yon,  good  maister  Recorder, 
and  good  fortunes  fojlow  your  deserts;  I  tbinke  I 
have  curst  him  sufficiently  in  few  words. 

Sir  Had,  What  have  we  here,  three  begging 
souldiers  :  Come  you  from  Ostend,  or  from  ire- 
land? 

Page.  Cujumpecut^  an  malibei}  I  have  vented 
all  the  Latin  one  man  had. 

Phaii.  Quid  dicum  ampUut  f  domini  similis  et. 

Amor,  Pa^e.  Let  him  alone  I  pray  thee;  to 
liim  ngaiuc,  tickle  him  there. 

Phan.  Quam  dispari  domino  dominaris  f 

Rec  Nay,  that's  plaine  in  Littleton ;  for  if  that 
lee-sirople  and  the  fee-taile  be  put  together,  it  is 
called  botch  poCch ;  now  this  word  botch  potch  in 
English,  is  a  puddii^ ;  for  in  such  a  pudding  is 
not  commonly  one  thing  onely,  but  one  thing  with 
another. 

Amor,  1  think  I  do  remember  this  also  at  a 
mooting  in  our  temple;  so  then  this  botch  potch 
seemes  a  terme  of  similitude. 

Fur.  [To  Sir  Had,]  Great  Capricomua^  of  thy 
bead  take  keepe ; 
Good  Virgo  watch,  while  that  thy  worship  sleepe ; 
And  when  thy  swelling  vents  amaine, 
Then  Pisces  be  thy  sporting  chamberlaine. 

Sir  Rod.  I  tbinke  the  devill  hath  sent  some  of 
bis  family  to  torment  me. . 

Amor.  There  is  taitc  generall,  and  taile  spepi- 
all,  and  Littleton  is  very  copious  in  that  theame ; 
for  taile  generall  is,  when  lands  are  given  to  a 
man  and  ki^  heyres  of  his  body  begotten ;  tailq 
apeciall,  is  w  hen  lands  are  given  to  a  roan,  and 
to  his  wife,  and  to  the  heires  of  their  two  bodyes 
lawfully  b^otten,  and  that  is  called  taile  speciall. 
^  Sir  Kod,  Very  well,  and  for  his  oath  I  will 
give  a  distinction ;  there  is  a  materiall  oatli,  and 
a  formall  oath ;  the  formail  oath  may  be  broken, 
the  materiuH  may  not  be  broken :  for  marke  you, 
sir,  the  Ifiw  is  to  take  place  Itefore  the  consci- 
ence, and  therefore  you  may,  using  me  your  coun- 
teller,  cast  him  iu  the  Sutc :  there  wonts  nothiug 
to  the  full  meaning  of  this  place. 

Phao.  Nihil  hie  nisi  carmina  detunt. 

Ing,  An  excellent  oliservatiiHi  in  gpod  faith ; 
fee  how  the  old  fox  tenchedi  the  young  cub  to 
wurry  a  sheepe,  or  ratlier  sits  himselfe  like  an 
old  goose,  hatching  the  addle  braine  of  maister 
Amoretto :  there  b  no  foole  to  the  sattin  foole, 
the  velvetj^le,  the  perfumde  foole ;  amCllicrc- 
^re  the  witty  tnylors  of  ^^  q^  put  thcin,  under 
polour  of  kindiiesse,  into  a  paire  of  cloath^bags, 
where  a  voydcr  will  not  serve  the  turne:  and 
there  is  no  knave  to  the  barbarous  knave,  the 
nKMilting  knave,  the  pleading  knave:  wliat  ho, 
maister  Recorder^  maister  noverint  univeni  per 


pre$ente$f  not  .a  word  he,  nnlesse  he  feeie  k  in- 
nis  fist. 
.  Phan.  Mitto  tibimetuloifCancrosimUiirekgendou 

Sir  Ead.  [To  Fur,]  Fellow,  what  art  thou  that 
art  so  bold? 

Fur,  I  am  the  bastard  of  great  Mercuries 
Got  on  Thalia  when  she  was  a  sleepe : 
My  gawdie  grandstre,  great  Apollo  high. 
Borne  was  I  hcare,  but  that  my  luck  was  ill^ 
To  all  the  land  upon  the  forked  hill. 

Phan.  0  credum  Aiesei  nil  mea  carmina  curat  f 
Nil  nottri  miterere  wort  me  ddnq,  eoget  f 

Sir  Rad,  Page,  If  you  use  them  thus,  my  mais- 
ter is  a  justice  of  peace,  and  will  send  you  all  ta 
the  gallowes. 

Phan.  Hei  mihi  quod  domino  nom  licet  ire  tuo, 

Ing,  Good  maister  Recorder,  let  me.retaioe 
you  Uiis  terme  for  my  cause^  for  my  cause  good, 
maister  Recorder. 

Rec,  I  am  retained  already  on  the  contrary 
part ;  I  have  taken  my  fee,  be  £on,  be  gon. 

Inf,  It*s  his  meaning  I  should  come  off;  why 
here  is  a  true  stile  of  a  villaine,  the  true  faith  of 
a  lawyer;  it  is  usuall  with  them  to  be  bribed  oa~^ 
the  one  side,  and  then  to  take  a  fee  of  the  other  ;  - 
to  plead  weakely,  and  to  be  bribed,  and  rebribed,  ^ 
on  tlie  one  side,  then  to  bo  feed,  and  refeed,  of 
the  other,  till  at  length,  per  variot  casusj  by  pot-  v 
ting  the  case  so  often,  they  make  their  client  so 
lauke,  that  they  may  case  them  up  in  a  combe- 
case,  and  pack  them  home  from  the  tearme,  aa 
though  he  had  travelled  to  Loodoa  to  sell  bi» 
horse  onely,  and  having  lost  their  fleece%  live  af-  t 
terward  like  poore  shonie  sheepe. 

Fur.  The  gods  above,  that  know  great  FurorV 
fame, 
And  do  adore  ^rand  poet  Furores  name ; 
Granted  long  since  at  heaveu*s  high  parUaracnty 
That  who  so  Furor  shall  immortalize^ 
No  yawning  goblins  shall  frequent  his  grave^  w 
Nor  any  bold  presumptuous  curr  shall  dare»  "^ 
To  lift  his  legge  against  his  sacred  dust. 
Where  ere  I  have  my  rymes,  tlience  vermin  fly 
All,  saving  that  foule  fac*d  vermin  poverty. 
This  sucks  the  e^^s  of  my  invention ; 
Evacuates  my  witts  full  pige^  house. 
Now  may  it  please  thy  generous  dignity. 
To  take  this  vermin  napping  as  he  lyes, 
In  the  true  trappe  of  libera! lity : 
He  cause  the  Pleiades  to  ^ve  thee  thanks,  v 
He  write  thy  name  within  the  sixteenth  spheare  % 
He  make  the  antarticke  pole  to  kisse  thy  toa^ 
And  Cinthia  to  do  homage  to  thy  tayle.         ^ 

Sir  Rad.  Pretious  coles,  thou  a  man  of  wor* 
ship  and  justice  too  ?  Its  even  so,  he  is  ether  a. 
madde  man,  or  a  conjurer :  it  were  well  if  his^ 
words  were  examined,  to  see  if  they  be  the 
quecnes,  or  no. 

Phan.  Nunc  ti  notaudis  ut  qui  et  divinut  Apollo^ 
Die  mihif  qui  nummot  non  hubet  undt  petat  f 

Amor,  I  am  stil  haunted  with  these  needy  Lat^ 
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I  fidkmes;  the  best  ooootell  I  can  gjhre  is  to 
beftooe. 

Fheik  Omtdpeto  dm  Cme^  non  pete  connUum, 
.   Jmot.  Fdlow,  looke  to  jroor  braioes;  yon  are 
toad,  joa  are  mad. 

Fhaa.  Scmel  Uuojumnm*  omnet. 

Amor.  Mabter  Recorder,  is  it  not  a  shame 
that  a  gallaot  camiot  walke  the  streete  quietly  for 
aecdj  feUo«re%  and  that  after  there  is  a  statute 
coiiie  oat  ai^aiost  begging?    [He  iirikes  hk  inrest, 

Phan.  Fectara  percu$$Uf  pectm$  quoq,  robora 
Jhimt, 

Xer.  1  warrant  you,  they  are  some  needy  gra- 
doates :  the  unif  ersity  breakes  winde  twise  a 
yeare,  and  lets  flie  such  as  these  are. 

Ing.  So  ho,  maister  Reooak;r,  yoa  that  are 
«iie  of  the  devil's  fellow  commoners ;  one  that  si- 
aedi  the-  devil's  butteries,  sinnes,  and  perjuries, 
very  lavishly ;  one  that  are  so  deare  to  Lucifer, 
that  he  never  puts  you  out  of  commons  for  non 
|Miynent ;  vou  that  live  like  a  sumner  upon  the 
sinnes  of  the  people ;  jm  whose  vocation  serves 
eo  ..eofau^  the  territories  of  bell,  that  (but  for 
•  yoa)  bed  beene  no  bigger  than  a  paire  of  stockes, 
erapillfirie;  you  that  hate  a  schoUer,  because 
be  ifiscries  your  asses  yeares ;  you  that  are  a 
pbgae  stofied  cloake-bagge  of  all  iniquitie,  which 
the  grand  serving  man  of  liell,  will  one  day  trusse 
wp  behind  him,  and  carry  to  his  smokie  warde- 
lobe. 

Ree.  What  frantick  fellow  art  thoa,  that  art 
posfsest  with  the  spirit  of  malediction  } 

fWr.  Vile  muddy  clod  of  base  unhallowed  clay, 
Hkni  sliinie  sprighted  onkinde  Saracen, 
When  thoa  wert  borac,  dame  Nature  cast  her 

calfe; 
Forrage  and  time  had  made  thee  a  great  oxe, 
And  now  thy  grinding  jnwes  devomre  quite 
The  fodder  dms  to  us  of  heavenly  sprigtit. 

Phan.  Ntfoito  tepauit  die  qnicunque  pHmum 
et  $aerikga  manuy 
Fndmmi  urhot  in  nepotwn  permdem  eh  propri- 
vmgmepugu 

lug.  I  pray  you,  monseior  Pkndon,  of  what 
mversitie  was  tiie  first  lawyer  ef,none  forsooth, 
ibr  your  lawe  is  ruled  by  reason,  and  not  by  arte : 
great  reason  indeed,  that'a  Ploydertist  sh6ntd  bee 
noonted  on  a  trnpt  palfrey,  with  k  romid  Velvet' 
dbb  on  his  head,  to  kecpe  warme  thi^  broth  of  his 
witte,  and  %  long  gowne,  that  fmlki^  him  looke 
fBubm  eedaift  arma  t^tt^  whitest  the  poore  Aris-. 
ecelkns  walke  ifiashorte  cloake^'*and  ar'close^ 
Vfloeuan  hoase«  hard  by  the  oyster-wife:  'ahrf 
the  silly  poet  goes  muffled  in  bis  cK)|a)ce,  toi^MSipe 
die  Counter.'  And  you,  maister  Aitioretto^  that 
art  the  chiefe  carpenter  of  socets,  a  prhrtlegecl  vi^' 
car  ibf  the  lawtene  marriage  of  inke  and  pa^i', 
yoa  that  are  eood  for  nothing  but  to  con^mend  in  > 
asette  speadi^  to  colour  the  quantities  of  your 
■ijtreases  stoole,  and  Sweare  it  is  most  sweete^ 
civet ;  its  fine  when  fliat  puppet-player  Fortune, 
most  pot  such  a  birdien*lane  post  in  so  good  a 
iaite,  sodi  an  asse  in  so  good  fortune. 


Amor.  Father,  shdl  I  draw  ? 

&r  Rod.  No,  Sonne,  keepe  the  peace,  and 
holde  thy  peace. 

Img.  Nay,  do  not  draw,  least  you  chance  to 
bepisse  your  credit. 

Fur.   Fieciere  $i  nequeo  tupenfs,  Ackeronta 
maveho, 
Fearcfbll  Megaera,  with  her  snakie  twine, 
Was  cursed  dam  unto  thy  damned  selfe; 
And  Hircan  tigers  in  the  desert  rockes, 
Did  foster  tip  thv  loathed  hatefull  life ; 
Base  ignorance  the  wicked  craddle  rockt ; 
Vile  Imrbarisme  was  wopt  to  dandle  thee: 
Some  wicked  bell-hound  tutored  thy  youth. 
And  all  the  griily  sprights  of  griping  hell. 
With  mumbg  looke  hath  dogd  thee  wnce  thy  birthr 
See  how  the  spirits  do  hover  ore  thy  head. 
As  thick  as  gnattes  in  summer  evening  tide. 
Balefull  Alecto,  preethe  stay  a  while. 
Till  with  iny  verses  I  have  rackt  his  soule ; 
And  when  thy  soule  departs  a  cock  may  be. 
No  blanke  at  all  in  hells  great  lotterie.    • 
Slmme  sits  and  howles  upon  thy  loathed  grare^ 
And  howling  vomit  up  in  filthy  guise, 
The  hidden  stories  ot  thy  villainies. 

Sir  Rod.  The  devill,  my  maisters,  die  devill 
in  the  likenessc  of  a  poet;  awav,  my  maisters, 

^''■y-  '"  [ExiU 

Phan.  Arma  vintmq,  canOf 
Qitemfu]fis  ab  demens  f  >  ^p-^ 

Amor.  Base  dog,  it  is  not  the  custome  in  Italy 
to  draw  ujtod  every  idle  cur  that  barkes,  and  did 
It  stand  with  my  reputation :— oh,  well  go  too» 
thank  my  father  for  your  lives. 

Ing.  Fond  mil,  whom  I  Would  underteke  to- 
bastinado  quickly,  though  there  were  a  musket 
planted  in  th^  month ;  are  not  you  the  younir 
drover  of  liv]n«;s  Academico  tojd  me  of;  that 
hants  steeple  faircs? 'Bsse  wofme,  must  thou 
needes  discharge  thy  craboun  to  batter  down  the 
walles  of  learning. 

Amor,  I  thinke  I  have  committed  some  great, 
sinne  against  my  misd>es,  that  I  am  thus  torment- 
ed with  ndtable'villaines;  bold  pe^nts  I  scome^ 
J  scome  them.     "    ' 

Fur.  [To  /tec]  Nay  praythee  good  sweet  de* 
veil  do  not  thou  part, 

I  liklB  an  honest  devell  that  will  shew 

Himfelfe  in  a  true  helfi^  smoky  Ww: 

How  like  thy  snowt  js  to  'great  Lucifefs  ! 

Sudh'talients  had  he.  su^  a  glaring  ew^ 

And  Such  a  Cunning  stight  in  villainic. 

.    Rec.  Oh  the  impudeucie'of  tliis  age)  and  if  I 

tate  ydo  id  niy  quarters.      ' 

Fur.  Base  sla;v%,ile  hang  tfeeon  acrossed  rime. 
And  l^iiarter.  •  ' 

J»^.  .He  &  gone,  FuVbr,  stay  thy  fury, 

ISir  Rod,  foge.  I  pray  you  gentlfpfien,  give  S 
groats  for  a  smliing. 

.  imoK'Page:  What  wil  you  give  me  for  a  good 
oM  sutfe  ofapparell  ? 

PhaA.  IMet  et  musca  sptenem^  et  formiee  mm 
biliiineit. 
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Ittf,  Gramercie  good  ladsy  this  19  oor  share  in 
faappioesse,  to  torment  the  hap(>j :  lets  walke  a 
lonf^  and  laagh  at  the  jest;  its  nastajring  here 
]ong»  least  Sir  Kadericke's  army  of  baylifes  and 
downes  be  sent  to  apprehend  as. 

Pban.  Proeul kinCf proculUe prophanL 
He  bsb  ApoUon  selfe  vrith  jerking  liand, 
Unlesse  be  pawoe  bis  wit  to  buy  me  land. 

[Exeuni, 
SCEXA  III. 

BtTEBACEy  KeMPE. 

Bar.  Now,  Will  Kempe,  if  we  can  intertaine 
these  scbollers  at  a  low  rate,  it  wil  be  well,  they 
have  oftentimes  a  good  conceite  in  a  part. 

Kempe.  Its  tme  indeede,  honest  Dick,  but  the 
slaves  are  somewhat  proud ;  and  besides,  it  is  a 
good  sport  in  a  part  to  see  them  never  speake  in 
their  walk,  bnt  at  the  end  of  the  stage,  just  as 
though  in  walking  with  a  fellow  we  should  never 
tpeake  but  at  a  stile,  a  gate,  or  a  ditch,  where  a 
man  can  go  no  further.  I  was  once  at  a  comedie 
in  Cambridge,  and  there  I  saw  a  jmrasite  make 
faces  and  months  of  all  sorts  on  this  fashion. 

Bur,  A  little  teadiing  will  mend  these  faults, 
and  it  may  bee  besides  they  will  be  able  to  pen  a 
part. 
^y^  Ktmpe.  Few  of  the  university  pen  plaips  well ; 
y  they  smell  too  much  of  that  writer  Ovid,  and 
that  writer  Metamorpbons,  and  talke  too  much 
of  Prosperpina  and  J  upiter.  Why  heres  our  fel- 
low Shakespeare  puts  them  all  downe,  I,  and  Ben 
Jonson  too.  O  that  Ben  Jo^^n  is  a  pestilent 
fellow,  he  brought  up  Horace,  giving  the  poets  a 
piJl ;  but  our  fellow  dhakespeare  hath  given  him 
a  purge,  that  made  him  beray  his  credit. 

Bur.  its  a  shrewd  fellow  indeed;  I  wonder 
these  schoUem  stay  so  lon^  they  appointed  to  be 
here  presently,  that  we  might  try  them :  oh,  here 
they  come. 

Siud.  Takeheart,  these  lets  our  clouded  thoughts 
refine; 
The  sun  shines  brightest  when  it  gins  decline. 

Bur.  M.  Phil,  and  M.  Stud,  god  save  you. 

Kempe.  M.  Phil,  and  M.  Otioso,  well  met. 

Fhif.  Tlie  same  to  you,  good  M.  Burbage. 
Wtuit,  M.  Kempe,  how  doth  the  emperour  of  Ger- 
many ? 

Stud.  God  save  you,  M.  Kempe;  welcome, 
M.  Kempe,  from  dancing  the  roorrice  over  the 
Alpes. 

Kempe.  Well,  you  merry  knaves,  you  may  come 
to  the  honour  of  it  one  day;  is  ic  not  better  to 
make  a  foole  of  the  world  as  I  have  done,  than 
t(i  be  fooled  of  the  world,  as  you  schollers  are  ? 
But  be  merry,  my  lads,  you  have  happened  upon 
the  most  excellent  vocation  in  th^  world  for  mo- 
ney :  they  come  north  and  south  to  bring  it  to 
our  playhouse ;  and  for  honours,  who  of  more  re- 
port than  Dick  Burbage,  and  Will  Kempe;  he 
IS  not  counted  a  gentleman,  that  knQwes  tiot  Dick 
Burbage,. and  Will  Kempe;  there's  not  a  coun- 


try weocfa  that  can  dance  Sellengers  roaod>  bat 
can  talke  of  Dicke  Burbage,  and  Will  Kempe. 

Phil  Indeede,  M.  Keuipe,  yoo  are  very  /»• 
DMNu ;  but  that  is  as  well  for  worket  in  print,  as 
your  part  in  kne. 

Xea^pe.  Yon  are  at  Cambridge  still  with  sice 
kne,  and  be  losty  bumoiinNis  poets,  yon  most  uo- 
trusse ;  I  road  this  my  last  arcoit,  purposely  be« 
cause  I  weald  be  judge  of  yoor  actions. 

Bur.  M.  Stud.  I  prav  yoo  take  some  pari  in 
this  booke,  and  ai^  it,  that  I  may  see  what  will 
fit  yon  best;  I  thinke  your  voice  would  serve  for 
Uieronimo ;  observe  bow  I  act  i^  and  then  imitate 


Stud.**  Who  calb  Uieronimo  from  bis  naked  bed? 
And,  ^c" 

Bur.  You  will  do  well  afler  a  while. 

Kempe.  Now  for  yon,  methinkes  you  slumld 
belong  to  my  tuition,  and  your  hice  methinkes 
would  be  good  for  a  foolish  mayre,  or  a  foolish 

justice  of  the  peace ;  marke  me. Forasmuch 

as  there  be  two  states  of  a  common  wealth, 
the  one  of  peace,  the  other  of  tranquillity ;  two 
states  of  warre,  the  one  of  discord,  the  other  of 
dissention;  two  states  of  an  incorporation,  tlie 
one  of  the  aldermen,  the  other  of  the  brethren  ; 
two  states  of  magistrates,  the  one  of  governing, 
the  other  of  bearing  rule;  now, as  I  said  even  now, 
for  a  good  thing,  thing  cannot  be  said  too  often  ; 
vertue  is  the  mooinghome  of  justice;  that  is» 
vertue  is  the  shooinghome  of  doing  well ;  that  is, 
vertue  is  the  shoninghome  of  doing  justly;  it  be- 
hooveth  mee,  and  is  nty  part  to  commend  this 
shooinghome  unto  you.  I  hope  this  word  shoo- 
inghorne  doth  not  offend  any  of  you,  my  worship- 
full  brethren;  for  you  beeing  the  worshipfuU 
headsmen  of  the  towne,  know  well  what  the  home 
meanech.  Now  therefore  I  am  determined  not 
onely  to  teach,  but  also  to  instruct,  not  onely  the 

rrant,  but  also  the  simple,  not  onely  what  is 
r  dutye  towards  their  betters,  but  also  what  is 
their  dutye  towards  their  superiors.  Come  let 
mee  see  how  you  can  doe,  sit  dowue  in  the  chaire. 

FhiL  **  Foreasmuch  as  there  be,  ^c." 

Kempe.  Thou  wilt  do  well  in  time,  if  thou  wilt 
be  ruled  by  thy  betters,  that  is  by  myselfe,  and 
such  grave  aldermen  of  the  playhouse  as  I  am. 

Bur.  1  like  your  face,  and  the  proportion  of 
vour  body  for  Kichard  the  3 ;  I  pray,  M.  Phil.. 
let  roe  see  you  act  a  little  of  iL 

PhiL  "  Now  is  the  winter  of  our  discontent 
Made  glorious  summer  by  the  sonne  of  Yorke." 

Bur.  Very  well  I  assure  you ;  well,  M.  PhiL 
and  M.  Stud,  wee  see  what  ability  you  are  of; 
I  pray  walke  with  us  to  our  fellowes,  and  weele 
agree  presently. 

PhiL  We  will  follow  you  streight,  M.  Burbage. 

Kempe.  Its  good  manners  to  follow  a%  M. 
Phil,  and  M.  Otioso. 

PhiL  And  must  the  basest  trade  yield  us  reliefs  ? 
Must  we  be  practis*d  to  those  leaden  spouts, 
That  nought  downe  vent  but  what  they  do  received 
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Some  fatatl  6re  bath  soorcbt  our  fortanes  wio^ 

And  still  we  fall,  as  we  do  upward  spnng ; 

As  we  strife  upward  to  the  vaulted  skie, 

We  fall,  aud  feele  our  batefull  destiny. 

.  Shid.  Wonder  it  is,  sweete  friend^  tby  pleading 

breath, 
^  like  the  sweet  blast  of  the  southwest  wind. 
Melts  not  those  rockesofyce,  tliose  mounts  of  woe, 
Coogeald  in  frozen  hearts  of  tnen  below. 
Pm  Wonder  as  well  thou  maist,  why  mongst 
the  waves, 
Hoogst  the  tempestuous  waves  on  raging  sea. 
The  wayling  merchant  can  no  pitty  crave. 
What  cares  the  wind  and  weather  for  their  paines? 
One  strickes  the  sayle^  another  turnes  the  same, 
He  shakes  the.maiue,  an  other  takes  the  ore, 
An  other  laboureth  and  taketh  paine^ 
To  Dompe  the  sea  iivto  the  sea  againe. 
Md  they  take  pahies,  still  the  loud  wiodes  do 

blowe, 
nil  the  s^ips  prouder  mast  be  layd  belowe  e 

SiutL  FcHod  world,  that  iiere  thinkes  on  that 
I  aged  man, 

That  Ariostoes  old  swift  paced  man, 
Whose  name  is  Tyme,  who  never  lins  to  run, 
'.  Loaden  with  bundles  of  decayed  names, 
\  The  which  in  Lethes  lake  be  doth  intombe, 
i  Save  oaeiy  those  which  swanlike  schoUers  take, 
'  And  doe  deliver  from  that  greedy  take. 
'  lagloriods  may  they  live,  inglorious  die, 
T^  safkr  learning,  live  in  misery. 
.  PkiL  What  caren  they  what  fame  their  ashes 

have, 
When  once  their  coopt  up  in  silent  grave  ? 
Slud,  If  for  faire  fame  they  hope  nut  wheta  they 
dye, 
Tct  let  them  feare  graves  stajrning  infamy. 
PhiL  Their  spendthrift  heires  wiU  tliose  fire- 
brands quench, 


Swaggering  full  moistly  on  a  taveroes  bench. 

Siud,  No  shamed  sire  for  all  his  glosing  heire, 
Must  long  be  talkt  of  in  tlic  empty  ayre. 

Stud,  Beleeve  me,  thou  that  art  my  second  self<^ 
/My  veted  soule  is  not  disquieted,  * 

For  that  I  misse,  is  gaudy  painted  state. 
Whereat  my  fortunes  fairely  aimM  of  late. 
For  what  am  I,  the  meanest  of  many  mo^ 
That  earning  profit  are  repatde  with  wo  f 
But  this  it  is  that  doth  my  soule  torment^ 
To  thinke  so  many  activ^ble  wits. 
That  might  contend  with  proudest  birds  of  Po^ 
Sits  now  immur'd  within  tneir  private  cells,     ' 
Drinking  a  long  lank  watching  candles  smoake^ 
Spending  the  marrow  of  their  flowring  age,      * 
In  fruitelesse  poring  on  some  worme  eate  leafe : 
When  their  deserts  shall  seeroe  of  due  to  claime^ 
I A  cherefuU  crop  of  fruitful!  swelling  sheafe; 
{Cockle  their  harvest  is,  and' weeds  their  graine, 
{Conteibpt  their  portion,  their  possession  paine. 

5/j(d.Schollers  must  frame  to  live  at  a  low  sayle. 

PhiL  111  sayling  where  there  blowes  no  happy 
gale. 

Sttid.  Out  ship  is  ruined,  all  her  tadcling  rent. 
^  FkiL  And  all  her  gaudy  furniture  is  spent. 

Stud,  Teares  be  the  waves  whereon  her  ruines\ 
bide. 

PhiL  And  aghes  the  windcs  that  wastes  her 
broken  side. 

Stud.  Mischiefe  the  pilot  is  the  ship  to  steare. 

PhiL  And  wo  the  passenger  this  ship  doth  beare. 

Stud,  Come,  Philomusus,  let  us  breake  this 
chat. 

PhiL  And  breake  my  hadrt^  oh  would  I  could 
breake  that! 

Stud,    Lets  leame  to  act  that  tragick  part  we 
have. 

PhiL  Would  I  were  ulent  actor  in  my  grave  1 


ACTUS  V. 


SCENAI. 


i^il.  mnd  Stud,  become  IWers,  with  their 
contort. 

PkiL  And  tune,  fellow  fiddlers  ;,Studioso  and  I 
are  ready.  V^^^  ^^^^' 

Stud.  {Going  aside,  sayeth.)  Fayre  fell  good 
Orpheus^  that  would  rather  be 
Kji^  of  a  mole  hill,  then  a  keysars  slave: 
Better,  it  Is  mongst  fiddlers  to  be  chiefe. 
Then  at  plaiers  trencher  beg  reliefs. 
iBot  jst  not  strange,  this  mimick  apes  should  price 
Uah^ppy  achoUers  at  a  hireling  rate? 
l^.worl^  that  lifts  them  up  to  bye  degree. 
And  treades  us  downe  in  groveling  misery. 
Eoglaad  nflfordes  those  glorious  vagabonds, 
TM  carried  earst  their  fardels  qi7 their  backes, 
Coafsers  to  ride  on  through  the  gazing  streetcs^ 
SoQpng  It  in  their  glarii^  satten  sutes, 
And  pages  to  attend  their  mai^terships : 

VOL.  X. 


With  mouthing  wokds  that  better  wltshave  framedt 
Thev  purchase  lands,  and  pow  esquiers  are  made. 

PhtL  What  ere  they  seeme  bang  even  at  the 
best. 
They  are  but  sporting  fortunes  scomfnll  jests* 

Stud,  So  meri7  fortune  is  wont  from  ragges  to 
take 
Some  raffied  grome,  and  him  some  gallant  make. 

PhiL  The  >vorld  and  fortune  hath  playd  on  ns 
too  long. 

Stud,  Now  to  the  world  we  fiddle  must  a  song. 

PhiL  Our  life  is  a  playne  song  with  cunning  pendp 
Whose  highest  pitch  in  lowest  base  doth  ^d. 
BiH  see  our  fellowes  unto  play  are  bent ; 
If  not  our  mindcs,  letts  tune  our  instruments. 

Stud,  Letts  in  a  private  song  our  cunning  try, 
^ef<n^e  we  sing  to  stranger  company. 
Phil,  sings.    The  tune. 
How  can  he  sing,  whos^^oyceis.hoane  wi!h  care  ^ 
How  can  he  play,  whose  hc^rt  stringcs  broken  are? 
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How  can  he  keiepe  hit  rest,  that  nere  foand  rest? 
Rovrcan  he  keepe  bis  time,  whome  time  nere  biest  ? 
Oneijr  he  can'  in  sorrow  beare  a  fyarte, 
X^Titb  untaught  hand,  and  with  untuned  hartw 
Fond  arts,  farewell,  that  swallowed  have  my  jouth. 
Adew,  vajne  muses,  that  have  wrought  tnj  ruth. 
Repent,  fond  sjre,  that  traynd'st  thy  happlesse 

Sonne, 
In  leaniincies  loare  lUBce  bounteous  almes  are 

done. 
Cease,  cease  harsh  ton^e,  untuned  mosicke  rest : 
lotombe  thy  ^rrowes  hi  thy  hollow  breast. 

Stud.  ThankiDs,  Phil,  for  thT  pleasant  song, 
Oh  had  this  world  a  tutch  of  juster  griefe, 
Hard  rockes  would  weepe  for  want  of  our  releit^ ! 

Phil,  The  cold  of  wo  hath  quite  untitn'd  my 
voyc«». 
And  made  it  too  too  harsh  for  listining  eare : 
Tune  was  in  time  of  my  young  fbrtunes  spring, 
I  was  a  gamesome  boy,  and  learned  to  sing. 

But  say,  fbllow  musitians,  you  know  best  whe- 
Iber  we  g^  at  what  dore  muit  we  imperiously 
beg? 

Jack  Fid,  Here  dwells  Sir  Radericke  and  his 
Sonne :  it  may  be  now  at  this  good  time  of  new- 
yeai«  he  will  be  liberall;  let  us  stand  neere  and 
drawe. 

PhiL  Drawe,  callest  thou  it ;  indeede  it  is  the 
most  desperate  kiude  of  service  that  ever  I  ad- 
veotoivdon. 

SCENA  II. 

Enter  the  two  Pages, 

Sir  Had,  Page,  Mv  maister  bidds  me  .tell  vou, 
liiat  he.  is  but  newly  fallen  a  sleepe,  and  yon  base 
^ves  must  come  and  disquiet  him ;  what,  never 
a  basket  of  capons  h  masse,  and  if  he  comes, 
heele  coqimit  you  all. 

Amor,  Page,  Sirrah  Jack,  shall  you  and  I  play 
Sir  Radericke  and  Amoretto,  and  reward  these 
fiddlers ;  lie,  my  maister  Amoretto^  and  give  them 
as  much  as  he  us^th; 

Skf  ItjKd,  Page*  And  I  my  old  maister  Sir  Rar 
dericke:  fiddlers  pUiy;  Uerewarde  you,  faytli  I 

Amor,  Page.  Good  fayth,  this  pleaseth  my 
sweete  misties  admirably :  cannot  yoo  play  twyt- 
t^  twarty  foale,  or  to  be  at  her,  to  be  at  her. 

Sir  Rad,  Page,  Have  you  never  a  song  of  mais- 
.  ttr  Dowlaad's  making  ? 

Amar^  Page,  Or,  ho9  ego  vertiiulotfeciy  ifc,  A 
pox  on  it,  my  maister  Am.  useth  it  very  often.  I 
Da»e.  foi|^atten  the  verse^ 

iSKr  JtedL  Pa^e,  Sir  Theon :  h«re  are  a  couple 
of  feUowes  bfoogbt  before  me,  and  I  know  not 
how  to  decide  the  cause ;  leoka  in  my  Cliristmas 
boobe  who  brwigbt  me  a  present. 

Am^i  Page,  On  New-yeaset  day,  goodman 
Fbole  brought  youapreeeoty  b«t  goodmii-ClowDe 
brought  ^ou  noaob 

^1^0d.Page,  Tbni  the  right »  oi^  g^odiiNin 
Fo9lo's.side. 


Amor,  Page,  My  mistres  is  so  sweete,  diat  all 
the  uhisitions  in  die  to\vne  cannot  make  her 
stincK ;  she  never  goes  to  the  stoole ;  oh  she  is  a 
most  sweete  little  munkey.  Please  your  worships 
good  father,  yonder  are  some  would  speake  witb- 
you. 

Sir  Rod,  Page,  What,  have  they  brought  me 
any  thing?  if  they  have  no^  say  I  take  phisiclc 
Forasmuch,  fiddlers,  as  I  am  of  the  peace,  I  mnar 
needs  love  all  weapons  and  instruments,  that  are 
for  the  peace,  among  which,  I  account  your  fid* 
dles»  because  they  can  neither  bite  nor  scratch; 
marry,  now  finding  your  fiddles  to  jarre.  and  know^ 
ing  that  jarring  is  a  cause  of  breaking  the  peace^ 
I  am,  by  the  vertue  of  my  office,  and  place,  to 
commit  your  quarrelling  fiddles  to  close  prisoo* 
ment  in  their  cases. 

They  call  withmt  Sha  ho,  Richard,  Jack  ! 

Amor,  Page.  The  foole  within,  marres  our 
play  without.  Fiddlers,  set  it  on  my  head,  I  use 
to  size  my  musicke,  or  go  on  the  score  for  it ;  He 
pay  it  at  the  quarters  end. 

Sir  Had.  Page  Farewell,  good  Pah,  sweete 
Irenias,  adieu ;  Don  Orpheus,  a  thousand  times 
farewell. 

Jack  Fid,  You  swore  you  would  pay  us  for  oor 
musicke. 

Sir  Rad,  Pag,  For  that,  He  give  maister  Re» 
corder*s  law,  and  that  is  this,  there  is  a  double 
oath,  a  formall  oath,  and  a  materiall  oath ;  a  ma* 
teriall  oath  cannot  be  broken,  the  formall  oath 
may  be  broken,  I  swore  formally :  farewell,  fid- 
dlers. 

PhiL  Farewell,  good  wags,  whose  wits  p^ise 
worth  I  decme ; 
Though  somewhat  waggish,  so  we  all  have  becne. 

Stud,  Faith,  fellow  fiddlers,  heres  no  silver 
found  in  this  place ;  no,  not  so  much  as  the  usu- 
all  Christmas  entertainment  of  musitians,  a  black 
Jack  of  beare,  and  a  Christmas  pye. 

!They  walke  aside  from  theirfellowes. 
iere  ere  we  in  the  w^de  world  play- 
ing be. 
Misfortune  beares  a  part,  and  marres  our  melody  ; 
Impo^ble  to  please  with  musicke  straine. 
Our  hearts  strings  broken  are  nere  to  be  tan'd 
againe. 
Stud,  Then  let  us  leave  this  baser  fiddling  trade^ 
For  though  our  purse  should  mend,  our  credit 
fades. 
PhiL  Full  glad  I  am  to  see  thy  mindes  free 
course. 
Declining  from  this  trencher  waiting  trade. 
Well  may  I  now  disclose  in  plainer  guise, 
What  earst  1  meant  to  worke  in  secret  wise: 
My  busie  conscience  checkt  my  guilQr  soule^ 
For  seeking  maintenance  by  bfloe  vassallage^ 
And  then  suggested  to  my  searching  thou^lt 
A  shepheard's  poore  seci.re  contented  lift. 
On  which  since  then  I  doted  every  hoere, 
And  meant  this  same  houre  in  sadder  plight^ 
To  have  stoke  from  thee  io  secrecie  ef  mgbl; 
1 
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Simd.  Dcftre  friend,  tiioo  Mom'st  to  wrong  my 
aonle  tno  muoh, 
Thinluiig  that  Scudioso  would  account, 
That  fortune  90wre»  which  thou  accomptest  sweete, 
Xor  any  life  to  ooe  tan  tweeter  be, 
TImb  ^PPJ  twatnes  in  plaine  of  Arcady. 

FiiL  Wbj  then  ktts  both  go  spend  our  littie 
store, 
la  the  provision  of  due  furniture  : 
A  shepbeards  hook,  a  tarfaox,  and  a  scrippe; 
<And  haat  unto  those  sheepe  adorned  liills. 
Where  if  not  blesse  our  fortuneii,  we  may  biisse 
our  wiUs. 

Siud,  Trae  mirth  we  may  eujoy  in  th^ckcd  stall, 
Nor  hopmg  higher  rise,  nur  fearing  lower  fnlL 

PkiL  Weele,  theeefore,  discliarge  these  Bddiers. 
FeiJoWy  mositians,  wee  are  sorry  that  it  hath 
bceae  year  ill  happe  to  have  had  us  in  your  com- 
pany, that  are  nothing  but  scritch-owles,  and 
night  ravens,  able  to  roarre  the  purest  melody ; 
and  besides,  our  company  is  so  ominous,  that 
where  we  pre,  thence  liberality  is  packing ;  our  re« 
solution  is  therefore  to  wish  you  well,  and  to 
hidde  yoo  farewell. 
Cone^  Stud,  let  us  hast  away, 
Retomiiig  ne^re  to*  this  accursed  pUce. 

8CENA  in. 

Enter  Ikoknioso,  Academico. 

jMg.  Faith,  Academico,  ii*s  the  feare  of  that 
fellow,  I  meane  the  signe  of  the  seargeants  head, 
that  makes  me  to  be  so  hasty  to  be  gone :  to  be 
hriefe,  Academico,  writts  are  out  for  me,  to  ap- 
prehend me  for  my  playes,  and  now  I  am  bound 
for  the  lie  of  DoggesJ  Furor,  and  Phantasma, 
CNses  after,  remooving  the  campe  as  fast  as  they 
can :  farewell,  mea  si  ^uid  vota  vatebunt, 

AauL  Fayth,  Ingenroso,  I  thinke  the  universi- 
ty is  a  mebncholik-life ;  for  there  a  good  fellow 
cannot  sit  two  howres  in  his  chamto*,  but  he 
Aall  be  troubled  with  the  biU  of  a  drawer,  or  a 
vintner :  but  the  point  is,  (  know  not  how  to  bet- 
ter B^  lelfe,  and  so  I  am  fayae  to  take  it. 

SCENA  IV. 
Philoicusvs,  Studtoso,  Furob,  Phantasma* 

PkiL  Who  have  we  there  ?  Ingeniosoy^nd  Aca- 
demico. 

Stmd.  The  very  same.  Who  are  those  ?  Furor, 
Mad  Phantasma. 

[FuBOB  takes  a  louse  off' his  sleeve. 

Tar.  (PuAV.  with  his  hand  in  his  bosom,)  And 
art  thou  there,  six  footed  Mercury  ? 
Are  rymes  become  such  creepers  now  a  dayes  ? 
Frasmnptooos  louse,  that  doth  good  manners  lack, 
Daring  to  creepe  upon  poet  Fnror^s  back : 
JAtltaaii  refert  auituscum  vixeris. 
No*  tUkmms  Mantiea  quod  in  tergo  est. 

PkiL  What,  Fnror  and  Phan.  too,  our  old  col- 
ledge  feDowes ;  let  us  encounter  them  all,  Ing. 
Acad.  For.  Phant.  God  save  youidl 


Stud,  What,  Ingen.  Acad.  Fur.  Phaat ;  liowe 
do  you,  brave  lads  ? 

Ing  What,  our  deere  friendes,  Phil,  and  Stud  ? 

Acad,  What,  our  old  friendes,  Phil,  and  3tud  ? 

F«r.  What,  my  supernaturall  friends  I 

laff.  What  newes  with  you  in  this  quarter  of 
thecitty? 

PhiL  We  have  run  through  many  trades,  yet 
thrive  by  none. 
Poore  in  content,  and  onely  rich  in  moone, 
A  shephard's  life  thou  knowst  I  wont  to  admire, 
Turning  a  Cambridge  apple  by  the  iire. 
To  live  in  humble  dale  we  uow  are  bent. 
Spending  our  dayes  in  fearelcsse  merrimont. 

StucL  Weel  teach  each  tree,  even  of  the  hai^ 
dest  kind. 
To  keepc  our  woefull  name  within4heir  rinde : 
Weel  watch  our  flock,  and  yet  weele  sleepewithall; 
Weel  tune  our  sorrowes  to  the  waters  fall ; 
The  woods  and  rockes  with  our  shrill  songs  w<iele 

blesse ; 
Let  them  prove  kind,  since  men  prove  pittilesse. 

But  say,  whether  are  you,  and  your  company, 
jogging  ?  it  seemes,  by  your  apparell,  you  are 
about  to  wander. 

Ing.  Faith, 'we  are  fully  bent  to  the  lord's  of 
misrule  in  the  worlds  wide  heath :  our  voyage  is 
to  the  He  of  Dogges,  there  where  the  blattaat 
beast  doth  rule  and  raigne,  renting  the  credit  of 
whom  it  please. 

Where  serpents  tonges,  the  pen  men  are  to  write, 
Where  cats  do  waule  by  day,  dogges  by  night : 
There  shall  engoared  venom  be  my  inke^ 
My  pen  a  sharper  quill  of  porcupine,     ^ 
My  stayned  paper  this  sin  loaden  earth : 
Tlicre  will  I  write  in  lines  shall  never  die, 
Our  feared  lordings  crying  villany. 

PhiL  A  gentle  wit  thou  hadst,  nor  is  it  blaoie. 
To  tume  so  tart,  for  time  hath  wron|;ed  the  same. 

Stud,  And  well  thou  dost  from  this  fond  earth 
to  flit. 
Whore  most  mens  pens  are  hired  parasites. 

Acad,  Go  happily,  I  wish  thee  store  of  gal, 
Sharpely  to  wound  the  guilty  world  withalT. 

PhiLBvLt  say,  what  shall  become  of  Furor  and 
Phantasma  ? 

Ing,  These  my  companions  still  with  me  most 
wend. 

Acad,  Fury  and  fansie  on  good  wits  attend. 

Fur,  When  I  arrive  within  the  He  of  Dogges, 
Don  Phoebus  I  will  make  thee  kisse  the  pumpe. 
Thy  one  eye  pries  in  every  drapers  stall. 
Yet  never  thmkes  on  poet  Furores  neede : 
Furor  is  lowsie,  great  Furor  lowsie  is. 
He  make  thee  run  this  lowsie  case  I  %vts. 
And  thou,  my  duttish  landresse  Cinthia, 
Nere  thioJces  on  Furores  linnen,  Furores  shirt  i 
Thou  and  thy  scpiirting  boy  Endimion,  -"«:^. 
Des  slavering  still  upon  a  lawlesse  couch.  ^ 
Furor  will  have  thee  carted  throu^  the  dirt, 
That  makest  great  poet  Furor  want  his  shirt. 

Ing,  Is  not  here  a  trus  dogge,  that  dare  bBrke> 
so  boldly  at  the  moone  f 
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PhiL  Exdayming  want,  and  needy  care,  and 
carke. 
Would  make  the  mildest  spright  to  bite  and  barke. 

Fhan,  Canes  timidivehementius  htrant.  There 
are  certaine  burrs  in  the  lie  of  Dog^ea,  called  in 
our  English  tongue,  men  of  irormip;  certaine 
briars,  as  the  Indians  call  them,  as  we  say  cer- 
taine lawyers,  certaine  great  lumps  of  earth,  as 
ihe  Arabians  call  them ;  certaine  grosers,  as  wee 
tearme  them,  quos  ego  $ed  motos  prattat  com" 
ponerejluctus, 

Ing,  We  three  unto  the  snarling  iland  hast, 
And  there  our  vexed  breath  in  snarling  wast 

PhiL  We  will  be  gone  unto  the  downes  of  Kent, 
Sure  foodng  we  shall  find  in  humble  dale : 
Our  fleecy  flocke  weel  leame  to  watch  and  warde, 
In  Julyes  hette,  and  cold  of  January : 
Weel  chant  our  woes  upon  an  oaten  reede, 
MThilep  bleating  flock  upon  their  supper  feede : 
So  shall  we  shun  the  company  of  men. 

Stud,  That  growes  more  hateful!  as  the  world 
growes  old, 
Weel  teach  the  murmering  brookes  in  tcora  to. 

flow; 
And  steepy  rocke  to  wayle  our  passed  wo. 

Acad,  Adew,  you  gentle  spiritts,  long  adew : 
Your  witts  I  lov^,  and. your  ill  fortunes  rue; 
lie  hast  me  to  my  Cambridge' cell  againe,'     .    ^ 
Mt  fortunes  cannot  wax,  but  they  may  waine. 
,    jTn^.  Adew,  eood  shephards,  happy  may  you  live, 
And  if  heereafcer  in  some  secret  shade, 
You  slrnll  recount  poore  schollers  oMseries, 
Vouchsafe  to  mention,  with  teares  swelling  eyes, 
Jngenioso*8  thwarting  destinyes; 
And  thou,  still  happy  Academico> 
That  still  maist  rest  upon  the  muses  bed,  . 
Iiiioyine  there  a  quiet  slumbering, 
When  uiou  repayest  unto  thy  Grantaes  streame, 
Wonder  at  thine  owne  bliase,  pitty  our  case. 
That  still  doth  tread  ill  fortunes  endlesse  maze. 
Wish  them  that  are  preferments  almoners, 
To  cherish  gentle  wits  in  their  greene  bud ; 
For  had  not  Cambridge  bin  to  me  nnkinde, 
I  had  not  tum'd  to  gall  a  milkye  minde. 

PhiL  1  wish  thee  of  good  hap  a  plentious  stor^ 
Thy  wit  deserves  no  Icsse,  my  love  can  wish  no  more. 
Farewell,  farewell,  good  Academico; 
Never  maist  (hou  tast  of  our  forepossed  voe. 


Wee  wish  thy  fortunes  may  attaine  their  doer: 
Furor,  and  you,  Phantasma,  both  adew. 

Acad.  Farewell,  farewell,  farewell,  O  long  fare* 
well; 
The  rest  my  tongue  conceales,  let  sorrow  tell. 

Phan.  Et  longum  vaU^  inqmt  loia. 

Fur.  Farewell,  my  maitters;  Furores  a  mastj 
dogge. 
Nor  can  with  a  smooth  gloiing  farewell  cog. 
Nou^t  can  great  Furor  do,  but  barke  and  howle. 
And  snarle,  and  gnu,  .and  cario,  and  towxe  t^e 

world. 
Like  a  £reat  swine  by  his  long  leane  eard  lugges. 
Farewell  musty,  dusty,  nisty,  fusty  London, 
Thou  artnoi  worthy  of  great  Furores  wit. 
That  cheatest  vertue  of  her  due  desert, 
And  suflfi^rest  great  ApoUoes  sonne  to  want 
•  Ing,  Nay,  stay  awhile,  and  helpe  me  to  content  t 
So  many  gentle  witts  attention, 
Who  kennes  the  lawes  of  every  comick  stage. 
And  wonders  that  our  scene  ends  discontent. 
Ye  ayrie  wits  subtill, 

Sinoe  that  few  schollers  forton^  are  content^ 
Wonder  not  if  our  scene  ends  discontent. 
Wlicn  that  your  fortones  reach  their  due  content 
Then  shall-  our  scene  end  in  her  meriment 

J^hiL  Perhaps  some  bapiiy  wit,  with  feeling  band» 
Hereafter  ma  v  vfooride  the  pastoral). 
Of  the  two  schollers  of  Pernassus  hil, 
And  then  our  scene  may  end,  and  have  content. 

Ing.  Meane  time  if  theie  be  any  spi^htfuli  ghos^ 
That  smiles  to  see  poore  schoUers  misery; 
Cold  is  bis  charity,  his  wit  too  dull. 
We  scome  his  censure,  be  is  a  jeering  gulL 
But  whatsoere  refined  sprights  there  b^ 
That  deepely  grone  at  our  calamity, 
Whose  brcatli  is  turned  to  sigh^  wboee  ej«i 

are  wet, 
To  see  bright  aru  bent  to  their  latest  set : 
Whence  never  they  againe  their  beads  shall  reea^  ^ 


To  blesse  oar  art 
Ing.  Let  them. 
'  Fur,  Let  them. 
Pkan,  Let  them. 
Acad.  And  none  but  them^ 
PhiL  And  none  but  them. 
Stud.  And  none  but  them* 


bemispheerer 


^All  giv«ns 
plauditOf 
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Kiekmrd  Edamrdtf  u  Semtr$H$hire  man^  was  bom  in  the  year  158$»  admitted  a  $cho!ar  of  Corpui 
•  Chriai  College  oft  the  A\th  cfMrn^  1540,  and  probationer  fellow  on  the  Uth  of  August,  1544.  At 
tkeJimndMon  of  Chriit-Church,  by  King  Henry  the  Eight hj  in  the  year  1547,  he  was  chosen  a  sti^ 
demi  of 'the  mpper^tMe,  and  in  the  ume  year  took  the  degree  of  Matter  of  Arts,  From  the  Univer' 
mty^  he  removed  to  IJncoln^t-Inn;  and  in  the  beginning  ofQaeen  EUxabeth^s  reign,  was  appointed 
one  of  the  gentlemen  of  her  chapel,  and  master  of  the  children  there.  He  died,  according  to  Sir  John 
Hmrnksna^ '  on  the  SUt  of  October,  1566.— fi«  wom  the  author  of 

(1.)  Uiemon  and  Pitmas,  a  Comedy,  Acted  before  the  Queen,  by  the  children  of  her  chapel,  and 
fmhmedin4to,157t;  410^1569. 

(9.)  FaUanon  and  Ardte,  a  Comedif,  in  two  Parts.  Acted  in  Christ-ChurehrHall,  1566.  This 
fieee  wmu  represented  on  the  2d  and  Sd  of  September,  The  first  evening,  it  was  scarcely  begun  to  U 
pewfiumed  before  it  became  a  tragedy,  for  by  the  weight  of  the  multitudes  the  scaffold  fell  down,  Phe 
mem  were  greatly  hurt  and  wounded,  and  three  killed  by  the  fall  of  a  walL  *  On  the  second  eveningf 
tie  Qween  is  said  to  have  been  much  entertained.  After  the  play  was  ended,  she  called  the  Author  to 
her,  commended  his  sfork,  promised  what  she  would  do  for  him,  and  talked  to  him  in  the  most  familiar 
«^*  One  of  the  performers,  supposed  to  be  young  Carew,  pleased  her  so  much,  that  she  made  him  a 
fftsent  qfeiglk  guineas.  See  Wooffs  Athens  Oxonienses,  Vol.  L  p.  151. ;  and  PeshaU*s  History  of 
die  Vtixmnitj  of  Oxford,  S97,  8fi8.  Chetwood  sayt,  both  parts  of  this  play  were  printed,  with  the 
Aatkm's  Stmg^nd  Poems,  in  1585.  Wood  assures  us,  that  there  were  several  other  dramatic  pieces 
tm  kimj  which  te  did  not  Itoe  to  finish  ;  and  that  it  was  the  opinion  of  many,  he  would  have  run  mad 
tad  he  continuBd  to-axerdsohis  talents  as  a  writer  for  the  stage. 

Me  was,  also,  the  author  of  some  poems  printed  in  The  ^radise.of  Datntf  Derises^  4^o,  1575  ;  and 
m  Poem  coiled  Edward's  Soulknil,  or  The  Soole's  knel],  written  in  his  last  illness. 

He  appears  to  have  obtained  a  considerable  reputation  as  a  dramatick  writer,  which  wiU  appear 

from  the  following  testimow  in  Puttenhan^s  Art  qf  Poetry :  **  I  think,  that  for  tragedy,  the  Lord 

Bstekhurst,  and  Maister  Edpard  Ferrys,  for  such  doings  as  I  have  seen  of  theirs,  do  deserve  the 

higktst'price  ;  the  Earl  of  Oxford,  and  Mr  Edwards  <fher  Mt^est^s  Chapeljor  Comedy  and  Inter^ 

bukJ*    Am  Epstaph  on  him  is  said  to  be  printed  among  the  Poems  of  Qe^ge  TuberviUe^ 
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Od  everie  sjde,  wheras  I  glaonce  my  reryng  eye. 
Silence  in  all  eares  bent  I  playnly  doe  espie : 
But  if  your  egre  lookes  doo  lorige  such  toyesto  see. 
As  heretofore  in  commycal  wise  were  wont  »-. 

broade  to  bee; 
Your  lust  is  lost,  and  all  the  pleasures  that  yoo 

souglit. 
Is  frustrate  quite  of  toyiqg  plajes.  A  soden  change 

is  wrought : 
For  loe,  our  author's  rouse,  that  masked  indelight; 
Hath  forst  his  penne  against  his  kinde,  no  more 

-  such  sportes  to  write. 
Muse  he  that  lust,  (right  worshipfuU,)  for  chaunce 

hath  made  this  change. 
For  that  to  some  he  seemed  too  much  in  yong^ 

desires  to  range : 
In  whiche,  right  glad  to  please,  seyng  that  he  did 

offiende. 
Of  all  be  humblie  pardon  craves;  his  pen  that 

shall  amende : 
And  yet,  worshipfull  audience,  thus  much  I  dare 

advouche. 
In  commedies,  the  greatest  skyll  is  this,  rightly  to 

tooche 
All  thynfes  to  the  quicke ;  and  eke  to  frame  ecbe 

f>er8on  so. 
That  by  his  common  talke,  yon  may  his  nature 

lightly  know: 
A.  royster  ought  not  preacher  that  were  to  strange 

to  heare,   * 
•JBut  lis  from  vertue  he  dOth  swerve,  so  ought  his 

wordes  appeare : 
The  olde  roan  is  sober,  the  ^Qilge  man  rasbe^  the 

lover  triumphyng  m  joyes. 
The  matron  grave,  the  harlot  wilde^  and  fiiU  «f 

wanton  toyes. 
Wbicbe  all  in  one  course,  tbejr  no  wise  doo  agree : 
So  correspondent  to  their  kinde  their  speeches 

0(|gbt  to  she. 
yrbicbe  speeches  well  proaounste,  with  -adion 

fyvely  framed, 
Jf  tbisofiendc  the  lookers oo^let  Horace  tb«D he 


Which  hath  oar  author  taught  at  schole^  fron 

whom  he  doth  not  swanre. 
In  all  such  kinde  of  eiercise  decorum  to  observe. 
Thus  much  for  his  defence,  he  sayth,  as  poete» 

earst  have  donne, 
Whiche  heretofore  in  commedies,  the  selfe  same 

race  did  ronne : 
But  Jiow  for  to  be  briefe,  the  matter  to  expresses 
Whiche  here  wee  shall  present,  b  this, — Damon 

and  Pithias. 
A  rare  ensample  of  friendship  true,  it  is  no  le- 
gend lie, 
But  a  tbynge  once  donne  indeede^  as  hystories 

doodiscrie. 
Whiche  doone  of  yore  io  looge  time  past,  yet 

present  shall  be  here, 
Even  as  it  were  in  doinge  now,  so  lively  it  shall 

appeare:  • 

Lo  here  in  Siracuse,  the  auncient  towne,  whicb 

once  the  Romaines  wonne. 
Here  Dionisius  pallace,  within  whose  courte  this 

thing  most  strange  was  donne. 
Whiche  matter  mizt  with  myrth  and  care,  a  just 

name  toapplie. 
As  seemes  most  fit,  wee  have  it  termed,  a  tragi* 

call  commedie. 
Wherein  talkyng  of  courtly  toyes,  we  doe  protest 

this  flat. 
Wee  talke  of  Dionisius  courte,  wee  meaue  no 

court  but  that.  • 
And  that  we  doo  so  roeane,  wbo  wysely  callcth 

tominde. 
The  time,  the  place,  the  a«tbor,^  here  most  plaine- 

ly  shall  it  finde. 
Lo,  this  I  speake^  for  our  defence,  least  of  others 

we  should  be  shent : ' 
Bat  worthy  audience,  wee  you  pray,  take  thynges 

as  tfaey  be  ment ; 
Whoso  oprighl  judgement  we  doo  crave,  with 

heedfuU  eare  and  eye, 
ToJMre  the  cause,  and  see  tbeefiectof  tUsaewe 

tragically 


NAMES  OF  THE  SPEAKERS. 


Aristippus,  uplmsant  ChmHlman, 
C^Bnewios, «  Panmie. 

pj^l^JJ^  I  too  Gentlemen  qf  Greece. 

^BwmntMt^Ufvmt  ^Damoh  and  PrrHiAS. 
Will,  AawiiwfPB  Laekey, 


Jacke,  Cabisopiius  Lackey. 
Swap,  the  Porter, 
-DtoNisius,  tkt.Kynge, 
Eu^utus,  the  Kyngti  CaunHhur. 
OnoNNO*  the  Hangmofu 
GRnffMi^  the  Cofyer. 


3  ulMfAM'^-HUitboarh  lit  edit.  ^  S/reoIre— spake,  96  edit. 

'  Bf  $hmt-^to  ihend^  says  Mr  fiteevcM,  is  to  reprove  harshly,  to  treat  with  iqjarious  laagoage. 


to  Bamkti  A*  3*  $•  9* 
Agate,  iff  Jitehmk*i  Sgpart  mtd  BlKatirse,  Bennet't  editioa,  p.  88.  | 


Note 


^  A  woaderftril  fbllie  In  a  creat 


himsrlfe,  and  soose  piece  of  mlserie  in  a  whole  commonweaUb,  where  foo|es  chiefly  and  flatterers 
may  spcake  fireely  what  IJiey  will,  and  wiie  men  and  good  m^  shal  commoBly  h  9kcmtf  H  ^hey  ^cake 
wlipt  they  should." 


DAMON  AND  PITHIAS. 


-t!^ 


JBEert  entnth  Abistippus. 

JHt-Thon^  strange,  perhaps,  it  seemeft  to  some, 
fliat  1  Aiistipptis  a  courder  am  become ; 
A  philoeopbef  of  late,  not  of  the  meanist  name^ 
BatDowyto  the  courtlj  behaviour,  my  Ivfe  I  frame* 
Muse  he  that  Ijst,  to  yoo  of  good  skill, 
I  ny  tliat  I  .am  a  philosopher  stylL 
Lows  of  wisdom,  are  termed  philosophers^^ 
Then  who  is  a  philosopher  so  rightly  as  I  ? 
For  in  lovyng  of  wisdom^  proofe  doth  this  trie^ 
Thatjhuira  utpit,  qui  n&nsapit  obi, 
I  am  jwjse  for  myselfe,  then  tell  roe  of  trotb» 
Is  not  that  great  wisdom,  as  the  world  goth  ? 
Sane  philosophers  in  the  streete  go  ragged  and 

tome. 
And  feede  on  vyle  rootea^  whom  boyes  iangb  to 

scojme: 
fibt  I  ia  fine  silkes  haunt  Dioniaus'  pallaoe, 
Wberia  with  dayntic  fare  myselfe  I  do  sohioe. 
I  caa  talke  of  philosophie  as  well  as  the  best, 
Bntihe  straite  kynde  of  lyfe  I  leave  to  the  rest 
And  I  professe  now  the  coartly  philosophie. 
To  eroochey  to  speake  fayre,  mvselfe  I  applie, 
Toieede  the  kioga's  humour  with  pleasant  aevises, 
tw  wliicfay  I  am  called  regiui  cants. 
But  wot  ye  who  named  mc  first  the  kinge's  dogge  ? 
It  was  the  roage  Diogenes,  that  vile  grunting  hogge. 
Let  him  roUe  in  his  tul>be,  to  winne  a  vaine  praise, 
Li  the  ooorte  pleasantly  1  wyll spende  all  my  dayeS; 
Whetin,  what  to  doo,  1  am  not  to  Ufirne, 
What  wyll  serve  royne  owne  turoe,  I  cau  quickly 

disoeame 
AD  my  ^me  at  schoole  I  have  not  ^nt  vaynly, 
I  can  Iieipe  one,  is  not  tliat  a  good  poinct  of 

philosopbici 

Btf€  cntftfh  Cartsophtts, 

CiT.  I  beihrew  yottr  fine  eares,  since  jovcaase 
'fromadiooley  - 
Im  tfat  ooovte  yoa  b«ve  made,  maot  a  wisemaa  a 
foole? 


And  though  yoo  paint  out  yoiirlayiiedphileeo|iln^ 
So  God  heipe  me,  it  is  but  a  pkftne  kinde  of 

flattery. 
Which  y«o  ase  so  finely  in  so  pleasant  a  sorter 
That  none  but  Aristip|Mis  now  makfeo-  the  kin^ 

sporte. 
Ere  you'cAme  hyther,  poore  I  vras  soom  body, 
The  kin»e  delighted  in  mee^  now  I  am  bat  a  liodd^. 
ArUAti  faith,  Carisaphus,  you  know  yoarselM' 

best. 
But  I  will  not  call  you  noddy,  but  only  in  jest ; 
And  thus  I  assure  you,  though  I  came  from  schoole 
To  serve  in  this  coort,  I  came  not  yet  to  be  the 

kinge's  foole ; 
Or  to  fill  his  eares  with  servile  sqniriliti^ 
That  office  is  yours,  you  know  it  right  perfectlie. 
Of  parasites  and  sicopbantes  you  are  ft  grave' 

bencher, 
The  king  f^des  yoo  often  from  his  owne  trencher. 
I  envye  not  your  state,  nor  yet  your  great  favoiMV 
Then  grudge  not  at  all,  if  in  mv  behaviow 
I  make  the  kinge  mery,  with  pleasant  urbankie^ 
Whom  I  never  abused  to  any  maeV  injurie. 
Car,  Be  cocke,  sir,  yet  in  the!  eourte  yott  dbo  * 

best  thrive. 
For  yoo  get  more  in  one  day  then  Idoo  is  five. 
Arii.  Why  man,  in  the  court,  doo  yoe  Mt  wc6 
Rewardes  geven  for  vcrtue,  to  eveijr  d€gre<»  ? 
To  reward  the  unworthy  that  worldeis  dbne» 
The  court  is  changed,  a  good  thread  hath  bin 

sponne 
Of  dogges  woll  heeretofore,  and  why?  because  it 

was  liked. 
And  not  for  that  it  was  best  trimmed  and  fucked : 
But  now  men's  eares  arc  finer,  such  ^osse  toyes 

are  not  set  by, 
Tberfore  to  m  trimmer  kynde  of  myrtb  mjwtXtt  I 

applyet 
Wherem  though  I  please,  it  cooMMtb  not  of  tAj 

desert, 
Bet  of  the  kinge*^  hprtm. 
Car.  It  may  be  so;  yet  in  your  ptOspiEfrhSe, 


*  niknpUfM    philosophie^  both  Editlonf,    The  akeratien  by  Mr  Dodsley. 
'  flraae  ■greats  «d  edit.  »  D^s-^mltted  in  8d  cdit^ 
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Dispise  not  an  olde  courtier,  Carisophos  is  he ; 
Which  bath  long  time  fed  Dionisius  humor : 
Diligently  to  please,  s^U  at  hand ;  there  was  ne- 
ver rumour 
Spread  in  this'  towne  of  any  smale  thinge,  bat  1 
Brought  it  to  the  kinge  in  post  by  and  by ; 
Yet  now  I  crave  your  friendship,  which  if  t  may 

attayne, 
Most  sore  and  unfained  friendship  I  promyse  you 

againe: 
So  we  two  linckt  in  friendshippe,  brother  and 

brother, 
Full  well  in  the  court  may  heipe  one  another. 
Arts.  ByV  lad^,  Carisophusy  though  you  know 

not  philosophie. 
Yet  surely  you  are  a  better  courtier  then  I; 
And  yet  1  not  so  eyyll  a  oourder,  that  wyll  seeme 

to  dispise 
Such  an  olde  courtier  as  you^  so  expert  and  so  wyse. 
But  whereas  you  crave  myne,  and  offer  your 

friendship  so  willingly, 
With  hart  I  geve  you  thankes'for  this  your  great 

curtesie: 
Asforins  of  friendship  both  with  tooth  and  naylc. 
Whiles  life  lasteth,  never  to  fayle. 

Car,  A  thousand  thankes  I  geve  you,  oh  friend 

Arifttippus. 
Arii.  O  friend,  Carisophus. 
Car.  Howjoyfullam  1,  sith  I  have  to  friend 

^ristippus  now ! 
Arts,  None  so  glad  of  Carisophos'  friendship 

as  I,  I  make  God  a  vowe, 
I  speake  as  I  thinke,  beleve  me. 

Car.  Sith  we  are  now  so  friendly  joyned,  it 

seemeth  to  mee, 
That  one  of  us  help  cclie  other  in  every  degree : 
Prefer  you  my  caus^  when  you  are  in  presence, 
To  further  your  matters  to  the  kinge,  let  me  alone 

in  ^our  absence. 
*  Arii.  l-riend  Carisophus,  this  shall  be  done  as 

you  would  wish  : 
But  I  pray  you  tell  mee  thus  much  by  the  way, 
Whither  now  from  this  place  wyll  you  take  your 

joumay  ? 
Car.  I  wyll  not  dissemble,  that  were  against 

friendship^ 
I  goe  into  the  citie  some  knaves  to  nip. 


For  talke  with  their  goodes,  to  eocrease  the  kyng't 

treasure. 
In  sudi  kinde  of  service  I  set  my  cheefe  pleasure : 
Farewel,  friend  '^  Aristippus,  now  for  a  time. 

fJEr*^. 
Arii,  Adewe,  friend  Carisophus — ^In  good  faith 

now. 
Of  force  I  must  laugh  at  this  solempne  vow. 
Is  Aristippus  linkt  in  frieudship  with  Carisophus  f 
Quid  cum  tanto  atino,  ialii  phlotophui  9 
They  say,  morum  timiUtudo  contuUat  amicitioi. 
Then,  how  can  this  friendship  betwene  us  two 

come  to  passe  ? 
"  We  are  as  like  in  condicions,  as  Jacke  Fletcher 

and  his  bowit, 
I  brought  up  in  leamyng,  but  he  is  a  very  dolt^ 
As  touching  good  letters;  but  otherwise  such  a 

crame  knave, 
Yf  you  secke  a  whole  riegion,  hb  lyke  you  can  not 

have: 
A  villaine  for  his  lyfe,  a  varlet  died*in  graine. 
You  lose  money  by  him,  '^  if  you  sell  him  for  one 

knave,  for  hee  serves  for  twaine : 
A  flatteryng  parasite,  a  stcophant  also, 
A  common  accuser  of  men ;  to  the  good  an  open 

foe. 
Of  halfe  a  worde,  he  can  make  a  legend  of  Iies» 
Which  he  will  advouch  with  such  tragicall  cryes. 
As  though  all  were  true  that  comes  out  of  his 

mouth. 
Were  he  indeede  to  be  hanged  by  and  by, 
He  cannot  tell  one  tale,  but  twyse  he  must  lie. 
He  spareth  no  man*s  life  to  get  the  kinge's  favour,  - 
In  which  kind  of  servis  he  hath  got  such  a  savoor. 
That  he  wyll  never  leave.  Metliinke  then,  that  I 
Have  done  verie  wisely  to  joyne  in  friendship 

with  him,  lest  perhaps  I 
Comming  in  his  way  might  be  nipt;  for  such 

knaves  in  presence, 
Wc  see  oft  times  put  honest  men  to  silence : 
Yet  I  have  play*d  with  his  beard  in  knitting  diis 

knot, 
I  promist  friendship,  but  you  love  few  wordet : 

I  spake,  but  I  meant  '^  it  not. 
Who  markes  this  friendship  betwene  us  two^ 
Shal  judge  of  the  worldely  friendship  without  nay 

more  a  doo. 


9  nit^he,  9d  edit.  "  JsWearf-omltted  in  8d  edit. 

"  fV4  ar»  m  iike  H^  C9ndieimt»i  OiJacHFMeker  a»d  kit  b9mU^AFktekerk  a,  m9ka  of  atrowt^f^^ 
/fecAe,  ID  arrow,  Fr.  The  Fktcken  compaDy  bad  several  chartei^  granted  to  them,  tboogh  at  picsest,  I 
believe,  they  have  only  a  Bomiaal  existence.  Aristippus  meanes  to  lay,  that  he  dUfen  as  nach  In  dis|kK 
•Itlonf 


C0!tiir, 


from  Caritopkut^  as  Jack  the  arroutmitk  varies  io  quality  from  a  bolt  or  arrow  of  bb  ow»iaaklDg.  8. 

ifymntUhimfor  on»  huatct/or  Aea  wroft/or tawiiM— «o,  ia  Like  U  Liki^  ptotk  Ms  DevdU  tkm 

r,  15A} 


**  There  thou  mayit  be  called  a  knave  In  grane, 

"  And  where  luMves  t^  Kant  thot  isayest  go  for  twayae*;' 


Memtt   mttattfUtMU 


BeiTABSS*] 
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It  oMy  be  »  ff7||it  pftlteni  dierof ;  bat  inw  ineiid* 

ship  lodeede 
Of  Boogbt  but  of  vertoe  doth  truly  prowedc 
Bat  why  do  I  DOW  enter  into  pbilosopbie. 
Which  do  profesae  the  fine  kinde  of  eurtesie  ? 
I  w^  henca  to  the  court,  with  all  haste  I  mavi 
I  thinke  the  Idpg  be  adrriBg,  it  is  now  bright  day. 
To  wait  at  a  piiu:he^  still  in  aght  I  meane. 
For  wot  ye  what  ?  a  new  broome  sweepes  deant.'^ 
As  to  hie  honor,  I  niynde  oot  to  clime, 
$0 1  saeana  in  the  court  to  lose  no  time : 
Wherein,  hmppi  man  be  Ms  dole,  '^  I  trust  that  I 
Shall  not  sooode  worst,  and  that  very  quickly. 

[Exit. 

Btre  entrethDkuov  andPnnikS  Uke marinen. 


O  Neptune,  immortall  be  thy  prayse, 
For  that  so  safe  from  Greece  we  have  past  the  seas, 
To  d^  noble  citie  Siracosee,  where  we 
The  aiM^mnt  raygne  of  the  Romaines  may  see. 
Whose  force  Gtees»  also  heretofore  hath  koowne, 
Whose  Tertiie  the  shrill  trump  of  fame  so  farre 

hath  blowne. 
TiUk*  ]dy  Damon,  of  right,  high  prayse  we 

ought  to  ge»a 
To  Ntfptuno  and  all  the  gods,  that  we  safely  dyd 

arryFe, 
The  ses^  I  thinke,  with  contrary  winds  never 

raged  80,^ 
I  am  even  yet  so  seasicke,  that  1  faynt  as  I  go; 
Tbere/bre  let  us  get  some  kxiging  qoickely. 
Birt  whecie  is  Stephano  ? 

Sere  entreth  Stjbpbano* 

iUph.  Not  farre  hence}  a  pockes  take  these 
maiyner  knaves^ 
Not  one  woold  healpe  mee  to  carry  this  stuffe, 

such  dronken  slaves 
I  thinke  be  accursed  of  the  goddes  owne  mouthes. 
.Daaiu  Stephano,  leave  ^y  ragyng,  and  let  us 
enter  Siracusft, 
W^  vil  provide  lodgyp^  and  thou  sbalt  bs  eased 
of  thy  burden  by  and  by. 
SUpk^  Good  mayst^,  mke  haate,  for  I  tel  1  y  ou 
playne, 
This  hMvy  burden  pM  pporf  Stephano  to  much 
payne« 


^k*  Come  on  thy  wayes,  thou  sbalt  be  eased, 
and  that  anoo.  [Exeunt, 

Here  entreth  CAftisopnus.  

Carit,  It  is  a  true  saying,  that  oft  bath  ben 

spoken. 
The  pitcher  goeth  so  longe  to  the  water,  that  it'^ 

commeth  home  broken. 
My  owne  poofe  this  hath  taught  me,  for,  tnily^ 

wth  I, 
In  the  citie  have  used  to  walke  very  slyly ; 
Not  with  one  can  I  meet^  that  wyU  in  talka 

joyne  with  race, 
And  to  creepc  into  men*s  bosome^  '^  some  talke 

for  to  snatche, 
By  whiche,  into  one  trip  or  other,  I  might  trimly 

them  catche. 
And  so  accuse  them :  now.  Hot  with  one  can  I 

mecte. 
That  wyl  joyne  in  talke  with  me,  I  am  shun'd  like 

a  devill  in  the  streete. 
My  credit  is  cracky  where  I  am  knowne;  but^  I 

•    heare  say, 
Certaioe  str^iugers  are  arriv'd  they  were  a  gQod 

pray, 
If,  happely,  X  raigl^t  meete  with  them :  I  fear  not  I, 
But  in  talke  I  should  trippe  them,  and  that  very 

finely. 
Whiche  tbinge,  I  assure  you,  t  doo  for  myne  owne 

gayne, 
Or  els  I  woulde  not  plodde  thus  pp  Vid  downe,  I 

tell  vou  playne. 
Well,  I  wyll  for  a  whyle  to  the  court,  to  see 
What  Aristippus  doth;  I  would  be  loth  in  faver 

he  should  over  run  me ; 
He  is  9  subtile  chyld,  he  fiaUereth  so  finely^  tha(t 

I  feare  mee. 
He  wyll  licke  the  fatte  from  my  linnes,  and  90 

out^wery  mee, 
TherfoFe  I  wyll  not  be  longe  absent,  but  at  hanc^. 
That  all  bis  fine  driftes  I  nksy  underataode. 

[Exit. 

Here  entreth  WvLt  rnirf  Jacke. 

WyU.  I  wonder  what  my  m^s^  Ari^jpjMU 
meanes  now  a-daies, 


H 


^  A  wt9  h-oom  9m^§a»  d9a»^^M\kv^  was  preverhiaL    S^ee  Ray*8  Collection  of  Proverbs,  p.  140. 

*^  Hmppy  man.  be  hit  dote^^-n,  proverbial  expression  often  found  in  ancient  writers.  Do/i,  Mr  Steevens 
eUerves,  (note  to  The  Taming  of  the  Shrew,  A.  1.  S.  1.)  is  any  thing  dealt  out  or  distribated,  though  its 
anginal  meaning  was  the  prorisiaa  given  away  at  the  doon  jof  greai  men's  booses.  It  i^  generally  writ« 
^tmbeUs  dBle,  though  Rae,  p.  1 16,  gives  it  as  in  the  8d  4to,  by  bis  dole.  Shakspeare  also  uses  the  phrase 
UneMarr^priveMofWinJkor,     . 

Agal%  Ib  J^MftlMt,  P.  1.  C.  9. 1.  037 : 


''Let  us  that  are  anhuH  and  whole, 
"  Fall  ooy  and  heipj^  man  be'e  dohr 


.'<//^be,  1st  edit. 
VOL,  I. 
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That  fae  leaveth  pbilosophie,  and  leekes  '^  to 

please 
Kyng  Dionisius  with  such  mery  toyes; 
In  Dionisius*  aiurt  now  he  only  joyes. 
As  trim  a  courtier  as  the  best, 
Ready  to  answer,  quicke  in  tauntes,  pleasauot  to 

jeste, 
A  lustie  companion  to  derise  with  fine  dames, 
Whose  humour  to  feede,  his  wylie  witte  he  frames. 
Jacke,  By  cocke,  as  you  say,  your  master  is  a 

mmion ; 
A  foule  coyle  he  keepes  in  this  court ;  Anstippus 

alone, 
Now  ruled  the  roaste  with  his  pleasant  devises. 
That  I  feare  he  wyll  put  out  of  conceit,  my  mais^ 

ter  Carisopnus. 
WiflL  Feare  not  that,  Jacke ;  for  like  brother 

and  brother. 
They  are  knit  in  true  friendship  the  one  with  the 

other; 
They  are  fellowesyou  knowe,and  honest  men  both, 
Therfore  the  one  to  hinder  the  other,  they  wyll 

be  lothe. 
Jacke,  Yea,  but  I  have  heard  say  there  is  fal- 

shod  in  felowshippe. 
In  the  court  sometimes  one  gi^es  another  finely 

the  sUf^ : 
Which  when  it  is  spied,  it  is  laught  out  with  a 

8Cofic,'» 
And  with  sporting  and  playing  quietly^  shaken  of : 
In  whiche  kind  of  toymg,  thy  master  hath  such  a 

grace, 
That  he  wyl!  never  blush,  he  hath  a  woddeu  face. 
But,  Wyll,  ray  maister  hath  bees  in  his  head, 
If  bee  fynde  mee  heare  pratinge,  I  am  but  dead : 
He  is  still  trottinf^  in  the  citie,  there  is  sumwhat 

in  the  wmde ; 

His  lookes  bewray  his  inwarde  troubled  mynde : 

Therfore  I  will  be  packingto  the  courte  by  and  by ; 

If  he  be  once  angry,  Ja<£e  shall  cry,  wo  the  pye. 

WylL  Bfr  lady,  if  I  tarry  longe  here^  of  the 

same  sauce  shall  I  tast, 
For  my  master  sent  mee  on  an  errand,  and  bad 

mee  make  haste, 
Therfore  we  wyll  departe  together.        [Exeunt. 

Here  entreth  Stephano. 

Steph,  Ofte  times  I  have  beard,  before  I  came 
hetber, 
That  DO  man  can  serve  two  maisters  together : 
A  sentence  so  true,  as  moste  men  doo  take  it^ 


At  any  tiooe  fake,  that  no  man  can  make  it^ 
And  yet  by  their  leave,  that  first  have  it  spoken. 
How  that  may  prove  false,  even  here  I  wyll  open : 
For  I,  Stephano,  loe,  so  named  by  my  father. 
At  this  time  serve  two  masters  together, 
And  love  tliem  alyke  the  one  and  the  otfaer  i 
I  duly  obey,  I  can  doo  no  other. 
A  bondman  I  am,  so  nature  hath  wrou^t  me. 
One  Damon  of  Greece,  a  gendemao,  l^oght  mev 
To  Lim  I  stande  bond,  yet  serve  I  another, 
W  horn  Damon  my  master  loves,  as  his  own  brother  i 
A  gentleman  too,  and  Pithias  he  is  named, 
Fraught  with  vertue,  whom  vice  never  defamed : 
These  twoo,  since  at  schoole  they  fell  acquainted. 
In  mutuall  friendship  at  no  time  have  famted. 
But  loved  so  kindly  and  friendly  eche  other. 
As  thouglie  they  were  brothers  by  fatlier  and 

mother : 
Pythagoras'  leam^nge  these  two  have  embraaed. 
Which  bothe  are  in  vertue  so  narrowly  laoed. 
That  all  their  whole  doings  doe  fall  to  this  issae^ 
To  have  no  respect,  but  onely  to  vertue : 
All  one  in  edPecte,  all  one  in  their  go^nge. 
All  one  in  tlieir  studv,  all  one  in  their  doyi^ : 
These  gentlemen  both,  beyng  of  one  condicion. 
Both  dike  of  mv  service  have  all  the  fruition : 
Pithias  is  joyfull,  if  Damon  be  pleased; 
Yf  Pithias  be  served,  then  Damon  is  eased. 
Serve  one,  serve  both,  so  nearer  who  would  win 

them? 
I  tbinke  they  have  but  one  hart  betwene  them. 
In  travelyng  countryes,  we  three  have  contrived/* 
Full  many  a  ^eare ;  and  this  day  arrived 
At  Siracuss  m  Sicillia,  that  auncient  towne. 
Where  my  masters  are  lodged;  and  I  np  and 

downe 
Go  seekyng  to  leame  what  news  here  are  walkyn^ 
To  harke  of  what  thynges  the  people  are  talkynge. 
I  lyke  not  this  soyle;  for  as  I  goe  ploddynge, 
I  marke  there  two,  there  three,  their  bcadea  al- 

wayes  noddinge. 
In  close  secret  wise,  styll  whisperyng  together* 
If  I  aske  any  question,  no  man  doth  answer ; 
But  shakyng  their  beades,  they  go  their  wayet 

speakinge, 
I  marke  iiow  with  tearea  dieir  wet  eyea  mm 

leakynge : 
Some  strangenesse  there  is,  that  brcedeth  thia 

musings. 
Well,  I  wyll  to  my  matters,  and  tell  of  their  unng. 
That  they  may  leame,  and  walke  wisely  together  z 


*«  Sedket-seeketh,  «d  edit  '^  Scoff^-gnct,  UtdlU  ^  QuUtl^^mMy,  M  edit, 

*'  we  three  katfe  contrived  .  ,     ,^     .  *        i    #u-««  »^#.,^ 

Full  many  a  yeare-To  contHoe,  in  t)iis  place,  tigDifies  to  wear  away,  to  spend,  from  am#<f». 
So,  in  8haktpeare*s  TanUng  of  the  Shrew,  A.  I.  S.  «• 

Please  yoa  we  many  eantrive  this  afternoon  ? 
Totum  hme  contrM  dUm*    8. 
6ee  alM»  the  notes  of  Dr  Warbarton  and  Dr  J»bi»on  on  the  above  Itoe  in  SbakspeaM. 
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J)AMON  AND  PITHIAS. 


irs 


I  feuB  we  shall  cone  tbe  tune  we  came  bether. 

[ExiU 

Stre  entreth  Aeistippus  and  Wyll. 

Aris.  Wjlly  didst  thou  heare  the  ladies  so  talk 
of  mee? 
.What  aykth  then?  from  that  nippes"  *  shall  I 
Derer  be  free  ? 
WyiL  Good  fmth,  sir,  all  the  ladies  in^  the 
oovrte  do  plaiolj  report, 
^  Ihat  witboot  mf  DcioQ  of  them,  J9m  can  make  no 
*;  qporte: 

I  Tbej  are  year  plajne  son&  to  stoge  descant 
■^  upoo;*^ 

:■  If  thej  weare  not,  ^our  mirth  were  ^ne. 
'  Tbeiiore,  master,  jest  no  more  with  women  in 

an  J  wise, 
C  If  jmt  doo,  bj  codLO  yon  are  lyke  to  knowe  the 
^  price. 

>^    Jrtt.  Bj*T  lady,  Wyll,  this  is  good  oouasell, 
playnely  tojest 
V  Of  women,  proofe  Imth  taught  mee  it  is  not  the 

best: 
^    I  wyU  change  my  ooppy,  how  be  it  I  care  not  a 
I  qtienche,^ 


\  J  know  the  galde  horse  will  soonest  wincfae : 
Bat  leanie  thou  soeretly  what  prively  they  talk 
Of  me  in  the  oourte ;  among  them  slyly  walke, 


And  bring  me  true  newes  tbsreof. 

WyU.  I  wyll,  sir  maister,  therof  have  no  doubt, 
.    fori, 
Wheare  they  talke  of  yon,  wyll  enforme  you  per- 
fectly. 
Am  Do  so,  my  boy ;  if  thou  bringe  it  finely 
to  passe. 
For  thy  good  service,  thou  shalt  go  in  thiue  olde 
coate  at  Christmas.  [Exeunt, 

Here  entreth  Damov,  Pitqias,  and  St^bavo. 

Dtam.  $tephano,  is  all  this  true  that  thou  hast 

tolde  me  ? 
Stqfh,  Sir,  for  lies,  hetherto  ye  never  controlde 


Oh  that  we  had  never  set  foote  on  tUs  land. 
Where  Dionisius  rayenes  with  so  bloody  a  hande ! 
Erery  day  he  sheweth  some  token  of  cmelde. 


With  blood  he  hath  fiUed  all  the  streetes  Jp^tfie 

dtie: 
I  tremble  to  heare  the  people's  murmuring, 
I  lament,  to  see  his  most  cruell  dealynf; : 
I  tbinke  there  uno  suche  tyraunt  under  the  sunne ; 
O,  my  deare  uiastera^  this  momyng,  what  bath  be 

done! 
JDmi.  What  b  that?  tell  us  quiekW. 
Stq^h.  As  I  this  momyng  past  in  the  streete. 
With  a  wefull  man,goiog  to  bis  death,  did  I  meete. 
Many  people  folowed,  and  I  of  one  secretly 
Asked  the  cause,  why  he  was  condemned  to  die? 
Whispered  in  mine  earc,  nought  hath  be  done  but 

thus, 
^  la  sleape  he  dreamed  he  had  killed  Dionisius : 
Whicli  dreame  tolde  abrode,  was  brought  to  the 

kinge  iu  poste. 
By  whome  coudemned  for  suspicion,  his  lyfe  he 

hath  lost; 
Marcia  was  his  name,  as  the  people  sayde. 
FitJL  My  deare  friende  Damon,  I  blame  not 

Stephano 
For  wishyng  we  had  not  oome  hetber;  seeynge  it 

is  so, 
That  for  so  small  cause,  suche  cruell  death  doth 

insue. 
Dam,  My  Pithias,  where  tirantes  raigne,  suche 

cases  are  not  new, 
Which  fearynge  their  owne  state  for  great  cruel- 
tie,*^ 
To  sit  fast  as  they  thinke,  doo  eiecute  speedely. 
All  suche  as  any  lifht  suspicion  have  tainted. 
Steph,  With  suca  qoicke  karvers,  I  lyst  not  be 

aqoainted. 
Dam.  so  are  they  never  in  quiet,  but  in  suspi- 
cion styl^ 
When  one  is  made  away,  they  take  occasion  ano* 

ther  to  kyll : 
Ever  in  feare,  havvng  no  trustie  friende,  voyde  of 

all  people's  love, 
And  in  their  own  conscience  a  oontinuall  hell  they 

proove. 
Pith,  As  thynges  by  tlieir  contraryes  are  al- 

wayes  best  prooved. 
How  happie  are  then  merdfuU  princes  of  theit 

people  beloved ! 


^  •  Nipiras— taants,  or  farcaani.    See  Jobmon.    N. 

^  — ^  pUdMs  9Qmg9  to  aimg0  descant  upon^Plain  itng^  k  pbrnm  cmtef,  noiform  modolatioa. 


Detw 


CMC,  is  masical  parapbnue.  See  a  note  on  I%e  Midsummer  Nights  Dreanu  Vol.  III.  p.  6:).  x  and  another 
m  King  Bickard  III.  YoUVlLja.  6.  edit  mS.    S. 

*' I  care  not  a  quenche — SpenSer  has  tbto  word,  which,  as  Dr  Johmon  observes,  appears  to  be 

tte  same  as  winch.  It  should  seem  to  be  exprenive  of  some  slight  degree  of  pain,  and  in  this  instance  to 
■eaa  the  same  as  If  the  speaker  had  said,  1  care  not  n  fillip.    S. 

^  In  tieape  he  dreamed  he  had  kiUed  Dionishte-^A  late  writer  observes,  that  ^  Dionyshis  the  tyrant  Is  said 
la.  have  punished  with  death,  one  of  bis  sol^ects,  for  dreaming  he  had  killed  him.  This  was  hardly  more 
iiiqatlons,  than  the  execution  of  the  gentleman,  who  havhig  a  white  deer  In  hk  park,  which  was  killed 
by  £dward  the  Fourth,  wished  the  deer,  horns  and  all,  in  the  belly  of  hhn  that  counselled  the  king  to  kill 
It,  mkereae  in  truth  no  nmn  cauneelled  the  king  to  it :  or  than  the  attainder  and  execution  of  Algernon 
Svdaey,  on  the  evidence  of  private  and  anpabllshed  papers,  without  any  proof,  or  even  a  Muxestion.  of 
their  iatesded  publication."    PrincipUe  i^f  Penal  Lam,  C,  ji[,  -eo        -^ 

f?  Por£reiacrueUi9^miikcnie\Ue,2ded\u 


w 


DAMON  AND  PITHrAS. 


[EpwAUi. 


Having  sore  friflndet  ewery  wke«re,  06  feate  doth 

touch  them, 
They  may  safely  dpend  the  daye  t>leetantly,  at 

night 
Securi  dormiunt  in  uirum^nt  anrtm, 
O  my  Damon,  if  choyce  were  oflfred  m»ey  I  would 

choose  to  b>e  Pithias 
As  I  am,  Damon't  friehde,  rather  then  ba  king 

Dionisius.   . 
SUph.  And  good  cause  why,  for  yob  are  en- 

ticrly  beloved  of  one ; 
And  as  farre  as  I  heare,  Dionisius  is  beloved  of 

none. 
Dam,  That  state  is  moste  miserable :  thrise 

hiippy  are  wee, 
Whom  true  love  hath  joyned  in  perfect  amitye : 
Which  amitye  first  sprong,  without  vaunting  be  it 

'  spoken,  that  is  trae, 

Of  likelines  of  maners,  tooke  roote  by  company, 

and  now  is  conserved  by  virtue ; 
Which  vertue  alwaies  though^  worldly  things  do 

not  frame, 
Yet  doth  she  atchive  to  her  followers  immortnll 

fame : 
Wherof  if  men  were  carefull,  for  tertue's  sake  only 
They  would  honour  friendship,  and  not  for  com- 

moditie:   - 
But  such  as  for  profit  in  friendship  do  lincke, 
When  stormes  come,  they  slide  away  sooner  than 

a  man  will  thinke  t 
My  Pithias,  the  somme  of  my  talke  falies  to  this 


f6  prove  no  frieodsbip  is  sure,  but  that  which  is 
^  grounded  on  vertue. 

Fiih,  My  Damon,  of  this  tHyng  there  needes 

no  proofe  to  mee. 
The  gods  forbyd,  bat  that  Pithias  with  Damon  in 

al  thmjgs  shuld  agree^ 
For  why  u  it  said,  mideuB  alter  ipie^ 
But  that  true  friendes  should  be  two  in  body,  but 

one  in  minde  I 
As  it  were  one  transfojpied  into  another,  which 

against  kinde 
Though  it  seeme,  yet  in  good  ^th,  when  I  am 

alone, 
I  forget  I  am  Pithias,  metkinkes  I  an  Pamon. 
Steph,  That  could  I  never  doo,  to  forget  my- 

selfe,  fuH  weH  i  know, 
Wheresoever  I  go,  that  I  am  pauper  Stephano : 
But  I  pray  you,  sir,  for  all  your  philosophie, 
See  that  in  this  oourte  you  waike  very  wisely  t 
Yaa  are  but  newly  come  hether,  heyng  straungers 

ye  know, 
Many  eyes  are  bent  on  you  in  the  streetes  as  je  gp; 
^any  spies  are  abroad,  you  cannot  be  too  cirr 

cumspect.  , 
Pam,  Stephano,  because  thou  art  careful!  of 

mee  thy  master,  I  do  thee  praise ; 


Yet  thinke  this  for  m  soertie,  no  st^kte  todispleasa 
By  taike,  or  otherwise :  my  friende  and  I  entende, 

we  wyll  here 
As  men  that  come  to  see  the  soyle  and  maners  of 

al  men  of  every  degree. 
Pitlingoras  said,  that  this  worlde  was  like  a  stage,^^ 
Wheron  many  play  their  partes :  the  lookoiM^  ' 

the  sage 
Phyldsophers  are,  saith  be,  whose  parte  i^  to  leame 
The  maners  of  all  nations,  and  the  good  from 

the  bad  to  diioeme. 
Steph,  Good  faith,  sir,  concemynge  the  people^ 

they  are  not  ^y  \ 
And,  as  farre  as  I  see,  they  be  mummersi  for  nought 

they  say, 
For  the  rooste  parto»  what  so  ever  you  aske  them ; 
The  soyle  is  suche,that  to  live  heare  I  cannot  lyke. 
JDlom.  Thou  speakast  acoordynge  to  thy  learn* 

ynge,  but  I  say, 
Owme  $oium  forti  patrut :  a  w^rse  man  may  lyre 

every  wheare ; 
Therfore^  my  deare  friende  Pithias, 
Let  us  view  this  towne  in  everie  place, 
And  then  consider  the  peoj^es  maners  also. 
Pith.  As  you  wvll,  my  Damon ;  but  how  saj 

yon,  Stephano^  ^ 

Is  it  nut  best  ere  we  go  further,  to  take  some  repast^  . 
Steph*  In  iaithi  I  lyke  well  this  question,  ur  t 

for  all  your  haste, 
To  eat  somewhat^  I  pray  you,  thiuk  it  no  folly ; 
It  is  hie  dinner  time,  I  know  by  my  belly. 
Dam.  Then  let  us  to  our  lodging  departe ; 

when  dinner  is  done. 
We  wyll  view  this  dde  as  we  have  begonna. 

[Exeunt^ 

Here  entteth  Cariso^hus. 

Car.  Once  agayne  in  hope  of  good  wynd,  I 

hoyse  op  my  wK 
I  goe  into  the  citie  to  nnde  som  pray  for  myne 

availa  t 
I  hunger  while  I  may  see  the  straungers  that  lately 
Arrived,  I  were  saAe  if  once  I  might  meeCa  then 

Let  them  barke  that  lift  at  this  kinde  of  gaina, 
He  is  a  foole  that  for  his  profit  will  not  take 

payne? 
Though  it  be  joyned  with  other  mens  hurt,  I  care 

not  at  am 
For  profit  I  wyU  acc^tse  any  man,  hap  what  shall. 
But  sof\c,  sirs,  I  pray  you  huysh;  wiiat  are  they 

that  come  here  ? 
By  their  apparell  and  continuance,  some  strangeri 

they  appcare. 
I  wyll  shrowqe  my  selfe  secretly,  even  here  for  a 

while, 
To  faeare  all  thdr  talke,  that  I  nay  them  bogoy  !«•. 


?«  TAotiirA— through,  both  editions.    The  alteration  by  Mr  Ppdslfy^ 
fl  ^at  (Ore  a  f<ii^«— is  l^ke  unto  a  sta|;e,  2d  edit. 


VmwkMibn.] 


DAMON  AND  PITHIAS. 


?7 


Here entMhDAMti  and Step^avo. 

Siqfk,  A  fihorte  bone  soone  ourried;^  my 
belly  waxeth  thioner, 
I  am  as  bangry  oow,  as  when  I  went  to  dinner : 
Todr  philosophical  diet  it  so  fine  and  small^ 
That  jou  may  eate  your  dinner  ood  supper  at 
bnce,  and  not  sarfaite  at  all. 
Dam.  Stepfattno,  mach  meat  breedes  heavynes, 

tbinoe  diet  makes  thee  light. 
Siepk,  I  may  be  lighter  thereby,  bat  I  shall  ne- 
ver TVLA  the  faster. 
Dmm.  I  ha?e  bad  suffidentlydiaooofse  of  amitie, 
Whicfa  I  had  at  dinner  with  Pithias;  and  his 

pleasaunt  oompmie 
Halh  fully  satisfied  me ;  it  doth  mee  good  to  feede 
myne  eyes  on  htm. 
Stepk.  Course  or  discourse,  your  course  is  very 
course ;  for  all  your  taike, 
Too  bad  but  one  bare  course,  and  that  was  pike, 

rise  and  walked 
And  sorely,  for  all  your  taike  of  pbiloeopbie, 
I  never  Keard  that  a  man  with  wordes  could  fill 

his  belly. 
Fsede  yoor  eyes,  quodi  you  ?  the  reason  from  my 

wisdom  swarve£h, 
J  stared  on  you  both,  and  yet  my  belly  starveth. 
Dam,  Ah  Stephano,  small  diet  maketh  a  fine 

memone ! 
SiepL  I  care  not  for  your  craftie  sophtstrie, 
Too  two  are  fine,  let  mee  be  fed  like  a  grose 

knave  styll, 
I  pn^  you  licence  mee  for  a  while  to  have  my  will, 
At  home  to  tary,  whiles  you  take  view  of  this  citie ; 
To  fynde  some  odde  victualles  in  a  comer,  I  am 
verie  wittie. 
Dam,  At  yoor  pleasure,  sir,  I  wyll  wayte  on 
my  setfe  this  daye, 
Tet  attende  upon  Pithias,  whiche  for  a  purpose 

tarieth  at  home ; 
80  doyng,  you  wajte  upon  mee  also. 
Stepk,  With  wmites  on  my  feete  I  go.    [Exit, 
Dom.  Not  in  vain  the  poet  sayeth :  Naturam 
ftircd  aepdUu^  iamen  tuque  recurrit. 
For  trayne  up  a  Mndoian  never  to  so  good  a  be- 

banour, 
Tet  in  tome  pointe  of  servilide  he  wyU  savour : 
As  this  Siepoano,  trastie  to  mee  his  master,  lov- 

jB^andkhide^ 
Tet  touchy  ng  his  belly,  a  very  bondaum  I  him  finde : 
Be  if  to  tie  borne  withall,  beyng  so  just  and  true, 
I  amtre  you,  I  would  not  cfaaunge  hrai  for  a  new : 
Bat  mee  tfainkes,  this  is  a  pleasant  citie, 
Theseate  is  good,*^  and  yet  not  stronge,  and 
cfaat  it  great  pittie. 


Cent.  I  am  safe^  he  is  myne  owne.     ^ 

Dam.  The  ayre  subtle  and  fine,  the  people 

should  be  wittie. 
That  dwell  under  this  climate  in  10  pure  a  region^ 
A  trimmer  plotte  I  have  not  seene  in  my  pere- 
grination: 
Nothing  mislyketh  mee  in  this  countrey, 
But  that  I  heare  such  mutteryng  of  crueltie : 
Fame  reporteth  strange  thynges  of  Dionisios, 
But  kynges  matters  passyng  our  reaches  pertayne 

not  to  us. 
Carit,  Dionisius,  quoth  you  ?  since  the  woride 

began. 
In  Cicilia  never  raygned  so  cmell  a  man : 
A  despightfuU  tirant  to  all  men,  I  marvavle  I, 
That  none  makes  him  away,  and  that  todayoly. 
Dam.  My  friende,  the  goddes  forbyd  so  cruell 

a  thyage, 
That  any  man  should  lift  op  his  sworde  against 

thekynge: 
Or  seeke  other  meanes  by  death  him  to  prevent. 
Whom  to  rule  on  earth  the  mightie  goddes  have 

sent! 
But,  my  friende,  leave  off  this  talke  of  kynge 

Dionisius. 
Carit.  Why,  sir  ?  he  cannot  hear  us. 
Dam.  What  then?  An  neuis  iongoi  regUwt 

eue  manui  f 
It  it  no  safe  talkynge  of  them  tbatsti^e  afanneofi 
But  leavyn^  kynges  matters,  I  pray  yon  shew  m6 

thts  curtesie, 
To  describe  in  few  wordes  the  state  of  this  cidew 
A  travayler  I  am,  desirous  to  know 
The  state  of  echo  countrye,  wher  ever  I  go ; 
Not  to  the  hurt  oftmy  state,  but  to  get  experience 

therby: 
It  is  not  for  nought,  that  the  poet  doth  crye: 
Die  miki  muse  virum,  captm  poit  tempora  2>^'«^ 
Qui  mores  hominum  muUorum  vidit  et  urbet. 
In  whiche  verses,  as  some  writers  do  scan. 
The  poet  describeth  a  perfect  wise  man : 
Even  so,  I  beyng  a  sranger,  addicted  to  phylosophi^ 
To  see  the  state  of  countreyes  my  eelfe  I  applie.' 
Caris.  Sir,  I  lyke  this  entent ;  but  may  I  aske 

your  name  without  scome? 
Dam,  My  name  is  Damon,  well  kaowen  in  my 

countrey,  a  gentleman  borne. 
Carit.  You  do  wisely,  to  aerobe  the  state  of  eche 

ooontrie. 
To  beare  intelligence  therof,  whither  you  lust; 

he  is  a  spie. 
Sir,  I  pray  you,  have  pacience  a  while,  for  I  have 

to  do  here  by : 
View  this  weake  parte  of  diis  citie  as  yoo  standi 

and  I  very  quickly 


*•  J  $horUksrmtob»teurri§A'See  Ray's  Prouerit,  p.  166. 

^  Tke  9eaU  i»  ^ood— the  aeate  means  the  iitmatUm.    See,  in  Dr  Jobnseo's  Dlctiooary,  iostanoes  of  it^ 
faa  Raleigh,  Hayward,  Bacon,  and  B*  Jooson.    N. 
1^  Dwceo,  iP  ifflc6ea,  iays  : 

^  This  castle  hath  a  pleasant  sfoT,** 
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Wyll  retoorne  to  jroQ  ag&yne,fuid  then  wyll  I  show 
Hie  state  of  all  this  countrie,  and  of  the  courte 

also.  [Exit, 

Dam,  I  thanke  you  for  jour  courtesie.— This 

chaunceth  well  that  I 
Met  with  this  gentleman  so  happely, 
Whiche,  as  it  seemeth,  inisliketh  some  thynge. 
Els  he  would  not  talke  so  boldly  of  the  kynge, 
And  that  to  a  stranger.  But  hie  where  he  comes 

in  haste. 

Here  entreth  Carisophus  and  Snaf. 

Carii.  ^^  This  is  he  felow  Snap,  snap  him  up ; 

away  with  him. 
Snap,  Cood  felow,  thou  most  go  with  mee  to 

the  courte. 
Danu  To  the  court,  sir?  and  why  ? 
Carit.  Well,  we  wyll  dispute  that  before  the 

kyng;  away  with  nym  quickly. 
Dam.  Is  this  the  curtesie  yoo  promysed  mee, 

and  that  very  lately. 
Cari$,  Away  with  hym,  I  say. 
Dam,  Use  no  Tiolence,  I  wyll  go  with  you 

quietly.  [Exeunt  omnet. 

Here  entreth  Abistxppus. 

Arii,  Ah,  sira,  by*r  lady,  Aristippus  lykes  Dio- 

nisius'  court  very  well, 
Wbidiein  passyng  joyes,  and  pleasures  doth  excelk 
^here  he  oath  DaptUis  canaa  gemalis  Uctetct  auro 
JFulgentii  turgmani  zonam, 
I  have  plied  the  harvest,  and  stroke  when  tlie 

yroo  was  botte. 
When  I  spied  my  time,  I  was  not  squemish  to 

crave,  God  wotie.     * 
But  with  some  pleasant  toyes,^'  I  crept  into  the 

kinge*s  bosome, 
For  whiche  Dionisius  gave  me  Auri  talentum 

magnum^ 
A  large  rewarde  for  so  simple  services : 
What  then  ?  the  kitiee's  prayse  standeth  chiefly 

in  bountifulnesse : 
Which  tbynge,  though  1  told  the  kyng  veiy  plea^ 

santiy. 
Yet  can  I  proove  it  by  good  writers  of  great  an- 

tiquitie  i 
But  that  shall  not  iieede  at  this  time,  since  that 

I  have  aboondantly. 
When  I  lacke  heraftcr,  I  wyll  use  diis  poinct  of 

philosophic ; 
But  BOW,  whereas  I  have  felt  the  kynge's  lybe- 

ralytic^ 
As  princely  as  it  came,  I  wyll  spende  it  as  regallie : 
Money  is  currant,  men  say,  and  currant  comet  of 

Currendo : 
Then  wyll  1  make  money  runne,  as  his  nature 

requireth  I  trow. 


For  what  becomes  a  philosopher  best. 

But  to  despise  mone^  above  the  rest  i 

And  yet,  not  so  despise  it,  but  to  have  in  store. 

Enough  to  serve  liis  owne  toume,  and  somewlmt 

more. 
With  sondrie  sportes  and  tauntes,  yester  niglM  I 

delighted  the  kinge. 
That  with  his  lowde  laughter  the  whole  courte 

did  ring, 
And  I  thought  he  laugh t  not  merier  than  I,  wLeo 

I  got  this  money. 
But  mumbouget,  ^^  for  Carisophus  I  espie 
In  haste  to  come  bether :  I  must  haudle  Uie  knave 

finely. 
Oh,  Carisophus,  my  dearest  frcinde,  my  trustie 

companyon ! 
What  newes  with  you  ?  where  have  you  been  sa 

longe? 

Here  entreth  Carisophus. 

Carit,  My  best  beloved  friend,  AHstippus^  I 

am  come  at  last ; 
I  have  not  spent  all  my  time  in  wast ; 
I  have  got  a  pray,  and  that  a  ^ood  one  I  trow. 
Arii,  What  pray  is  that  ?  fame  would  1  knoww 
Carts,  Such  a  crafty  spie  I  have  caught,  I  dare 

say. 
As  never  was  in  Cicilia  before  this  day ; 
Suche  a  one  as  viewed  every  weake  place  in  the- 

pitie, 
Surrewed  the  haven,  and  each  bulwarke,  in  talke 

very  wittie ; 
And  yet  by  some  wordes  himselfe  he  dyd  bewr^* 
Arit,  1  thinke  so  in  good  faith,  as  you  did  baa-n 

die  him. 
^Car'u,  I  handled  him  darkly,  I  joyned  in  talke 

with  him  courteously ; 
But  when  wee  were  entred,  1  let  him  speake  his. 

wyll,  and  I 
Suckt  out  thus  much  of  his  wordes,  that  I  made 

him  say  playnely, 
He  was  come  bether  to  know  the  state  of  the  citie.. 
And  not  onely  this,  but  that  he  would  understande 
The  state  of  Dioniaus'  courte,  and  of  the  whole 

land; 
Whidi  wordes  when  I  heard,  I  desired  him  tOi 

staye^ 
Till  I  had  done  a  little  businesse  of  the  way. 
Promising  him  to  retume  agayne  quickly ;  and  ta 

did  oonvaye 
Myself  to  the  courte  for  Snap  the  tipstaflSe,  whicb 

came  and  upsnatched  him. 
Brought  him  to  the  court,  and  in  the  porter'a 

lodge  dispatched  him ; 
After  I  ran  to  Dionisius,  as  fast  as  I  could. 
And  bewrayed  this  matter  to  him,  which  I  ha? o 

yjU  toldes 


^  ThiiU  Ae,  &c.— This  U  the,  &c.  «d  edit.  3'  Toycf— tyoe,  1st  edit. 

'^  Mumbmtgtt—B,  cant  term  for  be  silent  %  nmim  and  Mtgtt  are  the  wo<49  made  use  ef  by  Steader  i 
Ana  Page,  in  Tht  Merry  Wiw  mf  Windtar. 
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Whidi  tliii%e  when  1i<e  heard,  beioge  very  raerj 

before^ 
Hesoddainly  fell  in  durap^  and  fomyng  like  a  bore, 
At  last,  he  swore  in  great  rage,  that  he  should  die 
By  the  sworde,  or  Ihe  wbeele,  and  that  very  shortly. 
I  am  too  shamefast  for  my  travoll  and  toyle, 
I  crave  notbioge  of  Diooisius,  but  onely  his  spoyle : 
Litle  bath  he  about  him,  but  a  few  mbtheaten 

crownes  of  golde, 
Cba  poncht  them  up  all  readier  they  are  sure  in 

hold; 
And  now  I  goe  into  the  citie,  to  say  sooth, 
To  see  what  he  hath  at  hb  lodg^e,  to  make  vp 

my  month. 
Jrist.  My  Carisophm,  yon  have  don  good  ser- 
vice ;  bat  what  the  spie's  name  f 
Cam.  He  is  called  Damon,  borne  in  Greece, 

from  whence  latly  he  came. 
AriL  By  mv  tronth,  I  will  soe  see  him,  and 

^eak  with  him  too  iti  may. 
Com.  Doo  so^  I  priiy  you ;  bot  yet  b;  the  way, 
As  occasion  serveth,  commende  my  service  to  the 

kinge. 
Adst.  lyictum  iapienti  sat  est :  friend  Cariso- 

phus,  shal  I  forget  that  thinge  ? 
No,  I  warrant  jrou,  though  I  say  little  to  your  face, 
I  wyll  by  on  with  my  mouth  for  you  to  Dionisius, 

when  I  am  in  place. 
If  I  speake  one  worde  for  such  a  knave,  hang 

flMe.  [£rt^ 

Corti.  Our  fine  philosopher,  our  trimme  learned 

elfe. 
Is  gone  to  see  as  false  a  spie  as  himselfe : 
DaiBon  smatters  as  well  as  he,  of  craftie  philo- 

sophie. 
And  can  tonme  cat  in  the  panne  ^^  very  pretily : 
Bat  Carisophns  hath  geven  him  such  a  mightie 

onecke. 
As  I  thinke  to  the  ende  will  breake  his  necke : 
What  care  I  for  that  ?  why  would  ^  he  then  prie, 
And  Icame  the  secret  estate  of  our  countrey  and 

citie? 
fie  16  but  aatniBger,  by  his  fail  let  others  be  wis^ 
I  care  not  who  fall,  so  that  I  may  ryse : 
As  for  fine  Arisdppus^  I  wyll  keepe.  in  with  hym, 


He  is  a  shrewde  foole  to  deale  withall,  be  cm 

S'.vyra : 
And  yet  by  my  tronth,  ^'to^pei^  my  conscience 

plajrnel^, 
I  wyll  use  hfs  fnendship  to  myne  owne  oommo- 

dytte: 
While  Dionisius  favonreth  him,  Aristippus  shal 

be  mine; 
Bat  if  the  kyng  once  frowne  on  him,  then  good 

night,  Toroaline : 
He  shal  be  as  straunge,  as  thoughe  I  never  saw 

hym  before. 
Bat  I  tarie  too  longc,  I  wyll  prate  no  more  t 
Jacke,  come  awaye. 
Jacke,  At  hande,  syr. 
Caris.  At  Damon's  lodmg  if  that  von  see 
Any  sturre  to  arise,  be  styfl  at  hande  by  mee  r 
Rather  then  I  wyll  lose  the  spoyle,  I  wyll  blad# 

it  out  [Exeunt. 

Here  entretk  PithiaS  and  Stepdaho. 

Piih.  What  straunge  newes  are  these,  all,  mj 
Stephano? 
Is  my  Damon  in  pfysbn,  as  the  voyce  doth  go  ? 
Steph*  It  is  true,  oh  cruell  happe !  he  is  ukea 
for  a  spie. 
And  as  they  say,  by  Dionisius'  onn  mouth  coe- 
dempned  to  die. 
Pith.  To  die  ?  aUs !  for  what  cause  ? 
Steph,  A  sicopbant  falsely  accused  hym;  otlier 
cause  there  is  none : 
But,  oh  Jupiter,  of  all  wronges  the  revenger, 
Seest  thou  this  uojustice,  and  wilt  thou  stay  any 

longer 
From  heaven  to  sende  downe  thy  bot  oonsumyng 

fire, 
To  destroy  the  workers  of  wronge,  whiche  pro- 
voke thy  just  ire  ?  ^ 
Alas !  maister  Pithias,  what  shall  we  do? 
Being  in  a  strange  countrey,  voyde  of  friendes^ 

and  acquaintance  too. 
Ah,  poor  Stephano,  hast  thou  lived  to  see  tins  dayef 
To  see  thy  true  maister  unjustly  made  away  ? 
Fith.  Stephano,  seeyog  the  matter  is  come  to 
this  extreroytie, 


'  ^  2fWnie  eaiin  tk9  pome  n  proverbial  ezprttsion,  of  which  it  is  diffictoU  to  gf ve  a  satbfkctory  ez<« 
planation,  tboag h  the  meaning  of  it  is  sofficienUy  obvious.  A  gentleman,  who  formerly  wrote  in  The  Gen" 
IImmn**  Magmine  under  a  feigned  name,  supposes  the  word  cat  should  be  changed  to  cote ;  **  An  old  word 
for  a  eakCf  or  other  aumalettef  which  being  usuallv/ri^f,  and  consequently  turned  in  the  pan,  does  therefore 
very  aptly  express  the  changing  of  sides  in  politics  or  religion,  or,  as  we  otherwise  say,  the  turning  one*9 
tt9t/*-^Qent,  Mag.  1754,  p.  66.  Another  writer,  however,  gives  the  following  explanation  of  it ;  *^  Ca- 
^Hprni^Xo  (nm  empany  from  a  people  called  Catipmi^  In  CaUSria  and  JpuUa^  who  got  an  ill  name  by  rear 
son  of  their  vfoMj  ;  very  falsely  by  us  called  Cnt  im  pan^*'^lh\6.  p.  i12. 
'  •  H  fFotUtf-^hoold,  Sa  edit. 

''  —  to  wpenke  nuf  comeiente  ptayne^^ 

J  wyll  use  htsjriendshtp  to  myne  ««ne  COifilnodytie— c9mmodl/y  Is  interest.    So^  in  the  Ibrmer  pai^ 
eftklsplay,  p.76. 

*'  They  would  honour  friendship,  and  not  for  commodities*' 

KimgJoknfK.t.S.2t 

CVmmodt'/y,  the  bias  of  the  world. 
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Lat  Of  mdbe  y«rtiie  oag  fnend,  of 

syde  I 

Bmine  thou  to  the  court,  and  uoderstand  leeretly 
As  muche  as  thou  caast  of  Damon's  cause,  and  I 
Will  make  tome  meanes  to  entreat  Aristippus : 
He  can  do  much,  as  I  heare,  with  king  Dionisins. 
Steph.  I  am  gone,  sir — ah,  I  would  to  God  mj 

travayle  and  payne 
llyght  restore  my  mayster  to  his  lybertie  agayna ! ' 

[Exit. 

Fith.  Ah  wofdl  Pithias !  sithe  now  I  am  alone. 

What  way  shall  I  first  beginne  to  make  my  mone? 

What  wordes  shall  I  finde  apt  for  my  complaynte  ? 

Damon,  my  friend,  my  joy,  my  life,  is  in  peril,  of 

force  I  must  now  fajnt 
But,  oh  musicke,  as  in  joyfull  tunea  thy  mery 

notes  I  did  borrow, 
So  now  lend  meo  thy  yenifull  tunes,  to  utter  my 

sorrow. 

IBLert  Pithias  iinga^'and  the  regaliet  ^  pltn/. 

Awake,  yee  wqfuU  mghieSf 

That  longe  have  wept  in  woe : 
Hesigne  to  meeyour  plaintes  and  teares, 

My  hftpleue  hap  to  tha. 
My  wo  no  tongue  can  telly 
If e  pen  can  well  de$crie : 
O  what  a  death  i$  this  to  heare  / 
Danum,  tnyfriende,  must  die. 

The  lo$se  of  worldly  wealthy 

Mannes  wiedame  may  rettore^ 
And  phiticke  hath  provided  too 

A  salve  for  every  sore  ; 
Bui  n^  true/rende  once  losty 
No  arte  can  well  supplie : 

Thenf  what  a  death  is  this  to  heare  ! 
D^tnon,  my  friend,  must  die. 

My  mouth  refuse  thefoode^ 

That  should  my  limrnee  sustaine  ; 
Let  sorow  sinke  tnto  my  brest^ 
And  ransacke  every  veyne  : 
You  Juries  all  at  once 
On  me  your  tormentes  trie : 

Why  should  I  live,  since  that  '^  I  heare 
Damon,  myfriende,  must  ^*  die  I 

Qtipe  me,  you  gredy  grerfs, 
And  present  pangues  of  death, 


You  tyeters  threef  wUh  eruell  handet^ 

With  speede  come  ^'  stop  my  breath : 
Shrine  me  in  clay  aUve, 

Some  good  man  stop  mine  eye : 
O  death  com  now,  seeing  I  keara 
Damon,  my  friend,  must  die. 

He  speaketh  this  after  the  Songe. 

In  vaine  I  call  for  death,  which  heareth  not  my 

complaint : 
But  what  wisdome  is  this,  in  such  extremytie  ta 

faint? 
Multumjuvat  in  re  mala  animus  bonus. 
I  wyll  to  the  courte  myselfe,  to  make  friendes^ 

and  that  presently 
I  wyll  never  forsake  my  friend  in  time  of  miscrie— 
But  do  I  see  Stephano  amazed  hether  to  ronne  ? 

Here  entreth  Stephano. 

Steph,  O  Pithias,  Pithias,  we  are  all  undone  ! 
Mine  owne  eares  have  suck  Al  in  mine  owne  sorrow ; 
I  heard  Dionisius  sweare,  that  DaaH>n  should  die 

to-morrow. 
Pith.  How  camest  thou  so  neare  the  pretence 

.  of  the  kynge, 
That  thou  mightest  heare  DionitiiM  tpeake  tbta 

thynge  ? 
Steph.  By  ^iendship  I  gate  into  the  courte^ 

where,  in  great  audience, 
I  heard  Dionisius  with  his  owne  month  geve  thit 

eruell  sentence. 
By  these  expresse  wordes :  that  Damon  the  Greeke^ 

that  craftie  spie. 
Without  farther  judgement,  tonnorrow  should  die : 
Beleeve  mee,  Pithias,  with  these  eaict  I  heard  it 

myselfe. 
Pith.  Then  how  neare  it  my  death  ako  ?  ah^ 

wo  is  mee  I 
Ah^  my  Damon,  another  myselfe ;  thall  I  foreg» 

thee? 
Steph.  Syr,  there  it  bo  tfw  of  iamentyng  now^ 

it  hehoveth  us 
To  make  meanes  to  them  which  ean  doo  nack 

with  Dionisius, 
That  be  he  not  made  awi^p,  ere  hit  eante  b* 

fully  heard ;  for  we  see, 
By  ei7U  reporte,  thynges  be  made  to  prince*  farrv 

worse  then  they  bee. 
But  lo,  yonder  commech  Aristippus,  is  great  (%• 

▼our  with  kyng  Dienisiui^ 


'^  i^^olfef^regale  sorta  di  stnmento  simile  all*  oifano,  laamlnore.  AUieri  J>i%imiu  ItaL  ed«  Ji^ 
Lord  Bacon  dlstiDgnisbes  between  the  regal  and  the  oipm  in  a  manner  which  shews  them  to  "he  Instnt* 
meats  of  the  same  class.  '<  The  sounds  that  produce  tones  are  ever  from  such  bodies  as  ba?e  their  par£a 
and  pores  e^ual,  as  are  nightingale  pipes  of  regalt  or  organs.*"— 2Va/.  Hist.  Cent.  8.  Sect.  108.  Bat,  not* 
withstanding  these  authorities,  the  appellatiYC  regal  has  giTen  great  trooble  to  the  lexicographer,  whoser 
sentiments  with  regard  to  its  signification  are  collected  and  brought  into  one  point  of  view  by  Sir  Joh» 
Hawkins,  ia  his  Ui$t9ry  0/  Mimsiek,  V ot  1 1,  p.  448.  from  whence  thb  note  is  extracted.  See  also  a  note^ 
by  the  Hon.  Daines  Barrington,  to  Hamlet,  A.  S.  S.  %.  in  the  editioa  of  Shakspeare  1773,  omitted  in  that 
•f  1778. 

37  Since  fAol-seel^i  8d  edit.  38  MMst^-shifMt  ist  ediC  ^  Come^^ww,  1st  edit. 
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t  J^gfm  to  iptalM  a  000(1  worde  to  the  kjTDge 
for  us : 

Aad  ta  the  tncane  seiaoo,  I  wjU  to  your  lodfi^ng, 
to  see  all  thynges  safe  (here.        [ExiL 
JPUk.  To  that  I  agree ;  hut  let  ut  slip  aside^  his 
talke  toh^ure. 

Here  entreth  AaiSTirpus. 

Arii.  Here  is  a  sodajae  channge  indeed^  a 

straoge  metainorphotisy 
IhiscoBrte  is  cleane.  altered^  who  woaki  haipe 

though^this? 
Dionisias  of  iate  so  pleasAMl  and  merj^ 
la  qaite  changed  now  ioto  soche  melancholjr. 
That  DoChiagcaB  i^easeh^;  he  walketh  up  and 

dowae, 
Fvetttng  and  chafjnj^  on  ererie  man  he  doth 

frowne: 
In  so  much,  that  whea  I  in  pleasant  wordes  hegan 

to  play. 
So  sternly  he  frowned  on  mee,  and  knit  me  up  so 

short, 
I  perceyvo  it  is  no  safe  playing  with  lyons,  but 

when  it  please  tliem; 
If  yoo  claw  where  it  itch  not^  you  shall  disease 

them^ 
Aad  to  perhaps  get  a  dap :  myne  owne  proofis 

taught  mee  this, 
That  It  is  very  good  to  be  mery  and  wise : 
The  ouely  cause  of  this  hurly-burly  is  Carisophus, 

that  wicked  man, 
Whidi  lately  tooke  Damon  for  a  spie,  a  poore 

gentleman  { 
And  hath  incenced  the  kynge  against  him  so  de- 
.  sin^itfaUy^ 

That  Diomsius  bath  judged  him  to-roorow  to  die. 
I  have  talkt  with  Damon,  whom  tlwugh  in  words 

I  found  very  wittie, 
Vet  was  he  more  corious  than  wise,  in  viewyug 

this  citie  i 
But  truly,  for  aught  I  can  leame,  tl^arjc  is  no  cause 

why. 
$Q  sodenly  and  cruelly  he  should  he  coodempaed 

to  die: 
How  so  ever  it  be,  tNs  is  the  short  and  Jonge, 
I  dare  not  gainsay  the  kynge,  he  it  right  or  wrong  < 
I  am  sory,  and  tliat  is  all  1  may  or  can  doo  in  this 


Nought  avayleth  perswasioa,  where  frowarde  opi- 
nion, taketh  place* 
Pith.  Sir,  if  humble  sutesyou  woulcf  iiotdispise, 
Then  bow  on  ^  mec  your  pitifull  eyes : 
My  name  is  Pithias,  in  Greece  well  knownc, 
A  perfect  frieixl  to  that  wofuU  Damon, 
Whiche  now  a  poore  ca'ptire  in  this  courte  doth  lie, 
By  die  Idoget  owne  mouth,  as  1  here,  condemned 
to  die: 


Far  whom  I  crave  ywir  mastership's  gaodnesse. 
To  stand  his  friende  in  this  his  great  distresse  : 
Nought  hath  ho  done  worthy  of  death,  but  very 

fondly, 
Being  a  straunger^  he  rewed  this  citie. 
For  no  evill  practises,  but  to  feede  his  eyes. 
But  seing  Dionisius  is  informed  otherwise, 
My  sute  is  to  you,  when  you  see  time  and  placc^ 
To  asswage  the  kinges  anger,  and  to  purchase 

his  grace; 
fa  which  doo?  n|^  you  shall  not  doo  good  to  one 

onely. 
But  you  shall  further  too,  and  that  fully. 
Arit.  Mt  friend,  in  this  4ase  I  can  dod  yoa  no 

pleasure. 
Pitk  Syr,  you  senre  in  the  court,  as  faoiedoth 

tell. 
Arts,  I  am  of  the  court  indeed,  but  ne«M  of 

the  coansell. 
PUfu  As  1  heare,  none  is  in  Rreater  faroor 

with  the  kin^  then  you  at  this  day. 
ArU.  The  more  in  favour  the  lesse  I  dare  say. 
Pitk  It  is  a  courtiei^s  prayse  to  helpe  stram- 

gers  in  miserie. 
Ariu  To  helpe  an  other,  and  hurte  myselfe,  it 

is  an  evyll  point  of  courtesie. 
PUk  You  shall  not  hurt  yourselfe  to  speake 

.for  the  innocent. 
Arit,  lie  is  not  innocent,  whom  the  kings  jodgeth 

nooent. 
Piih.  Why,  sir,  doo  you  thinkctbis  matter  paste 

all  remedied 
Arii,  So  farr  past,  that  Dionisius  Iwth  swom^ 

Damon  to-morow  shall  die.   . 
PUk,  This  word  my  tremUiug  heart  cuttetk  n 
two: 
Ah,  sir,  in  this  wofuH  case  what  ^t'ist  I  best  to  do-^  ? 
Arii.  Best  to  xumteot  yourselfe,  when  there  is 
no  remedie, 
lie  is  well  relived  that  forknoweth  his  miseries 
Yet  if  any  comfort  l>e,  it  resteth  in  Eubulus, 
l*he  chiefest  ayun^Uour  about  kin^e  Dionisius : 
Which  pittieth  Damon's  case  in  thw  great  extre- 

*      mi  lie, 
Perswadyng  the  kynge  from  all  kynde  of  cruekie. 
PUh,  The  mightie  gods  preserve  you,  for  this 
worde  of  comforte  t 
Takyng  my  leave  of  your  goodnesse,  I  will  now  re- 

sorte 
To  Euhulus,  that  good  counseller : 
But  harke,  metliinke  I  heare  a  trompet  blow. 
Aris,  The  kyng  is  at  hande,  stande  dose  in  the 
prcase,**  beware,  if  he  know 
You  are  friend  to  Damon,  he  wyll  take  yoo  for  a 

spie  also : 
Farewel,  I  dare  not  ho  scene  with  you. 
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Here  enireth  Kynf^  DroNisius,  Eubvlus  the 
Counuilor,  and  Gaoniro  the  Hangman, 

Dion.  Grronno,  doo  my  comroaaodf  ment,  strike 
of  Damon's  iroos  by  and  hj. 
Then  bryng  hym  foorth,  I  myselfe  will  see  him 
executed  presently. 
Oron.  O  mi|htie  king,  your  oommaandemeDt 

Wyll  I  doo  speedely. 
Diom  Eubulus,  thou  hast  talked  in  vaine,  for 
sure  be  sliall  die. 
Shall  I  su^r  my  lyfe  to  stand  in  peryll  of  e?erie 
spie  ? 
Ettb»  That  he  conspired  against  your  person^ 
his  accuser  cannot  say. 
He  only  viewed  3[0ur  citie,  auti  wyll  you  for  that 
make  him  away  ? 
Dion,  What  he  would  have  done,  tlie  gesse  is 
great,  he  minded  mee  to  hurt, 
That  came  so  biyly,  to  sercb  out  the  secret  estate 

of  my  courte : 
Shall  I  btyll  lye  in  feure?  no,  no;  I  wyll  cut  off 

such  impes  betiroe, 

Least  thul  to  my  farther  dauiiger  too  hie  they  clime. 

Eub,  Yd  have*  tlie  mighiie  goddcs  iminortall 

fame  assigned 

To  all  worldly  princes  whichc  in  mercie  be  inclined. 

Dion,  Let  fame  taike  what  she  lyst,  so  I  may 

lyve  in  safetie. 
Euh.  Xlic  oneiy  meaiie  to  that,  is,  to  use  mercie. 
'  Dion,  A  milde  prince  the  people  df.spiseth. 
^ub,  A  cruell  kinge  the  people  Iwteth. 
Dion,  Let  them  hate  me,  so  they  feare  mee. 
Eub,  That  is  not  tlie  way  to  lyve  in  safetie. 
Dion,  My  swurd  and  power  shall  purciiase  my 

quietnesse. 
Eub,  That  is  sooner. pnxftjred  by  mercy  and 

^entlenesse. 
Dion,  Dioni&ius  ought  to  be  feared. 
Eub,  Better  for  him  to  be  wel  beloved. 
Dion,  Fortune  maketh  all  thiuges  subject  to 

my  power. 
Eub,  Bcleeve  her  not,  she  is  a  light  goddesse, 

she  can  lau^h  aiKl  lowre. 
Diqn,  A  kioges  prayse  sfandetb  in  the  reven- 
ging of  his  enemie. 
Eub,  A  greater  prayse  to  winne  him  by  cle- 

niencie. 
Dion,  To  suffer  the  wicked  to  live,  it  is  no  mercie. 
Eub,  To  kill  the  innocent,  it  is  great  crueltie. 
Dion,  Is  Damon  innocoiit,  which  so  craftely 
underminded  Corisophus, 
To  understand  what  he  could  of  kinge  Dionisius? 
Which  survewed  the  haven,  and  echo  bulwarcke 

in  the  citie. 
Where  battrie  might  be  layde,  what  way  best  to 

approclie?  shall  I 
Suflfer  such  u  one.  to  live  that  worketh  mee  such 
fjispite  ? 


Ko,  he  shall  die;  then  I  am  nfe,  a  dead  doggt 

cannot  bite. 
Eub,  But  yet,  O  nugbtte  king,  my  datie  btndelli 

mee 
To  geve  such  counsell,  as  with  your  booottr  may 

•  best  agree : 
The  strongest  pillers  of  princely  digmde, 
I  finde  is^  justice  witii  mercy  and  pradent  li- 

beralitie: 
The  one  judgeth  all  tbinges  by  upright  equitie ; 
The  other  rewardeth  the  worthy,  flying  echo  ex- 

tremitie. 
As  to  spare  those  which  ofiend  malioiously, 
It  may  bo  called  no  justice,  but  extreame  iiijarie : 
So  upon  suspicion  m  eche  tfainge  not  well  proved, 
To  put  to  death  preseotly  whom  envious  flattery 

accased, 
It  aeemeth  of  tiranny ;  and  upon  what  fickla 

ground  al  tirants  doo  stand, 
Athenfss  and  Lacedemon  can  teacbe  yoa,  if  it  be 

tightly  tcande. 
And  not  only  thes^  citeien%  but  who  curiously 

seekes 
The  whole  histories  of  all  the  vrorld,  not  ooljr  of 

Romaiue*  and  Greekes, 
Shall  well  perceyve  of  all  tiranntes  the  minoas  fall. 
Their  sute  uncertaine,  beloved  of  none^  but  h»- 

ted  of  all. 
Of  merciful!  princes,  to  sete  oot  their  pestyng 

felycitie, 
I  ncede  not,  jmough  of  that  even  these  dayes  do 

testifie; 
They  live  devoid  of  feare,  their  slcapes  are  sound, 

they  dreed  no  enemie, 
They  ore  feared  and  loved :  and  why  ?  they  rule 

with  justice  and  mercie, 
EKtendyng  justice  to  such  as  wickedly  from  jus^ 

tice  have  swerved, 
Mercie  unto  those  where  opinion  simplenesse  fasve 

mercie  deserved. 
Of  lybertie  nought  I  say,  but  only  this  thyngc^ 
Lybertie  opholdeth  the  state  of  a  kynge ; 
Whose  large  bountifuhieise  ought  to  fall  to  thii 

issue, 
To  rewarde  none  but  sadi  as  deserve  it  for  vertae. 
Whiche  mercifull  justice  if  you  would  folow,  and 

provident  liberalyde. 
Neither  the  caterpillers  of  all  courtesy  et  fruget 

caiiiumere  natif 
Parasites  with  wealth  puft  up,  should  not  looke  so 

hie; 
Nor  yet,  for  this  simple  fact,  poore  Damon  sboulde 

die. 
Dion,  With  payne  mine  eares  have  beard  this 

vayne  talke  of  mercie ; 
I  tell  thee,  feare  and  terrour  defendeth  kyngee 

onely ; 
Tyll  he  be  gone  whomc  I  suspect,  how  shall  I  ly vf 

quietlye. 
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vie  with  diilliiK;  horror  fils  nij  hreast 

day  and  night  ▼ioiently  ? 
My  dbeadful  dreames  of  him  bereres  mj  rest; 

on  bed  I  lie 
Bbikjfn;^  and  treynbiing,  as  one  ready  to  jelde  his 

throate  to  Damon's  sword : 
Tte  qoakjng  dread,  nothyng  but  Damon's  bloud 

can  stay, 
Better  be  die  then  I  to  be  tormented  with  feare 

He  thai!  die,  though  Eubnlos  consent  not  thereto. 
It  k  lawfoU  for  k&ges,  as  they  list,  ail  tbyoges  to 
doo. 

Eere  G&onsto  Irikgeth  in  1)amok,  and  PitBias 
meeietk  him  hy  the  zovy, 
PUk.  Oh»  my  Damon  { 
Dtcm.  Ob,  my  Pithias^  keying  death  most  parte 

OS,  farewel  for  even 
PUK  Oh,  Dataon>  ob,  my  sweete  friende ! 
Snap,  Away  from  tbe  prysoncr,  what  a  prease 

have  we  here? 
Xij^m.   As  yoa  commanded,  O  mighty  kinge, 

we  tave  brought  Damon. 
I>»m.  Tlien  |o  to,  make  ready,  I  will  not  stirre 
out  of  this  place, 
Till  I  see  his  head  stroken  off  before  my  face.    ' 
Ctbm,  It  shall  be  done,  sir ;  because  your  eyes 
baTe  made  such  a  doo, 
I  iryl  knock  down  this  your  lantern,  and  shot  up 
your  shop^window  too.  • 
Dmm*  O,  mightie  king,  whereas  no  tmetb  my 
innocent  lyfe  can  save. 
But  diat  so  greedily  yon  thirst  ^'  my  giltlesse 

bknid  to  hare, 
Albeit,  eren  in  thought,  I  had  not  ^  ought  against 

your  person : 
Yet  now  I  plead  not  for  lyfe,  ne  wyll  I  crave 

y«ur  pardon ; 
But  seyng  in  Greece,  my  countrey,  where  well  I 

am  koowne, 
1  have  worldly  thinges  fit  for  mine  aliance,  when 

I  am  gone. 
To  dispose  them  or  I  die,  if  I  mi^i  obtaine  leasure, 
1  wooid  account  it,  O  kyng,  for  a  passyng  great 

pleasure: 
Not  to  prolooge  my  lyfe  tfaerby,  for  which  I  reken 

not  this, 
Bat  to  set  ray  thynges  in  a  stay,  and  surely  I  wyll 
notmisse^ 


Upon  the  faith  which  all  gentylmen  ought  to  em- 
brace. 
To  retome  agayne  at  your  time  to  appoynte,  to 

yeeld  my  body  here  in  this  place.     «s^ 
Graunt  me,  O  kinge,  such  time  to  dispatch  this 

injurie, 
And  I  wylt  not  fayle  wlien  you  appoint,  even 

here  my  lyfe  to  pay.  ** 
Dioii.  A  pleasant  request !  os  though  I  could 

trust  biro  absent, 
Whom  in  no  wise  I  cannot  trust  beinge  present ; 
And  yet  though  I  sware  the  contrarie,  doo  that  I 

require, 
Geve  mee  a  pledge  for  thy  returne,  and  have 

thine  own  desire. 
He  is  as  nere  now  as  he  was  before. 

Dam.  There  is  no  surer  nor  gi-eater  pledge 

then  the  faith  of  a  gentleman. 
Dum,  It  was  wont  to  be,  but  otherwise  now 

the  world  doth  stande ; 
Therefore  doo  as  I  say,  els  presently  yeeld  thy 

necke  to  the  swoni. 
If  I  miglit  with  my  honour,  I  would  recall  my 

worde. 
PUh,  Stand  to  your  worde,  O  kinge,  fdr  kiogw 

ought  nothing  say,    . 
But  that  they  would  performe  in  perfect  deeds 

alway. 
A  pledge  you  did  require  when  Damon  his  sute 

did  meeve. 
For  whid)  with  heart  and  stretched  handes  most 

bumble  thankes  I  geve : 
And  that  you  may  not  say  but  Damon  hath  a  frinde. 
That  loves  him  better  then  his  owne  life,  and  will 

doo  to  his  ende. 
Take  mee,  O  mightie  king,  my  lyfe  I  pawne  ♦* 

for  his. 
Strike  off  my  head,  if  Damon  hap  at  his  day  for 

to  misse. 
Dion.  What  art  thou  that  chargest  mje  with  mj 

worde  so  boldly  here? 
Pith,  I  am  Pithias,  a  ureeke  born,  which  holde 

Damon  my  friend  fuU  deare. 
Dion,  To  dere  perhaps  to  hazard  thy  life  for 

him :  what  fondness  ^^  mnveth  thee  }  > 
Pith,  No  fondnesse  nt  all,  but  perfect  amitie. ' 
Dion.  A  mad  kinde  of  amitie !  advise  thyself 

well ;  if  Damon  faylc  at  his  day,1 
Which  sbal  be  justly  appointed,  wilt  thon  cUe  for 

him,  to  mee  his  lyfe  to  pay  i 


^  7%/f»f-4hfwt,  1st  edit. 

^  Evm  fm  tkwtght,  J  had  nof— even  for  thought,  for  I  had  not ;  hoth  editions,    Tbe  aUemtlOBNbj 
MrDMisley. 
«'  i'tfyyeclde  fpeedily,  9d  edit.  ^^  /|MnDR0^to  pawne,  2d  edit. 

*^  FoMdmas — folly.    Thus  Spenser,  la  hb  sonnets : 

•*  Fondneu  It  were  for  any,  being  free. 
To  covet  fcUeri,  though  they  golden  be." 
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Piih.  Most  wyllingly,  O  mightie  kyng ;  if  Da- 
mon fuyle  lee  Pithias  die. 
Dion,  lliou  seeniest  to  tnist  his  wordes,  that 

pnvrnest  thy  Ijfe  so  franckly. 
Pith,  what  DamoD  saith,  Pithos  beleveth  as> 

fiuredly. 
Diam,  Take  heede,  for  life  worldly  men  breake 

promise  in  many  thinges. 
Pit&.XThough  worldly  men  doo  so,  it  never 

happes  amongst  friendes. 
Dion.  What  callest  thou  friendes,  are  they  not 

men  ?  is  not  this  true? 
Pith,  Men  they  be,  but  such  men  as  love  one 

another  onely  for  vertue. 
Dion,  For  vrhat  vertoe  doste  thoo  love  this 

spie,  this  Damoo  ? 
Piih,  For  that  vertue  which  yet  to  you  is  un- 

knowne. 
Dion,  Eubulus,  what  shall  I  doo?  I  would  dis- 
patch tliis  Damon  fayne. 
But  this  foolish  felow  so  chargeth  mee,  that  I 
may  not  call  back  my  worde  againe. 
Eub.  The  reverent  majestie  of  a  king  stands 
chiellie  in  keeping  Iris  promise. 
What  you  have  sayde  this  whole  courte  beareth 

witnessr. 
Save  your  honour  whatsoever  you  doo. 

Dion,  For  saveing  mine  honour,  I  must  for- 
beare  my  wyll.    Go  to, 
Fithias,  seeing  thou  tookest  me  at  my  word,  take 

Damon  to  thee, 
For  two  monthes  he  is  tfajue,  unbinde  him,  I  set 

him  free ; 
Whtdi  time  once  expired,  yf  he  appeare  not  the 

next  day  by  noooe, 
Without  further  delay  thou  shalt  lose  thy  lyfe, 

and  that  full  soone. 
Whether  he  die  by  the  way,  or  lie  sick  in  his  bedd, 
If  he  retqurne  not  then,  thou  shalt  either  hange 
or  lose  thy  head. 
Pith,  For  this,  O  mightie  kinge,  I  ycld  immor- 

tall  thankes.    O  joyfull  day  ! 
Dion,  Grunno,  take  him  to  thee,  und  him,  see 
him  kept  in  safetie. 
If  he  escape,  assure  thyselfe  for  him  thou  shalt  die. 
Eubulus,  let  us  departe,  to  taike  of  this  straunge 
t  hinge  within. 
Euh.  I  folowc.  [Exeunt, 

Grom,  Damon,  thou  servest  the  gods  well  to- 
day, be  thou  of  comfort. 
As  for  you,  sir,  I  tlunke  you  will  bo  hanged  in 

sporte, 
You  heard  what  the  kinge  sayde  ?  I  must  kepe 

you  safely  r 
By  cocke,  so  I  wyll,  you  shall  rather  hange  then  I. 
Come  on  your  way. 

Pith,  My  Damon,  farewel ;  the  gods  have  thee 

ill  kepcing. 
Dam,  Oh,   my  Pithias,  my  pledge,  farewel; 
I  parte  from  thee  weeping. 
But  joyfull  at  my  day  appoyntcd  I  wyll  retoume 
agayne, 


When  I  wyll  deliver  thee  from  aH  troaUe  nai 

paiue. 
Stephano  wyll  I  leave  behinde  mee  to  wayte  upoa 

tliee  in  prison  alone, 
And  I,  whom  fortune  hath  resented  to  tbU  wi* 

serie,  wyll  wdke  home. 
Ah,  my  Pithias^  my  pledge,  my  life,  my  hmndt, 
farewel. 
Pith,  Farewel,  my  Damon. 
Dam,  Loth  I  am  to  departey  sith  sobbes  my 
trembling  tounge  doth  stay ; 
Oh,  muncke,  sound  my  dolefull  pbyntet  when  I 
am  gone  my  way.  [beit  Damon* 

Gron,  I  am  c^lad  he  is  gone,  I  bad  almoet  wept 
to.    Come,  Pithias, 
So  God  help  mo,  I  am  sonr  for  thy  fodish' case. 
Wilt  thou  venter  thy  life  for  a  man  so  fondly  ? 
pith.  It  is  no  venter;  my  fnende  is  just,  for 

whom  I  desire  to  die. 
Gron,  Here  is  a  mad  man !  I  tell  thee,  I  have 
a  wyfe  whom  I  love  well. 
And  if  iche  would  die  for  her,  ehould  iche  weare 

in  hell. 
Wylt  thou  doo  more  for  a  man  then  I  woulde  for 
a  woman  ? 
Pith,  Yea,  that  I  wyll. 

Gron,  Then  come  on  your  wayes,  you  must  to 
prison  haste, 
r  feare  you  wyll  repent  this  folly  at  laste. 
Pith,  That  shalt  thou  never  see ;  but  oh,  mu* 
sick,  as  my  Damon  requested  thee, 
Sounde  out  thy  dolefull  tunes  in  (his  time  of  ca- 
lamitie.  [Exeunt, 

Here  the  Regalles  pUy  a  mourning  songe,  and 
Damon  commeth  in,  in  mariners*  apparel,  and 
Stephano  zoith  him. 

Dam,  Weepe  no  more,  Stephano,  this  is  but 

destmic ; 
Had  not  this  hapt,  yet  I  know  I  am  borne  to  die. 
Where,  or  in  what  place,  the  gods  know  alone, 
To  whose  judgment  myselfe  I  commit ;  therefore 

leave  of  thy  mone. 
And  wayte  upon  Pithias  in  pryson  till  I  retoume 

aghyne, 
In  whom  my  joy,  my  care,  and  lyfe,  doth  only  re- 

mayne. 
Steph,  O,  my  deare  master,  let  me  go  wiUi 

you ;  for  my  poore  companie 
Shal  be  some  small  comfort  in  this  time  of  miserie. 
Dam,  Oh,  Stephano,  hast  thou  beu  so  longe 

with  me, 
And  yet  doest  not  know  the  force  of  true  amitie  ? 
I  tel  thee  once  agayoe,  my  friend  Had  I  lire  but 

one, 
Waite  upon  Pithia?,  and  thinke  thou  art  with 

Damon. 
Whereof  I  may  not  now  discourse,  the  time  pas^ 

seth  away; 
The  sooner  I  am  goney  the  shorter  sliall  be  s^ 

jouraay: 
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tfcotforc  funm^lf  StepKaiie^  comneiid  me  to  mj 

friende  Pithias, 
Whom  I  trust  to  deliver  in  time  out  of  this  ^o> 

full  case.  [ExU. 

SUpk.  Farewel,  my  deare  master,  binoe  ^oor 

pleasure  is  so, 
O  croall  happe  !  oli,  poere  Stephano !  * 

0  cursed  Carisophos,  tbat  first  moved  this  tra* 

l^idie  !— 
But  what  a  nojes  b  this  ?  is  all  well  within  trow 
yee? 

1  tere  all  be  not  well  within^  I  irf  11  go  see. — 
Cooae  ooty  joa  wesell,  are  you  seelunge  egs  in  Da- 
mon's eheste  ? 

Come  oo^  I  say,  wylt  thou  be  packing?  by  cocke 

TOO  weare  best. 
Cdrit^  bow  durst  thou,  villaine,  to  lay  handes 

on  me? 
Sieph.  Out,  sir  knave,  or  I  wyll  sende  yee. 
Art  thou  not  content  to  accuse  Damon  wrongfully, 
Bat  wilt  tbou  robbe  him  also,  and  that  openly  ? 
Carii,  The  kioge  gave  mee  the  spoyle,  to  take 

rayne  owne,  wilt  thou  let  me  ?  ^ 
Slepk,  Thine  oivne^  viilaine!  where  is  thine 

authority! 
CoruL  I  am  authoritie  of  myselfe,  dost  thou 

not  know? 
Siepk,  B/r  ladie,  that  is  somewhat;  but  have 

ywi  no  more  to  show  ? 
Com.  What  if  I  have  not? 
^eph.  Then  for  an  earnest  penie  take  this  blow. 
I  shall  bumbast  you,  you  mocking  knave ;  scfail 

put  pro  in  my  purse  for  this  time. 
Ciiris,  Jacke,  give  me  my  sword  and  targat. 
Jackc  I  cannot  com  to  you,  maister,  this  knave 

doth  me  let — Hold,  maister. 
Siqth,  Away,  Jacknapes,  els  I  wyll  colphcg 

yott*^  by  and  by, 
Ye  alare,  I  wyll  have  my  penyworthes  of  thee 

therefore  if  I  die ; 
AboQte,  viilajme. 
Cari$»  O,  dtezens,  helpe  to  defend  me. 
Sitpk.  Nay,  tliey  wyll  rather  helpe  to  hange  thee. 
Carts,  Good  felow,  let  us  reason  of  the  matter 

ouiedy,  beat  me  no  more. 
Siepk,  On  tliis  condition  I  wyll  stay,  if  thou 

swere  as  thmi  art  an  honest  man. 
Thou  wylt  say  nothyng  to  the  kinge  of  this  when 

I  am  gonne* 
Cans,  I*wyU  say  nothyng,  here  is  my  hand,  as 

I  am  an  honest  nuuu  , 


Stcph,  Then  say  on  chy  minde  i  I  have  taken  a 

wise  othe  on  him,  have  I  not  trow  ye  f 
To  truste  such  a  false  kna\'e  upou  his  honestie^ 
As  he  is  an  honest  man,  <iuoth  you  ?  he  may  be* 

wra^  all  to  the  kinge, 
And  breke  his  othe  for  this  never  a  whit — -Bo^ 

my  franion,  '^  1  tell  you  this  one  thing. 
If  you  disclose  tins,  I  wyll  devise  such  a  wi^. 
That  whilst  thou  livest  thou  shalt  remember  thb 

day. 
Caris.  You  neede  not  devise  for  that,  for  this 

day  is  printed  in  my  memory, 
I  warrant  you,  1  shall  remember  this  beating  till 

I  die: 
But  seeing  of  courtesie  you  have  granted  that  wm 

should  talke  quietly, 
Methinkes,  in  calling  mee  kiiave,  you  doo  mee 

muche  injurie. 
SiepL  Why  so  ?  I  pray  thee  hnrtely, 
Caris,  Because  I  am  die  kinges  man :  keepea 

the  kinge  any  knaves  ? 
Steph,  He  should  not,  but  what  he  doth,  it  is 

evident  by  thee. 
And  as  farre  as  I  can  learne  or  understand. 
There  is  none  better  able  to  keepe  knaves  iM  til 

the  land. 
Caris.  Oh,  sir,  I  am  a  courtier^  when  coortieia 

shall  heare  tell. 
How  you  have  used  me,  tliey  will  not  take  it  well. 
Steph,  Nay,  all  right  courtiers  will  kenne  me 

thanke ;  and  wot  you  why  ? 
Because  I  handled  a  counterfait  courtier  in  his 

kinde  so  finely. 
What,  syr  ?  all  are  not  courtiers  that  have  a  coun- 
terfait show ; 
In  a  trope  of  honest  men,  some  knaves  may  standi 

ye  know. 
Such  as  by  stelth  creep  in  under  the  colour  of 

honestie. 
Which  sorte  under  that  cloke  doo  all  kinde  of 

villanie : 
A  light  courtier  is  vertuous^  gentiU,  and  full  of 

urbanitie. 
Hurting  no  man,  good  to  all,  devoide  of  villanie : 
But  suche  as  thou  art,  fountaines  of  squiriUtie, 

and  vayne  dctightes; 
Though  you  hange  by  the  courtes,you  arc  but  flat- 
tering parasites. 
As  well  deserving  the  right  name  of  courtesie. 
As  the  coward  knight  the  true  praise  of  chcvalrie  i 


^  leCflM— liindernie. 

^  Mpkeg  jfou — I  believe  we  ihoald  read,  colaphite^  i.  e.  box  or  baffct.    OtopAtser,  Fr.    See  Get* 
gmve*slNc/..  8.  *• 

^  ifH/,  mjf  franion — i.  e.  loose  companion.    So  Spenser  : 

Might  not  be  found  a  ranker /rnnioii. 
-  Again, 

A  falre/roji/oa  fit  for  sack  a  pbeere,    9. 

Afain,  In  Tki  First  Fart  of  King  Edward  IV.  Sigu.  C  5  i  ««  Hccs  a  f ranks  franion,  a  merrle  conm- 
aioa,  aad  loves  a  wench  welL" 


iiS 


DAMON  AND  PITHIAS. 


[EoWAEDd* 


I  coQld  say  more,  but  I  wjU  not,  for  tlia(t  I  am 

your  well-wilier : 
In  faith,  Carisophus,  you  are  no  courtier,  but  a 

caterpiller, 
A  sicophant,  a  parasite,  a  flatterer,  and  a  knave ; 
"Whether  I  wyll  or  no,  these  names  you  must  have : 
How  well  you  deserve  this,  by  your  deedes  it  is 

.  knowne, 
For  that  so  unjustly  thou  hast  accused  poore 

Damon, 
Whose  wofuU  case  the  gods  helpe  alone. 

Ctiris.  Sir,  are  you  his  servaunt,  that  you  pitie 

his  case  so  ? 
Steph.  No  bum  troth,  good  man  Grumbe,  his 
name  is  Stephano ; 
1  ana  Calltd  Onaphcts,  if  needs  you  wyll  know. 
The  knave  beginnelh  to  sift  mee,  but  I  turne  my 

name  in  and  out, 
CretisocumCretense,^^tJovDokeh\mh\oute.[Aside. 
Caris,  What  mumble  you  with  yourselfe,  mas* 

ter  Onaphets's  r 
Stepk,  I  am  reckening  with  myselfe  how  I  may 

pay  my  debtes. 
Caris,  You  have  paide  me  more  than  you  did 

Owe  me. 
StepL  Nay,  upon  a  farther  reckoning,  I  wyll 
pay  you  more,  if  I  know 
Ehher  you  talke  of  that  is  done,  or  by  your  sico- 

phanticall  envye, 
You  pricke  forth  Dionisius  the  sooner,  that  Da- 
mon may  die ; 
I  wyll  so  pay  thee,  that  thy  bones  shall  rattell  in 

thy  skinne. 

Kemember  what  1  have  sayde^  Onaphets  is  my 

name.  [tUit. 

Caris,  The  sturdic  knave  is  gone,  the  devyil  him 

take. 

He  hath  made  my  bead,  shoulders,  armes,  sides, 

and  all  to  akc. 
Thou  horson  villaine  boy,  why  didst  thou  waite 

ho  better  ? 
As  he  payde  mee,  so  wyll  I  not  die  thy  debter. 
Jackt.  Mayster,  why  doo  you  fight  with  mc  ?  I 
am  not  your  match,  you  see; 
You  durst  not  fight  with  him  that  is  gone,  and 
wyll  you  wreke  your  anger  on  mee? 
Caris,  Thou  villaine,  by  thee  I  have  lost  mine 
honour, 
Beaten  with  a  codgell  Tike  a  slave,  a  vacaboun^  or 

a  lasie  lubber. 
And  not  geven  one  blow  agayne ;  hast  thou  hind-- 
led  me  well } 
Jacke,  Maibter  I  handled  Tou  iiot»  but  who 
handled  you  very  hancfsomly  yon  can  tell. 
Caris,  Uandsomly  !  thou  crake  rope. 
Jacke,  Yea,  sir,  very  h^ndsomly :  I  holde  yoa 
a  grote^ 


He  handled  yoo  so  bandsomly,  that  he  left  not 
one  mote  in  your  cote. 
Caris,  O  I  bad  firckt  him  trimly,  thou  villain^ 

if  thou  hadst  geven  mee  my  sword. 
Jacke.  It  is  better  as  it  is,  maister,  beleve  me 
at  a  worde ; 
If  he  had  seene  your  weapon,  he  would  have  ben 

fierser. 
And  so  perliaps  beate  you  worse,  I  spteke  it  with 

my  narte, 
You  were  never  at  the  dealing  of  fence  blowes, 

but  you  had  foure  away  for  your  part. 
It  is  but  your  hicke,  you  are  man  good  enough. 
But  the  wealche   Onaphets   was  a  vengeance 

knave,  and  rough. 
Maister,  you  were  best  goe  home  and  rest  in  yout 

bedde, 
Meethinkes  your  cappe  wazeth  to  little  for  your 
heade. 
Caris,  What !  doth  my  head  swell  ? 
Jacke,  Yea,  as  bigge  as  a  oodsbed,  and  Ueades 

too. 
Caris.  I  am  ashamed  to  show  my  face  with  this 

hew, 
Jacke,  No  shame  at  all,  men  have  bin  t>eateii 

farre  better  then  you« 
Caris.  I  must  go  to  the  chirui^n's ;  what  6hal 

I  say  when  I  am  dressyag  ? 
Jacke.  You  may  day  truly  you  met  witti  ft  ^ 
knave's  blessing.  [Exeunt* ' 

Uert  entreth  Antsxf  ppus. 

Aris.  By  mine  owne. experience  I  prove  true 

tnat  many  men  tell. 
To  live  in  courts  not  beloved,  better  be  in  hell : 
What  crying  out,  what  cursyng  is  there  within  of 

Carisophus, 
fiedause  he  accused  Damon  to  kinge  Dionisius  ^ 
Even  now  he  came  whinrng  and  eryiog  into  tlbe 

courte  for  the  nonce, 
Shewinge  tliat  one  Onapheta  bad  broke  his-koave-'t 

sconce. 
Which  straunee  name  whea  they  heard  eicerj 

man  laught  battely. 
And  I  by  myselfe  scau'd  his  name  secretW ;    ' 
For  well  I  knewe  it  was  some  mad-bedea  eh^lda 
That  invented  tliis  aame,  that  the  log-headed 

knave  might  be  beeilde : 
In  tossing  it  often  with  inys^fe  toa  and  frcs 
I  found  out  that  Onaphets  baekward,  spelled 

Stephana 
I  smiled  in  my  sieve,  how  to  see  by  toumyng  bis 

parae  he  drest  him, 
And  bow  for  Damon  h's  master's  sake,  with  a 

wodden  cougell  he  blest  him. 
None  pittied  the  knave,  no  man  nor  woman,  but 

al  laught  him  to  s^rpQ^ 


s^  Crtiif  cum  Crctense-^Ttad  Kor^^u.    Vide  Erasm.  Chiliad.    The  CrtUms  were  fimeos  to  doable 
dtaliog*    Cretizare,  however,  b'a  word  employed  by  leiicofraphcrt,  instead  ofmeidku    S« 
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To  be  thus  hated  of  all^iwtter  nnborne. 

Farre  better  Aristippas  bath  provided,  I  trowe  ; 

For  in  all  the  coorte  I  am  beloved  both  of  hie 

mod  lowe. 
I  ofieode  none,  in  so  muche  that  wemen  singe 

this  to  my  great  prayse, 
Ornnis  Aristippum  duuit  color,  et  loan  et  ret. 
Bat  in  all  this  joylytic  one  thioge  maseth  me. 
The  stiHungest  .thinge  that  ever  was  harde  or 

knowne. 
Is  now  happened  in  this  coort,  by  that  Damon, 
Whom  Carisophus  accused;  Damon  is  now  at 

liberue. 
For  whose  retome  Pithias  his  friend  lieth  in  pr^ 

son,  alas,  in  great  jeopardy. 
To-morrow  is  the  day,  wiiioh  day  by  noone  if 

Damon  returne  not  eruestly. 
The  kinge  hath  sworne  that  Pithias  should  die» 
Wberof  Pitbias  bath  intelligence  very  secretly, 
Wi^ng  that  Damon  may  not  returne  tyil  he 

have  payde 
His  lyfe  for  his  friend.    Hadi  it  ben  hearetofore 

ever  sayde, 
That  anv  man  for  his  friend  would  die  so  wil- 

O,  noble  fnendship !  O,  perfect  amitio  ! 

Thy  force  is  h^are  seene,  and  that  very  perfectlie. 

The  kiop  bimselfe  muselh  heareat,  yet  is  he  farre 
oat  of  square 

That  be  trosteth  none  to  come  nere  him,  not  his 
own  donghters  will  he  have 

Uosercbt  to  enter  nis  chamber,  wliich  he  haCh 
*    made  barbers  his  beard  to  shave. 

Not  with  knife  or  raisour,  for  all  edge-tooles  bee 
fisares, 

fiat  with  bote  biiming  nntshales  tliey  seage  of 
his  heares. 

Was  diere  ever  man  that  lived  in  such  miserye  ? 

Well,  I  wyll  go  in  with  a  heavye  and  pensive 
hart  coo, 

To  iiafJke  how  Pithias,  this  poore  gisntlcman,  to- 
morrow shall  die.  [Exit, 

ffere  tntreth  Jacks  and  Wy|.l. 
Jacke,  Wyll,  by  mine  honesty,  I  wyll  marre 
your  moocke^s  face,  if  you  so  fondly  prate. 
WylL  Jacke,  by  my  troth,  seeing  you  are  with- 
out the  courte  gale, 


If  you  i^y  Jacke  napes,  in  mocking  my  master, 

and  dispising  my  face. 
Even  here  with  a  pantacle  '^  I  wyll  you  disgrace ; 
And  though  you  have  a  farre  l)€tter  face  then  i. 
Yet  who  is  better  man  of  us  two  these  fistes  ^11 

trie, 
Unlesse  you  leave  your  taunting. 

Jacke,  Thou  began'st  first ;  <lidst  thou  not  say 
even  nowe. 
That  Carisophus,  my  master,  was  no  man,  but  a 
cowe,  ■  •        ' 

In  takinge  so  many  blowes,  and  gcve  ^  never  a 
bu>w  agayn } 
WylL  I  sayde  so,  indaede  be  is  but  a  tame  mf^ 
fian, 
That  can  swere  by  bis  flaske  and  twicbe4)ox,  ^^ 

and  God's  precious  lady. 
And  yet  will  be  bMten  with  a*  faggot-stick. 
These  barking  whelpes  were  never  good  biters, 
Ne  yet  great  crakers  were  ever  gi-eat  fighters ; 
But  seeinge  you  eg  mee  bO  much,  I  wyll  some* 

what  more  resight, 
I  say,  Carisophus,  thy  master,  is  a  flattring  para- 
site; 
Glening  away  the  sweet  from  the  worthy  in  al  the 

coorte. 
What  tragidie  hath  he  moved  of  Inte?  the  devcl{ 
take  hifti,  he  doth  much  hurt. 
Jacke,  I  pray  you,  what  is  Aristippus,  thy  mas- 
ter? is  not  he  a  parasite  to, 
That  with  scoffing  and  jesting  in  the  court  make^ 
so  much  ^oo  ? 
WylL  He  is  no  parasite,  but  a  pleasant  gentle* 
man  full  pf  cortesie; 
Thy  master  is  a  diuriish  loute,  the  Iieyre  of  a 

doung-fork,  as  yoyde  of  iionestie 
As  thoa  art  of  honour. 
Jacke,  Nay,yf  you  wyll  needes  be  prating  of 
my  master  styll,  - 
In  faith  I  must  coole  you,  my  frinde,  dapper  Wyll ; 
Take  this  at  tlie  beginning.* 

WylL  Prayse  well  your  winning,  my  pantacle 

is  as  readie  as  yours. 
Jacke,  By  the  masse,  I  wyll  boxe  you. 
WylL  By  cocke,  I  wyll  foxe  vou« 
Jacke,  Wyll,  was  I  with  jour 
WylL  Jacke,didlflye? 
Jacke,  Alas,  pret je  cockcrell,  you  are  lo  weake. 


'3  Even  here  with  a  pantacle — I  suppose  be  meam  to  say  a  pantojle,  I.  e.  a  slipper.  Pe rbaps  he  begins 
his  attack  with  a  kick.    S. 

^  Oew— gave,  Ist  edit.  V 

^'  Bis  JlaOte  and  tmche-hox — more  properly  touch-box.  While  match-lorkft,  instead  of  fire-locks,  to 
nns  were  used  \  the  touch-hox^  at  which  the  match  was  lighted,  w:is  part  of  the  acc9^ifenicnt  ot'^  ko|t 
Jucr.  " 

'*  When  she  bis  flask  and  touch-box  set  oo  fire,'* 
i^  iht  liar  of  an  author,  whose  name  I  canppt  at  this  time  rccqDect.    S, 
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WylL  In  faith,  duUing  DnttreU,  ^^  )roo  w jU  crye 
creake. 

Here  entreth  Snaf. 

Snap,  Away,  you  cracke  ropes^  are  you  6ghting 

at  the  courte-gate  ? 

And  I  cake  you  heare  agayne,  I  will  twindge  you 

bothy  wlmt?  J^''  Snap. 

Jacke,  I  beahrew  Snap  the  tipttafie,  that  great 

knare's  hart,  that  bether  did  comey 

Had  he  not  ben,  you  had  cryed  ere  this,  Vktu$y 

victOf  vkfum  t 
But  seiog  wee  have  breathed  ovraelvet,  if  ye  list, 
]jet  us  agree  like  friends,  atid  shake  ccbe  o^iet  by 
the  fist. 
Wyli,  Content  am  I,  for  I  am  act  malicious; 
but  OD  this  condition, 
^at  you  talke  no  more  so  brode  of  my  ouster  lA 

here  you  hai'e  done. 
Put  who  have  wee  heere  ?  is  Cokex  epi^^  comming 
yonder? 
Jacke.  Wyll,  let  us  slipp  aside,  and  vewc  him 
well. 

Jlere  entreth  Griume,  the  CoUar,  whistling. 

Grimme,  What  devell  iche  weene  the  porters  are 
dninke,  wjl  they  not  dup  the  gate  to*day  ? 
Take  in  coles  for  the  king's  owne  mouth,  wyll  no 

body  stur,  I  say  ? 
Ich  mi|>ht  have  layne  tway  bowers  longfDr  in  my 

bedde, 
Cha  taried  so  longe  here,  diat  my  teeth  chatter  in 
my  headc. 
Jacke.  Wyll,  after  our  fallJage  out,  wilt  thou 

laugh  merily  } 
IVylL  I  mary,  Jacke,  I  pray  thee  hartely. 
Jacke,  Then  folow  me,  and  hemme  in  a  worde 
now  and  then. 
Wliat  braulynge  knave  is  there  at  thecoorte-gate 
So  early  ? 
Wj^ll.  It  is  some  licaine-siche  viUaine,  I  durst 

lay  a  pennie. 
Jacke,  Was  it  you,  '^  sir,  that  cryed  so  lowde  I 
trow, 
And  bid  us  take  in  coles  for  the  kinges  moutli  even 
now? 
Grimme,  TwasI,  indcede. 


Jacke,  Why,  Str^  how  diure  yoo  ipeake  audi  pet]« 
treason? 
Doth  the  king  eate  coles  at  any  season  ? 

Grimme.  Heere  is  a  gaye  work! !  boyes  now 
ssttes  olde  men  to  scoole. 
I  sayde  wel  enoush ;  what,  Jack  sawce,  thinkst 

cham  a  fook  ? 
At  bakehouse,  butterie-hatch,  kitchin,  and  seller^ 
Doo  '^  they  not  say  for  the  kinges  mouth  ? 
WylL  What  then,  goodman  collar? 
Grimme,  What  di^i  seing  without  coles  dicl 
cannot  finely  dresse  the  kingoi  meat. 
May  I  not  say,  take  in  coles  for  the  kinges  mouth, 
though  coles  he  do  not  eate? 
Jacke,  James  Christe,  came  ever  from  a  coUer 
an  aunswer  so  trimroe? 
You  are  learned,  are.  you  not,  Bather  Grimme  ? 
Grimme,  Grimme  is  my  name  indeed,  cham  not 
learned,  and  yet  the  king's  colier. 
This  vortie  winter  cha  bin  to  the  king  a  serviter* 
Though  I  be  not  learned,  yet  cha  mother  witte 
enough  whole  and  some* 
WyU.  So  It  seemes ;  vou  have  so  much  mother 
wit,  that  you  lacke  your  father^s  wisdoase. 
Grimme,  Masse,  cham  well  beset;  heres  a 
trimme  caste  of  Murleons;^^ 
What  be  you,  my  pretie  oodierc^  that  ask  me 
these  questions  ? 
Jftcke,  Good  faith,  maister  Grimme,^  if  such 
Marlines  on  vour  pouch  ma;|r  light, 
Thei  are  so  i|uidc  ot  winge,  that  quickly  they  can 
*         carie  it  out  of  your  sight ; 
And  though  we  are  cockerels  now,  we  shall  have 

spurs  one  day. 
And  shall  be  able  perhaps  to  make  yon  a  capon : 
But  to  tell  you  the  trouth,  we  are  the  porters  men, 

which,  early  and  late, 
Wayte  op  suche  gentlemen  as  yon,  to  open  the 
court-gate. 
Grimme,  Are  ye  servants  then? 
WylL  Yea,  sir,  are  we  not  pretie  men? 
Grimme,  Pretie  men,  quoth  you  ?  nay,  you  are 
stronge  men,  els  you  coulde  not  bear  these  britches. 
W^U,  Are  these  such  great  hose  ?  in  faith,  good- 
man  colier,  you  see  with  your  nose : 
By  myn  honestie,  I  have  but  one  hning  in  one  hose, 
but  seven  els  of  roug. 


'6  DuUrelt^A  dottrcll  is  a  silly  kind  of  bird,  which  imitates  the  actions  of  the  fowler,  till  at  last  be  is 
tflkcn.  So,  in  Butler's  Character  of  a  Fanta$tic,  Remains,  Vol.  II.  p.  182.  "  He  alters  bts  gait  with  the 
times,  and  has  not  a  motion  of  his  body  that  {like  a  dottrell)  lie  does  not  borrow  from  somebody  else." 

^^  Cohcx  epi — I'hcse  I  suppose  to  be  words  corrupted  by  the  ignorance  of  the  transcriber.    S. 

5»  Was  it  you— li  was  you,  1st  edit.  *»  Doo— Doth,  «d  edit. 

^  yi  trimme  cast  of  Murltons—i,  e.  a  cast  Of  that  species  of  bawlLs  that  were  called  Merlins,    S. 

He  calls  them  Murleons  on  account  of  their  siie.  Merlins  were  the  smallest  species  of  bawlcs.  Tur« 
berville  says,  *'  These  Merlyns  are  very  much  like  the  ha^gart  falcon  in'plume,  in  sear  of  the  foote,  io 
beake,  andNalons.  So  as  there  seemeth  to  be  no  oddes  or  difierence  at  al  betwixt  them,  save  onely  in  the 
bigvesse,  for  bhe  hath  like  demeanure,  like  plume,  and  very -like  conditions  to  the  falcon,  and  in  hir  kind 
is  of  like  courage,  and  therefore  mast  l>e  kept  as  choycdy  and  as  daintily  as  the  falcon."  The  merlin 
was  chjcfly  used  to  fly  at  small  birds  $  and  Latham  says,  it  yras  par|iculaily  appro^rii^ted  to  the  icrvife 
of  ladies. 

^l  irai«<«r  Gn>iiier-Ff(th^r  Grhnpie,  2d  edit, 
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draMK.  That  is  bat  a  little,  yet  it  makes  thee 

seeme  a  great  bagge. 
JbcAe.  How  say  you»  goodmaD  cotier,  can  yua 

finde  any  fault  here  ?^ 
ihimme.  Nay,  yoa  shodde  finde  fanght,  mary 

here's  tnm  geare ! 
Aiasy  liule  knave,  doet  nut  sweat?  tfaoa  gpest  with 

great  payoe. 
llieie  are  no  hose,  but  water  boagets,  I  tell  thee 

pUynet 
Good  for  none  but  sache  as  have  no  buttodces. 
Dyd  you  ever  see  two  socfae  little  Robin  rud- 

doeke»<» 
So  laden  with  breeches  ?  chill  say  no  more  leste  I 

ofibnde;  ^ 

Who  uiTented  these  monsters'^  first,  did  it  to  a 

gostly  ende. 
To  have  a  nude,  readie  to  put  in  other  fofltes  stuffe, 
Wee  aee  this  evident  by  dayly  proofe. 
One  ptescbed  of  late  not  farre  heaee,  in  no  pul- 

pfty  bat  m  a  wayne  carte. 
That  spiake  enough  of  this ;  but  for  my  parte, 
CkSL  say  no  move,  your  owne  necessitie 
In  the  end  wyll  force  you  to  finde  some  remedy. 
Jmcke,  Wyl,  ^  holde  this  rayKnge  knave  with  a 

talke  when  I  am  gone, 
I  wyll  fetch  him  his  fiUing^ale  for  his  good  serf 


WyiL  Qoe  thy  way,  father  Grimme,  gayly  well 
yon  doo  say. 

It  is  bat  young  mens  foUv,  that  liste  to  playe, 

And  mane  a  whyle  in  the  nee  of  their  owne  de- 
vise. 

When  they  come  to  your  age  they  viyll  be  wysc. 
Grimme.  Bum  troth,  but  few  sudi  roysters  come 
to  my  yeares  at  this  day. 

They  be  cut  off  betimes,  or  they  hare  gone  halfe 
their  joomey:  ^ 

I  wyll  not  tell  why,  let  them  gesse  that  can,  I 
meaoe  somewhat  thereby. 

Enter  Jacee  teith  a  pot  qfwj/ne,  and  a  cup  to 
drinke  on, 

Jmcke.  Father  Grimme,  because  you  are  stor- 
fing  so  early, 
I  bavebnHight  yoa  a  boala  of  wyne  to  make  you 
roery. 

Grimme.  Wyne,  mary !  that  is  welcome  to  co- 
lters, chyl  swapt  off  by  and  by, 


Ghwas  starring  so  early  that  my  very  soul  is  drye: 
Jacke,  This  is  stoutly  done,,  wyll  you  have  it 

wanned,  father  Grimme? 
Grimme,  No,  it  is  warm  enough,  it  is  very  lou- 
sious  and  trirame ; 
Tis  mosselden  ^  ich  weene ;  of  fellowship  let  me 

have  anodier  spurt, 
Ich  can  drink  as  easily  now,  as  if  I  sate  in  my 
shurte. 
Jacke,  By  cocke,  and  yon  shall  have  it ;  but  I 
wyll  begtnne,  and  that  nnone, 
Je  boit  a  vous  mon  compa^non,  *' 
Grimme.  Tai  vompleigi petit  Zawne,^ 
Jaeke.  Can  you  speake  French  ?  here  is  a  trimme 

colier,  by  tnis  day  ! 
GrimtM,  What  man !  ich  learned  this  when  ich 
was  a  souldier, 
When  kh  was  a  lusty  fellow,  and  could  yarke  a 

whip  trimly, 
Better  then  these  boy  ooliers,  that  come  to  the 

courte  daily : 
When  there  were  ^  not  so  many  captious  fellowes 

as  now, 
That  would  toruppe  men  for  every  trifell,  I  wot 

not  how : 
As  there  was  one  Damon>  not  longe  since  taken 

for  a  spie. 
How  justly  I  know  not,  but  he  was  condemned  to 
die. 
WylL  This  wine  hath  warmed  him,  this  comes 
well  to  passe, 
We  shall  know  all  now,  fbr  in  Vino  Veritas, 
Father  Grimme,  who  accused  this  Damon  to  kinge 
Diooistus  f 
Grimme,  A  vcngeaunce  take  him,  'twas  a  gen- 

tlcmian,  one  maister  Crowsphus; 
Wf/U,  Crowsphus !  you  clippe  the  kinge's  lan- 
guage, you  would  have  said  Carisophus: 
But  I  pereeive  now,  either  the  winde  is  at  the 

south, 
Or  els  your  tounge  cleaveth  to  the  roofe  of  your 
mouth. 
Grimme,  A  murian  take  thik  wine,  it  so  intoxi- 
cate my  braine, 
That  to  be  banged  by  and  by,  I  cannot  speake 
plaine. 
Jacke,  You  speake  knavishly  playne,  scinge  my 
master  you  doo  mocke,  ^ 

In  faith  ere  you  go,  1  will  maJce  you  a  lobbe  cocke. 


•*  Cmt  gmtjlmde  any  fault  here  ?— What  fault  can  yon  see  heerc  ?  Sd  edit. 

^  J^oMi  fvddockca — i.  e.  Robin  redbreasts.    Sbakspeare  uses  ruddock  for  redbreast  In  Ci/mheline,    S, 

Apia,  Nas^*s  Lemten  Stuffs  1599 :  — **  he  eftsoons  defined  onto  me,  that  the  red  herring  was  this  old 
ficw  col>,  orangister  fac  totum,  that  bronght  in  the  red  ruddocks^  and  the  grummel  seed  as  thick  as  oat* . 
«ial,  mad  made  Yannouth  for  Argent  to  put  down  the  city  of  Argentine.** 

•♦  Jfomfen-  Hose  at,  «d  edit.  ^5  1^]/?— Well,  1st.  edit. 

*•  'Tk  wmiufthii — An  intended  mistake  for  muscadine*    S. 

^  Je  Ml  a  MK»  mon  compagnon — Jebft  avon  mon  compagnoo.   Both  4tos.    S. 

*  J*ai  tem  fteig^  petit  Zawne — Ihar  vou  pledge,  petty  Zawne,  Both  4tos.    I  know  not  what  is  meanl 
kv  Zatme.    8 

M  »rer«— Was,  8d  edit* 
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Father  rOriaiaie^  wlial  wj  lb$f  of  tbb  Btaatm 

abrod?? 
Grimme,  All  mm  are  apiie  for  bk%  so  belpe 

meOod. 
They  say,  a.  false  kotLVp  onted  Ims  fee  the  king 

iWjroBcfMllyy 
And  he  is  gone,  and  sboold  be  iiere  tDHMorrow  to 

Or  els  his  fellow,  which  is  in  priaMi,  his  rowme 

^hallsc^p^: 
Chil  not  b^  his  ha^  for  vfitii  flhilUiigeSy  I  tell 

yon  playse, 
I  thioke  DaDqipa  be  to9  wise  to  ittame  agayoe. 
Wsffip  VVyll  n^  man  speak  for  them  in  tbs  wo- 

fuli  case  ? 
Qrimm*  No,  oNll  warrant  yoo ;  oae  maister 

Srippus  is  in  place, 
Wb^i^e  be  may  doo  99dd:  but  bcframee  hunaelfe 

so, 
Whatsoever  DionisiM  vyUetk,  to  that  he  wyll  not 

say  no: 
Tif  a  9UM9(U  viovylie  wiU  not  tread  oo  tfaomea  for 

none, 
A  BQf  ry  hf^reeoppe  ^^  't«s  and  a  pleasant  compa- 
nion, 
A  riglit  courtier,  and  can  proivide  for  one. 
Jacke,  Wyll,  howe  lyke  yon  thtsgeare?  your 

master  Aristippus  aiao. 
At  this  colier's  hande  hath  had  a  bloe. 
^ia  fiulh,  A^ber  Gnmne» cannot  ye  coUere 
Provide  for  your  selves  far  bettor  then  courtiers? 
Gr'mme.  Yea,  |  croMFC  ^  Uaobe  cotien  go  in 

tlHreadebaffe  ca|cf!» 
Yet  so  provide  they,  that  they  havie  te  ftiie  white 

gpoates* 
Ich  may  say  in  oao^BeUy  tbovgll  all  day  I  moyle  in 

doorte^ 
Chil  not  change  li)Fef  with  aayia  DiomaiiM'coarte: 
For  though  |h|»f  afpafetl  be  never  so  line, 
Yet  sure  their  credit  is  farre  worse  thaa  mine ; 
And  by  cocke  I  maTsayrfer  aU their  hk  k>ekBs, 
Iknowe  some  stickes  full  deepe  in  osarchants 

bookes: 
And  deeper  will  fall  in,  as  fame  me  teHes, 
As  long  as  iasteede  ef  msn^  they  lake  opiiaakes 

hoods  and  belles: 


Wbtriby  ^  laU  into  a  ■v^Kag  iBsabm^  iriuch 

coliers  do  not  knov, 
Tatb  a  paid  nana;  it  is  called,  iek  icceoe,  Cm- 

turn  fro  cento. 
Some  otbef  m  eotutea  mak»  others  laagk  meiily» 
When  they  wayle  and  lament  their  ewne  estate 

aeoretly: 
Friendship  is  deade  in  coarle^  hipocri^e  dodi 

raigne, 
Who  is  in  favour  now,  to  morow  ia  e«t  agayne : 
The  state  is  so  wicertaine,  that  I,  by  my  wyll. 
Will  never  be  courtier,  but  a  cotter  alylL 

WylL  It  seemeth  that  coliers  bate  a  very  7< 

If7«lile. 
Grimme.  Coliers  get  money  styll:  tell  me  of 

Is  not  that  a  trim  life  now,  as  the  worid  |;oeth  ? 
AH  day  ikNwh  I  ^J^  ^*^  nayns  and  raighc, 
With  mony  m  wof  pouobe  I  coose  home  ooery  at 


And  sit  downe  in  my  chayre  by  asy  wyfe,  fair 

Aliaos, 
And  tonme  a  crabbe  in  the  fiM^  aa  mery  aa  popa 
Jobs. 
•^Kke.  That  pope  was  a  merry  fellow,  of  wbome 

foike  taJke  so  nmeh. 
Grimme.  IFad  to  be  mariy  wiibal,  hU  gooUe 

enough  in  his  butch. 
Jidfce.  Can  goulde  aaake  BMn  mery)  they  say, 
who  can  singe  so  mery  a  aota^ 
At  ho  diat  ia  net  able  to  dnag^  a  frote^ 
GmMae.  Wh»  eiagea  ia  that  ease,  singea  never 
in  tune :  I  know  for  my  part* 
That  a  heavy  pMicb  with  goulda  makes  a  light 


Of  which  I  have  previded  fisr  •  dears  yeare  good 

ston^ 
And  tbe^  benters,  7^  I  trowe^  shall  anone  get  mee 


WylL  By  serviag  the  eonrle  widi  coles,  you 

gaynde  all  this  money. 
Grimme,  By  the  court  onely,  I  assure  yee. 
Jacke.  After  what  sorte,  I  pray  thee  tell  mee  ? 
GrwMW.  Nay,  thee  bate  aa  aoe,  quoth  Boul- 
ton ;  ^^  I  can  wcare  a  horDe,aiid  blow  it  not. 
Jkeke.  ByV  iadiey  the  wiset  map. 


''^  Harecopp&^Coppe^  ia  Chaucer,  is  med  for  the  top  of  any  thingy  and  here  seems  hiteoded  te  slgaify 
tbe  head,  or,  as  the  caoNnmi  phrase  is,  a  hare-brained  ftllow. 

71  p^^y—merle,  2d  edit. 

7^  Jnd  that  bmters—Benne  H  the  FrCjQch  wood  for  a  sack  to  carry  coalfc-«-See  CeUnpfe.  Be  amy, 
however,  mean  debentures^  i.  e,  notes  by  which  a  debt  is  claimed*  Jack  menticyis  oebentnMS  after- 
wards.   8. 

73  Tiaiff  iher  bate  an  ace,  quoth  BouUon—^te  me  an  ace,  ^oth  BoultoQ»  is  among  the  Psaveibs  pdb^ 
Ibhed  by  Mr  Ray.  That  goitlemao  odds,  '*  Who  this  BeUan  was  J  know  not,  a^kthef  is  it  wocth  emub* 
Ting.  One  of  this  name  mirht  happen  to  say.  Bate  me  m  eee,  and,  for  the  cobicideace  of  the  first  lattera 
of  tbe  two  words  Bate  and  Bolton^  It  grew  to  be  a  proverb*  We  have  BHunr  of  the  Uke  origiaali  m%^gm 
Sop,  Simon,  Ac.  Stay,  quoth  Strbiger,  dec.  There  goes  a  stoiy  of  Qaeen  Elizabeth,  that  being  ffesenled 
with  a  collection  of  Bivlish  Proverbs,  ^od  told  by  the  anther*  that  it  eoRtabied  all  the  £|)gMsh  rt^n^ikn^ 
nay,  replied  she.  Bote  me  an  ace^  queth  BoUen  :  which  Froverbj  aeiog  instantly  looked  for,  bapinnifl  t* 
be  waating  hi  his  collection.*'    Iiay*s  f r«ferlt»  p.  177* 

s 
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thit  money? 

reant  je. 
Tet  in  few  word0 1  tfi^yntLtim oa6  tlwitt) 
Be  ]»  a  ^^^  Ibofe  tliat  CMMt  jvpw  bj^  m  kMlge. 
TV>il  Wen  sayde^  father  GninM%>  70a  are  a 
wtlie  omidr,  «Mta  brave, 
I  ece  fie«r  tbere  IB  BO  knave  like  to  the  olde  katfve. 
Grimme,  Soche  fakoves  have  OMNiyy  when  ooor* 
ftefs  henre  aoMe^ 
Bm  ten  tfi^  i»l9iat  tme  that  abrode  it  blowne? 
MckA,  Whatiiibatf 

Grimne,  Hath  the  kinge  laade  tk»e  fayie 
damtfcii  IriH  daagtatei» 
To  become  oow  fine  and  tiima»  batbert? 
MtkM,  Yea  tral  j,  to  bis  owne  pereeor 
Grimme.  Good  feUowes  beleve  me^  as  the  case 
BOW  standesy 
I«oaM  ^e  onesaokeof  oaiasiobe  WMMat 

tfadr  hands: 
If  ich  came  so  Beare  tbenv  fi^r  Biy  wyk  diotdd  aot 

cevo  three  chippe% 
If  ich  Goakl  not  steale  one  swap  at  thaup  Uppes. 

JocA.  Wjllytbis  knave  is  dronke,letDsdraMehiiii, 
Ijet  OS  rifell  him  so,  that  he  have  not  one  pennie 

toUenehoB, 
And  Steele  afway  bis  dcbeBters  too. 
WylL  Content,  invent  the  wav,«ld  1  am  readie. 
Jmcke.  Faiti^  and  I  wyft  M^bira  a  noddies 
i0h«r  GHMne^  if  yt>tf  nragr  one  we^^  I  i^U 

wash  you^  and  shave  yon  Sso^ 
Evitfl  ftfker  ^  saoM  fashins  as  thtf  hinge's  da«|h- 

tttfsdDO: 
la  all  poyntes  as  thej  handle  IKtaanns^  I  wyll 

dntMe  tM  trim  and  nue* 
Otimme.  ehnkl  vaine  leame  that;  oonie  on 

then,  dnl  gave  tfaee  a  arbol  pint  of  wine 
At  terrene  for  thy  iabomr,  wbm  char  Biony  (br  my 

banters  hears. 

witk  maietf  a  rmfimKrj  ami  ckthe^  and  a 


IA  fioa  •«#M  dyei^  «  moatb  lyke  aii  oven. 
Father,  yon  have  good  botler  teeth^  Mk  seene. 
Yon  weare  weaned^  els  yon  would  haws  ben  a 

gMtcUfe. 
Ab  trimme  lippes  to  sweepe  a  manger !  here  is  a 


JkkB. 


&  €ome^  «ilne  ofwno  Mier  Orimm^  sit 


» Me^joBa  wiibiU,  baaie  is  a 


Grimme,  Bfass^te  Ml 

trimme  ebaiyrei 
Jacie.  Whatman,!  wyH  nsayOQ  like  Bpnnce  >^ 

sir  boy,  f^Hohe  ase  my  geare. 
WylL  Here,  syr. 

Jacke,  HoUe  op^  iaiAler  GrinRBe. 
Otmafne.  Me  seeme  my  head  doth  swimme. 
Jocke*  Bfy  costly  perforoes  make  tbat-^Away 

wim  tbfe,  sir  boy ;  b6  c^uicke. 
Akya^  aloyse^^  how.  pretie  it  is?  i^  noC  bore  a 

good  face  ? 


As  soft  as  the  boofe  of  an  horse. 
GrtiMRe.  Doth  the  lunge's  daaghters  rube  so 

banter 
Jaehi.  Holde  year  head  stnut^  many  els  all 
.  wyll  beBMrde. 
By V  ladie,  you  are  of  f^ood  completion^ 
A  rkfat  Crtrrdten  iBB|aine»  beshrew  mee. 
Heuld  ttp^  father  6riBUue.-**Wytt,  can  yaa  be> 
stanre  ye? 
Ormm$*  Me  thinks  after  4  adarvekms  finkion 

yon  do  besmoore  me. 
Jaeke,  ft  is  with  Uagnenlara  of  DencBt  Man* 
011%  that  is  very  costly ; 
I  geve  not  this  wathinge  ball  to  every  body. 
After,  you  have  ben  drest  so  finely  at  my  hande» 
Yon  nmy  kisse  any  ladies  lippes  wiUiin  diis  lande. 
A,  jot  are  ti^Iy  washt !  how  say  you,  isnot  this 
triBMn  water? 
OruMMS.  It  may  be  holsome^  but  it  is  venge- 

auBDe  Sower. 
Jaeke,  It  scours  the  better^t— Syr  boy,  geve  me 

myraysoar. 
Wyll  Here  at  hand,  sir. 
Qrmm*  Gods  aymes!  'tis  %  fhopplng  kn^rfc^ 

'ds  no  raygenr. 
.Kic^  It  is  a  raysomv  and  that  a  very  good  one ; 
It  came  lately  from  Palermo^  ^^  it  cost  mee  ta«n« 

lycrownes  alone ; 
Your  eyas  dassell  after  your  washingi  th»e  qieo* 

tades  pnt  en  s 
Now  vew  this  raysour,  tell  mee,  is  it  not  a  good  one  ? 
Gnmaie.  They  be  gay  baraikelB^  yet  I  see  De^ 

ver  the  better. 
Jecke*  Indeede  tfaey  be  a  young  sigbc^  and  that 
is  the  nuUter, 
But  I  warrant  yon,  this  ra^rsour  is  very  easie. 
OrMnae.  Go  too  then,  since  you  b^onne,  doo 

aspleaseye. 
Jacke.  Holde  up,  father  Grimme. 
Qrmme,  O  your  raysour  doth  hurt  my  lippe. 
Jacke.  No,  it  aorapeth  of  a  pimpel),  to  ease  you 
of  the  pinpe. 
I  have  done  now^  now  say  you  ?  are  you  not  well  ? 
Grimme.  Cham  lighter  then  id)  wa%  the  truth 

totelL 
Ja^A^e.  Will  you  singe  after  your  shavinge? 
Grimme.  Maa^  content,  but  dull  be  polde  first 

or  I  singe. 
Jecke.  Nay  that  sball  not  neede,  you  are  poqid 
ueere  enough  for  this  time. 


7*  Prt^  mt  awl^In  the  former  edition,  Mr  Dodsley  had  altered  this  to  jMiy  iiwe  we/. 

'^  ^fcgps,  at9if§e—eiomj  Fr.  Is  to  allow,  to  approve,  to  praise.  I  know  pf  no  other  word  that  resem- 
bles tbat  ia  the  text,    ^loseil,  hi  Chancer,  b  pt^d.    $. 

^*  li  eeme  fromPiOfrmo^the  Atosn^PatUfnime.  The  lasers  of  Pa^ewio  were  aneieatly  famous. 
They  are  mentioned  farmore  than  one  of  our  old  plays»  aad  pactkalariy  in  !%•  Womuk  of  OviU  War^ 
hy  Tiiomas  Lodge,  1504,  Sign.  I  4 :  *<  Neighboor,  sharpen  the  edge  tole  of  your  Vf  its  upon  the  whctstom 
pf  iipdiscrctiooi  that  70ur  wordcs  may  shav^  like  iht  rasers  of  Ptilern^,**    S, 
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Grknme.  Go  too  then  lusty ly^  I  will  singe  in 
my  man's  voyce, 
Chave  a  troubling  base  basse. 
Jacke.  You  are  lyke  to  beare  the  bobbe^  for  we 
wyii  geve  it, 
Set  out  your  bussynj;  base,  and  wee  wyli  quiddell 
upon  it. 

GiliMME  $ingeth  Biate, 

Jacke  singes.  Too  nidden,  and  too  nidden, 
Wyll  singes.  Too  nidden,  and  toodle  toodU  doo 
nidden; 
1$  not  Grimme  the  colter  moit  finely  thtfoen  f 
Grimme,  Why.  my  fellowes,  thinke  iche  am  a 

cowc,  that  you  make  such  toying  ? 
Jacke.  Nay  b/r  hidie,  you  are  no  cow,  by  your 
singing; 
Yet  your  wife  tolde  mee  you  were  an  oxe. 
Grimme.  Did  she  so  ?  'tis  a  pestens  quene,  ^' 
she  is  full  of  such  moket. 
But  go  to^  let  us  singe  out  our  songe  merily. 

The  Songo  at  the  shaving  of  the  Coiier. 

Jacke.  Suche  barbers^  God  tend  you  at  all  timet 

■  ofneede, 
Wyll.  that  can  drette  you  finely,  and  make 

tueh  quick  ipeede. 
Jacke.  Your  face  lik^  an  income  now  thineth 

togay— 
WylL  That  I  with  your  nottrilt  of  force  mutt 

needet  play. 
With  too  nidden,  and  too  nidden. 
Jacke.  With  too  nidden,  and  todk  todle  doo 

nidden; 
It  not  Grimme  the  coiier  mott finely  thaten  f 
WyiL  With  thaving  you  thine  fyke  a  pettle  of 

porke.  *® 
Jacke.  Here  it  the  trimmett  hogget-fieth  from 

London  to  Yorke. 
Wyll.  It  would  be  trimme  baken  to  hange  vp  a 

while. 
Jacke.  To  play  with  thit  hogUne,  of  force  I  mutt 

tmyle,  J 

Wyll.  Wiih  too  nidden,  and  too  nidden. 
With  too  nidden,  and  todk,  &c.  • 

Grimme.  Your  thaving  doth  pleate  me,  I  am 

now  your  debter. 
Wyll.  Your  wife  now  will  butte  you,  becaute 

you  are  sweater. 
•    Grimme.  Neare  would  I  be  poled,  at  neere  at 

cham  thaven, 
Wyll.  Then  out  of  your  jirkin,  needet  mutt  you 

be  shaken. 
Wifh  too  nidden,  and  too  nidden,  &c. 
Grimme.  It  is  a  trimme  thinge  to  be  watht  in 

thecourte. 
Wyll.  Their  kandet  are  to  fine,  that  they  never 

doo  hurte. 


Gfimme.  Methinke  ick  am  lighter  than  ever 

ich  wat. 
WylL  Our  thavinge  in  the  court  hath  bfpmght 
thit  to  patte. 
With  too  nidden,  and  too  nidtUn. 
Jacke.  With  too  nidden,  and  t^dle  todle  cftw^ 
nidden; 
It  not  Grimme  the  coiier  finely  *'  thaven  f 
Grimme,  This  is  tnmly  done :  now  chil  pttdiQ 
my  coles  not  farre  hence, 
And  then  at  the  taveme  chil  bestowe  whole  tway 
pence.  [Exit  Gbimme, 

Jacke.  Farewel  cocke,  before  the  oolher  sigaine 
doo  us  seeke^ 
Let  us  into  the  courte  to  parte  the  spoyle,  share 
and  share  like. 
Wyll,  Away  then.  [Ejeeunt. 

Here  entreth  Grimue. 

Grimme,  Out  alas !  Where  shall  1  make  my 
mone? 
My  pouche,  my  benters,  and  all  is  gone ! 
Wher  is  that  villayne  that  dyd  mo  shave  ? 
Hath  roUied  me,  aias !  of  all  thot  1  have. 

^ere  entreth  Snap. 

Snap.  Who  crieth  so  at  the  courte  gate  ? 
Grimme.  I,  the  poore  coiier^  that  was  lobbect 

of  late. 
Snap.  Who  robbed  thee? 
Grimme.  Twoo  of  the  porters  men  that  dyd. 

sliave  me. 
Snap,  Why  the  porters  men  are  no  barbers. 
Grmme.  A  vengeance  take  diem,  they  are 

quicke  carvers. 
Snap.  What  stature  weare  they  of? 
Grimme.  As  little  dapper  knaves,  as  tbey  trimly 

could  scotife. 
Snap.  Tbey  were  lackcyes,  as  neare  as  I  cai\ 

gesse  them. 
Grimme,  Such  iackies  make  mee  kcke,  an  hal- 
ter beswinge  them, 
Cham  undon,  they  have  my  beuters  too. 
Snap.  Doest  thou  know  them,  if  thou  se^t 

them? 
Grimme.  Yea,  that  I  doo. 
Snap.  Then  come  with  me,  we  wyll  finde  them 

out,  and  that  quickly. 
Grimme.  I  folow,  mast  tipstafife,  they  be  in  the 

courte  it  is  likely. 
Snap.  Then  crie  no  more,  come  away. 

[Exeunt. 

Here  entreth  CAaisoPDUS  and  Aristippus. 

Carit.  If  ever  yoh  wyll  shew  your  friendships 
now  is  the  time, 
Seing  the  king  is  ill  pleased  with  me,  of  my  parte 
without  any  crime. 


7^  Pestens  quen^ — he  means  a  pestifen/ quean.     8* 

f^  A  ptfth  ofporke^y^  e.  a  gammon  of  bacon.    Minshieu, 


»»  Finerih^trimlj,  Sa  e<Ht. 
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ifro.  It  should  app«are,  it  comes  of  soone  e?eU 
befattYioar^ 
fh«l  yoc  to  todenW  are  cut  oat  of  favoar. 
CorisL  Nothing  have  I  done  but  this,  in  talke 
I  over  thwarted  £ubulus» 
Wbeahe  laineDted  Pithias'case  to  kingeDionisius, 
Which  to  morrovr  shall  die:  but  for.  that  false 

knave  Damon, 
Ha  hath  ieft  hb  friend  in  the  briers,  and  now  is 

gone. 
Wee  grew  so  hot  in  talke,  that  Eubulus  protested 

plavnely, 
Dinoisias**  held  his  eare  open  to  parasitical! 

flatterie. 
Anct  DOW  in  the  kinges  eare  like  a  bell  he  ringes, 
Crym^  that  flatterers  have  ben  the  destroyers  of 

kinges. 
Which  talke,  in  Dionisios'  harte  hath  made  so 

deepe  impression. 
That  he  trusteth  me  not,  as  heretofore,  in  no  con- 
dition: 
And  some  words  brake  from  him,  as  though  tliat 

bee 
B^^o  to  suspect  my  trouth  and  honestie, 
Which  jou  of  friendship  I  know  wyll  defend,  how 

so  ever  the  world  goeth ; 
Mjfriendyformy  honestie  will  you  nat  takeanothe? 
AriBm  To  sweare  for  jour  honestie,  I  should 

lose  mine  owne. 
Carii.  Should  you  so  indeede?  I  would  that 
were  knowpe. 
fs  yoer  vojrde  friendship  come  thus  to  passe  ? 
^ia,  I  folow  the  proverbe :  Amicus  tuqtte  ad 

aunu, 
Cma^  Where  can  you  say  I  ever  lost  mine 

honestie? 
ArtB,  You  never  lost  it,  for  you  never  had  it, 

as  farre  as  I  know. 
CariM,  Say  you  so,  friend  Aristippus,  whom  I 

trust  so  well  ? 
jiru.  Because  you  trust  me,  to  you  the  truth  I 

tell. 
Carif.   Wyll  you  not  stretche  one  poynt,  to 

brmg  mee  in  favour  agayne  ? 
Jris-  I  lo^e  no  stretching,  so  I  may  breede 

myne  owne  payne. 
CoTAS.  A  friend  ought  to  shonne  no  payne,  to 
Stand  his  friend  in  stead. 


ArU,  Where  true  friendship  as,  it  is  so  in  very 

deede. 
CurU,  Why,  sir,  hath  not  the  chaine  of  true 

friendship  linked  us  two  together  ? 
ArU.  The  chiefest  iinke,  lacked  therof,  it  must 
•  needs  desever. 

Cutis,  What  Iinke  is  that?  faine  would  I  know, 
Aris,  Honestie. 
Caris.  Doth  honestie  knit  the  perfect  knot  in 

true  friendsliip  ? 
Aris»  Yea,  truely,  and  that  knot  so  knit  wylt 

never  slippe. 
Caris.  Belike  then,  there  is  no  friendship  but 

betweeue  honest  men. 
Aris.  Betwene  the  honest  only ;  for,  amicitid 

inter  bonos,  ^^  saith  a  learned  man. 
Caris.  Yet  erell  men  use  friendship  in  things 

unhonest,  wher  fancy  doth  serve. 
Aris,  That  is  no  friendship,  but  a  lewde  likeiog^ 

it  lastes  but  a  while. 
Caris.  What  is  the  perfectst  friendship  among 

men  that  ever  grew? 
Aris.  Where  men  love  one  another,  not  for 

profit,  but  for  vertue. 
Caris,  Are  such  friendes  both  alike  in  joy^  and 

also  in  smarte  ? 
Aris.  They  must  needs,  for  in  two  bodies  they 

have  but  one  harte. 
Caris.  Friend  Aristippus,  deceave  me  not  with 
sophistrie ; 
Is  there  no  perfect  friendship,  but  where  is  vertua 
and  honestie  ? 
Aris.  What  a  devell  then  ment  Carisuphus 
To  joyne  in  friendship  with  fine  Aristippus? 
In  whom  is  as  much  vertue,  trueth,  and  honestie, 
As  there  are  true  fethers  in  the  three  Crames  of 

the  Vintrce :  ** 
Yet  their**  fethers  have  the  shadow  of  lively  fe- 
thers, the  truth  to  scan. 
But  Carisophus  hath  not  the  shadowc  of  an  ho- 
nest man. 
To  be  pjayne,  because  I  know  thy  villany. 
In  abusinge  Pionisius  to  many  mens  injury. 
Under  the  cloke  of  friendship  I  playd  with  bis  head. 
And  sought  meanes  how  thou  with  thine  owne 

fancy  might  be  lead : 
My  friendship  thou  soughtest  for  thine  own  com- 
moditie. 


**  Diomithts—hoiik  the  4toi  read  IVhicke.    The  alteration  by  Mr  Dodsley. 
*>  B«iMM— bonus.    Both4to9« 

^  1%e  three  Craints  of  the  Flbtfree— sometimes  called  New  Queen  Street,  where  there  seems  to  have 
bc^  the  sign  of  the  three  Cnmes,   Ben  Jonson  mentions  this  place  in  The  Devil  is  an  Ass,  A.  1 .  Sj.  1. : 

*'  From  tbeace  shoot  the  bridge  child,  to  the  Cranes  of  the  Vintry, 
And  see  there  the  gimblets  how  they  make  their  eutry  !'" 

Slew  says,  it  was  a  place  of  some  account  for  the  Costermongers,  who  had  ware-honses  there ;  and  it 
appears  from  Dekkar's  Belman  of  London,  Sign.  JS  3,  that  the  be^rs  of  his  time  called  one  of  their  pUccs 
pfnmdezvous  by  this  name.  w  xieir— these,  ist  edit* 
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M  worTdlf  mm  dm^  Vy  wofiter  metanring  mMe  i 
Which  I  perceavxng,  to  the  lyke  m^setfe  I  framed^ 
Vfheftm,  I  kiw$f,  of  ili€  vvise  I  shall  ivot  he 

hkraoed; 
If  joa  ask  iBe,  Qum^  f  I  anMrtr,  Quhi  prndmtk 

est  multum  diuimutare. 
T(f  fl^Kake  more  pkynar,  as  (he  prorerh  doA  goy 
In  fctfth  Carisophiis,  cum  cretenae  ereiue : 
Tet  s  p«rrect  fricttda  I  shew  myselfe  to  tketf  in 

one  tbiney 
1  dooi  msft  fHseembRs,  now  Iwjl  myA  not  sfieake 

for  thee  to  the  king : 
Therfore  smke  in  thy  soivawy  I  doo  net  ioookve 

thee, 
A  Dedbe  kna^e  I  foand  thee^  a  fake  kaa^  I  le^ve 

thee.  [Exii. 

C^rk*  He  \^  gone !  is  this  fneadship  to  teava 

hb  friend  i«  f he  plaine  fielde  r 
Wctt,  I  see  now  I  myselfe  have  heguylde, 
Id  matching  with  that  false  fox  in  amitie. 
Which  hath  me  ased  to  his  own  cemfnodrtie  s 
Which  seeing  me  ift  discrtisse)  unfainedly  goes  hb 

wayes, 
Ipe  this  13  the  perfect  frieddship  among  men  now 


Wludf  kinde  of  friendship  towttrd  him  I  used 

seeretly ; 
And  he  with  the  1^  hat^  i«qakedf  me  craf- 


It  is  the  gods  jadgment,  I  setf  it  pla^ntfly, 

Far  aU  the  warMa  tukj  know,  Incidi  m  fitf€dm 

quamfecL 
Well^  I  mast  concent  myselfe,  none  oth6r  helpe  I 

know, 
UntB  m  ttiar  jer  gale  of  winde  mAy  happe  to  blowe. 

[Exit. 

Enter  EuBtrLca. 

Euh,  Who  detdes  with  kinges  in  scatters  of 

great  waight, 
When  froward  wyll  doth  beard  the  chafest  swaj, 
Must  yeM  of  fovde,  there  neede  no  snbtile  steigjh^ 
Ne  planted  **  speiMeh  the  matter  to  conm^. 
Ko  prayer  can  modre  when  ^mfled  is  the  ire» 
The  mora  ye  <)uc!ncb',  the  more  increased  itf  the 

fire. 
TWe  fhiago  I  prwc  m  Kihrns^  wofal  case. 
Whose  heavy  hap  with  teares  I  doo  himent: 
The  day  is  come,  when  he  in  Damon's  place» 
Must  lole  his  life  ;  the  time  is  fully  spc»it : ' 
Nought  can  mj  words  now  with  the  kiuK  prevaile. 
Against  tlie  wind  and  strivingje  stream'^  I  sayle : 
For  die  thou  must,  alas !  th<ra  sely  Greeke. 
Ah,  Piihias,  now  come  is  thy  dolefull  houre : 
A  perfect  friend,  fk)ne  such  in  a  world  to  seeko. 
Though  bitter  death  shall  geve  thee  saute  ImII 


Tf  t  f«  thy  fMk  e«r^  Mi  be  ^  ftaiae^ 
Among  the  gods,  within  the  banker  ef  fkme. 
Who  kwM««8i  fabeiad^lBMl  wiH  itai'flBtete  in  MMtl 
Hia  gildassfr  bload  ihtdl  tiMle  45WM^qd«l^ 

itien  the  l(f  nset  singe. 

MiM^  wUt  hBff^  km  MiM^  po&te  Fimrn^  flo» 

to  die ; 
W»m9^thth€  mm  it>hidi  f^  M  SMfi  kM gd^ 
ven  ttf  cotfje  to  crie, 
Eak  Metkknke  t  kiat^,  tirifh  pUm  Pmeg 
hearet^ 
The  Mu$e$  from  thik'i^tHy  thf  Hmte  i&m&i^t 
Among  which  utrte^  atone  thai  m&thetk  Unth  harte. 
In  ihUful  ivnUs  mtfidfiitfil  ^eati  dpttrttL 
Muses.  Wo  wofth  ike  iMn^  Stt. 
Bob.  With  yekm  rented  htam^  eoite  on  yo% 

Ft/llnow'fuSf  hreast  with  ht&lnf  tunet^  to  me  your 

phhrt0  Hselgne : 
For  Pithuu  I  hewayu^  which  pr^tthftfy  must  die^ 
Woworth  the  mtfn  i»hi(fhj&^  kif  dMh^  flee 
Muses.  Wo  worth  the  man,  &c. 
£ub.  W^  ^t^  ff*ck  a  mufif  thdt  toeikld  dk^fit^ 
Mtfrkndf 
I  thinke  evenjhm  the  kevifem  dh&t^  the  godt 

didktm  Oimme  tende, 
2V  tkew  tmeJ¥ienMip*$  pamtr^  MkhfoNt  thee 

now  to  die* 
W&tkrHktke  mm  Mkkfofil^  de^h,  &6, 
Moses.  Wo  worth  the  man,  Ike, 
£iib.  What  tigd^i  whelp  tMg  he,  that  Bamdh 
dWw  accote  w 
What  faith  hatt  thou,  which  for  thy  friend  thy 

death  dott  Hot  titfiaef 
O  heavy  happe  hadtt  th<m  to  piay  fills  tra^fdie  ! 
W&  worth  the  man,  &c. 
Muses.  Worth  the  man,  tec. 
Eub.  Thou  young  and  w&rthie  Chtekej  that 
thowett  iuth  perfect  l&oe, 
*rhe  godb  teceefot  thy  m^te  ghoit  int^  the  Jtew 

tent  above : 
Xfiy  death  we  thail  lament  toith  many  a  nfeepit^e 

eye. 
Wo  worth  the  man,  which  for  hit  death,  &e. 
Muses.  Wo  worth  the  mdn,  which  fit  hit  death 

hath  gtven  «t  cante  to  ctie, 
Eub,  Etemiul  be  your  futad^  ye  Hosa^  for 
that  in  miserie 
Ye  did  vouchsafe  to  suayaa  your  notes  to  waike ; . 
My  harte  is  rent  in  two  with  this  miserable  case, 
Yet  am  I  charged  by  Dionisius'  mouthy  to  se  tbb 

place 
At  all  poynts  ready  for  the  execution  of  Fithias, 
,^cedc  hath  no  law :  wyll  ^*  I,  ornii  I,  it  mnH 

be  done, 
BoC  loa,  the  Uoodia  midiilar  ii  i*ven  here  at  hand^^ 


^  i^tf^fHffrf— vaunted,  9d  cdit« 

"  fTlfU  /,  or  nil  I-  -  -Wl^cthcr  I  wiU  or  not. 


I'  Strcames,  2d  edit, 


E«v«>»s*3 


HAHOH  AlfD  PITHUS. 


» 


Si^Av  Amah  WA 

If  an  iIiIb^  «ra  well  appojiited  fdr  the  execo- 

UOQ  of  Kthim ; 
ne  klflge  Mnselfe  will  m  it  done  h^re  in  thb 

DbMce. 
'  Onm.  Wy  «H  iMngn  «re  ready;  bere  it  the 

place,  |)ere  is  ^  hand^  here  is  the  sword* 
Here  faaeth  lum  Irat  Pitbiai^  whose  head  at  a 

worde, 
If  he  laere  pceseat,  I  cotHd  findj  strike  of: 
Yoo  tqaj  reporte,  that  all  thing^s  are  ready. 
Emk  T  go  with  heary  harte  ta  report  it.    Ah, 

wofpU  Pithias ! 
Fan  neare  now  is  thj  misery.  [£71*^. 

Gron.  I  mairett  very  qsoch,  under  vh^  opn- 

stilatkm 
All  hangmen  are  borne,  for  they  are  hated  of  aO^ 

belof ed  ef  none : 
Which  h&tr^  is  showed  \?y  this  potnt  evidently, 
The  hangman  alwayes  dwelles  in  the  vilest  place 

ofdiecitie: 
Hiat  SQcfa  spight  shoald  be^  i  Imow  no  canse  why, 
Unletse  k  tefor  their  offioeTs  sake,  which  is  cruel 

and  bloody; 
Tet  some  men  must  do  it,  to  execpte  lawes. 
Methinke  they  hat6  me  withoot  any  jqst  cause. 
Bat  I  must  looke  to  my  tovle,  I^thiat  piust  lose 

his  bead  at  one  blow, 
Eb  te  boyes  wyll  stone  me  to  death  in  the  streat 

as  I  go. 
Bst  harke,  the  prisoner  come|h,  and  the  kinge  also; 
I  ffee  th^re  is  no  help,  Pitfaias  his  life  must  forgo. 

Here  entreth  Dionisius  ami  Evbvlus. 
Dum.  Bring  faith  Pithia%  that  pleasant  con- 


Wbich  tobke  mee  at  my  worde^  and  became 

pledsa  £»r  J>aiaiOQ. 
It  prid^eto*^  fast  upon  noon^  I  doo  him  no 

iniuria, 
If  now  he  lose  lus  head,  for  so  he  raiiiieated  me. 
If  Dasion  ra^uve  not,  which  mom  ia  Oreeoe  ia 

fall  menr: 
TUfefiNv  ^Ml  Pithiw  pay  hk  death,  and  that  by 

aJodhr. 
H«choi^halii«,  If  Daaoonweieentaf  tfaeckie, 
I  voakl  not  pnt  hkn  to  cieath,  for  aome  fboliahe 

pitie:  • 
But  JtaiaK  ianraa  laa  niaeir^  Iwyllaotbamockt. 

,  heahittdied 
Bnag  him  forth. 

Here  entreth  SsaK 

^In^  Oeva  pboe,  let  the  piiiOMr  cone  1^,  give 
place. 


^■^er  PiTaiAf  aM(  SnBMisaiaw 

Dim.  Smt  say  ^roa,  «r,  where  is  Daman  yaar 

trustie  fnend? 
You  ham  pli^d  a  wise  part;  I  make  God  a  wvmt 
Tou  know  what  time  a  day  it  is,  make  you  ready. 
Pidk  l|ast  leadv  I  am,  aiightie  kipgp  aiid  aaatt 

willing  also. 
For  my  true  friend  DaoMM,  thb  tife  to  famo, 
Even  at  your  pleasure. 
Dm.  A  true  friendl  a  fiOae  traylar,  that  so  ' 

breaketh  his  oth ; 
Hhm  Shalt  lose  thy  ItfB^  thoa|^  thoo  be  vaaer  fo 

k)th. 
PM,  I  am  not  loth  la  doo  what  so  evert 

aayda, 
Ne  at  this  present  pinch  of  death  am  I  dismayde: 
The  gods  now  I  know  have  heard  asy  E&rwmti. 

prayer, 
That  they  have  reserved  me  to  this  passyoge  great 

honour^ 
To  die  for  my  friend,  whose  faith  even  aow  I  doo 

not  mistniste. 
My  friead  J>amon  ia  no  IWae  trayto«r,  be  ia  tiuo 

and  juste : 
Bat  ikh  he  it  no  god,  but  a  ana,  he  auit  doo  aa 

he  may, 
The  wiude  may  bo  ceotrary,  ackaaa  may  lot  hHB,^ 

or  some  misadventare  by  the  way. 
Which  the  eteriMll  goda  tounie  att  to  my  giorie. 
That  &me  may  resound  bew  Pitbiaa  fur  Damo» 

did  die: 
Ha  breaketh  00  oth,  wbioh  doth  as  asodi  as  he 

can, 
Hisniodeisheare^hehathtomalet,  ketsbat* 

man. 
That  he  might  not  rstome,  of  aU  the  gods  I  did 

require^ 
MTfaioh  now  to  my  joy  do^'  graant  my  desire. 
But  why  do  I  stay  any  bn^,  seciug  that  one  maaV 


May  Sttffise,  O  king,  to  pacific  thy  wrath? 

O  thou  minister  of  juatioa^  doo  thyne  office  by' 

and  by. 
Let  not  thy  head  tremble,  for  I  tremMe  not  to  die. 
8tephaao,  the  right  patrooe  of  trae  fidaiid^ 
ComoBCod  me  to  thy  master,  my  sweet  Damon^ 

and  of  him  crave  liberties 
When  I  am  dead,  in  my  name;  for  thy  trustie 


Oh  my  DaBM>n,  farewell  now  for  ever,  atrae  fHend 

to  me  most  deare ; 
Whyles  lyf^B  doth  taste,  qiy  moath  skdl  s^  laike 

of  thee, 
And  when  I  am  dead,  my  simpie  g^a^  troe  wib» 

nesof  amide^ 


^  Pridxik-A.  e.  it  rideikjkd  apoa  noon.    The  word  is  used  by  Spenser,  and  many  of  ear  ancleai 
^  £,e<  Aim— ke.  hinder  him.  f  >  Da<-doth.    Both4toa. 
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Sbdl  hoover  about  tha  place  wheresoever  thoa 

bee. 
Dion,  Eubulusy  this  geere  is  straunge,  and  jet 

because 
Damon  hath  f aist  his  faith^  Pithias  shall  have  the 

lawe. 
Gronnoy  dispoyle  hym,  and  eke  dispatch  him 

quickly. 
Gron,  It  shal  be  done.    Since  you  came  into 

this  place, 
I  might  have  stroken  off  seven  heades.  in  this 

space. 
By'r  lady,  here  are^ood  garments,  these  are  myne 

by  the  mode, 
It  is  an  evyll  winde  that  bloweth  no  man  good. 
Kow  Pithias  kneele  downe,  aske  me  blessyng,  like 

a  pretie  boy. 
And  with*a  trise,  thy  head  from  thy  shoulders  I 

wyll  convay. 

•  Here  entreih  Damon  runningy  and  ttaye$  the 
$mord. 

Dam.  Stay,  stay,  stay !  for  the  kioge*s  advan* 

tage  stay ! 
O  mightie  kvng,  myne  appointed  time  is  not  yet 

fully  past; 
Within  the  compasse  of  myoe  houre,  loe  here  I 

come  at  last 
A  life  I  owe,  and  a  life  I  will  you  pay. 
Oh !  my  Pithias,  my  noble  pledge,  my  constant 

f  riende ; 
Ah !  wo  is  me;  for  Damon's  sake,  how aeare  were 

thou  to  thy  ende. 
Geve  fdace  to  me,  this  rowme  h  myne,  on  this 

stage  must  I  play. 
Damon  1p  the  man,  none  ought  but  he  to  Diooi- 

sius  his  blood  to  pay. 
6Von.  Are  you  come,  sir!  you  might  have  tatned, 

if  yon  liad  bene  wyse. 
For  your  hastie  commiiig  you  are  lyke  to  know 

the  prise. 
Pith,  O  thou  cruel  minister,  why  didst  not  thou 

thine  office  ? 
Did  not  I  bidde  thee  make  hast  in  any  wyse  ? 
Hast  thou  spared  to  kill  me  once,  that  I  may  die 

twyse? 
Not  to  die  for  my  friend  is  present 'death  to  me ; 

and  alus ! 
Shall  I  see  my  sweet  Damon  slaine  before  my 

facer 
What  double  death  is  this  ?  But,  O  mightie  Dior 

nisius, 
Doo  true  justice  now,  way  this  aright,  thou  noble 

£ubulus ; 
Let  mee  have  no  wronge  as  now  standes  the  case, 
Damon  ought  not  to  die,  but  Pithias : 
By  misadventure,  not  by  his  wyll,  his  how  re  is  past; 

therefore  I, 
Because  be  came  not  at  his  just  tyroe,  ought  justly 

to  die. 


So  was  my  promiie,  so  was  thy  promise,  O  kynge' 

All  this  courte  can  beare  witnesse  of  thu  tliinge.^ 

Dam,  Kot  so,  O  mightie  kynge,  to  justice  it  if 

contrarie. 
That  for  an  other  man's  fanlte  the  innocent  should 

die : 
Ne  yet  is  my  time  playnly  expirde,  it  is  not  fttUy 

noone 
Of  this  my  day  appointed,  by  all  the  cloekes  in 

the  towne. 
Pitht  Beleeve  no  clocke,  the  houre  is  past  by 

the  Sonne. 
Dam.  Ah!  my  Pithias,  shalf  we  nowbreake  the- 

bondes  of  amitie  ? 
Will  you  now  overthwart  mee,  whiche  heretofons 

so  well  did  asree  ? 
Pith,  My  Damon,  tne  goddes  forbid  but  wee 

sliould  agree ; 
Therefore  agree  to  this,  let  me  perfounne  the  pro- 
mise I  made  for  thee. 
Let  mee  die  for  thee ;  doo  mee  not  that  injurie, 
Both  to  breake  my  promise,  and  to  suBer  mee  too 

sec  thee  die, 
Whome  so  dearly  I  love :  this  small  request  grannt 

mee, 
I  shall  never  aske  thee  more,  my  desire  id  bat 

friendly ; 
Doo  me  this  honour,  that  fame  may  reporte 

triumphantly, 
That  Pithias  for  his  friendii  Damon  was  contented 

to  die. 
Dam,  That  you  were  contented  for  me  to  dj%. 

famecannot  denic ; 
Yet  fame  shall  never  touch  me  with  such  a  vil- 

lanie, 
To  rcporte  that  Damon  did  suffer  his  friend  Pi- 
thias, for  him,  piltles  to  die ; 
Therefore  content  thyselfe,  the  gods  requite  thy 

constant  faith, 
None  but  Damon's  bloud  can  appease  Diqnisius' 

wraths 
And  now,  O  mightie  kinge,  to  yon  my  talke  I 

convay, 
Becaose  you  gave  me  leave  my  worldly  things  to 

To  requite  that  good  tonme  ere  I  die,  tor  yotir 

behalfc  this  I  say. 
Although  your  regall  state  dameFortone  decketh  so. 
That  like  a  kinge  in  worldly  wealth  abondaotly 

ye  floe, 
Yei  fickle  is  the  grounde  whereon  alltirantstreade, 
A  thousand  sundrie  cares  and  feares  doo  haunt . 

their  restlesse  head ; 
No  trustie  band,  no  faithfull  friendes  doo  garde 

thy  hatefull  stale. 
And  why?  whom  men  obey  for  deadly  feare^  sure 

them  they  deadly  hate. 
That  you  may  safely  raigiie,  by  love  get  friends^ 

whose  constant  faith 
Wyll  never  favle,  this  counsell  geves  poore  Damoa 

at  bis  death: 
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¥nmdm  «re  die  amtst  gMe  for  kiiige%  gold  in 

time  dooi^  ware  away, 
Aad  other  predons  tfaingefl  doo  fade,  friendship 

/irfU  never  decaj. 
iiapi  fneDM  in  store  dierefore,  so  shall  jou  safely 

sleape; 
HaBPe  frieodea  at  homey  of  forraioe  foes  so  aeede 

JOU  take  no  keepe. 
AbaodoB  flatriog  toogeef>  whose  chuJLes  (ruth 

never  tels; 
Abate  the  yU,  advance  the  good,  in  whome  dame 

Venue  dwels; 
Let  dwm  tout  playfelowes  Bd:  but,  O  jou  earthlj 

Year  eve  defence  and  stroege^t'  prde  stands 

dii«fy  in  faithfnU  friendes; 
Then  get  too  friends  by  Mberall  deedes;  and  here 

X  make  an  eiuie. 
Accept  this  counaeliy  mighde  king^  of  Oamony  Pi- 

thias' fnende. 
Oh!  mj  Pithiasy  now  farewell  for  ever;  let  me 

k^  thee  or''  I  die, 
Myaoiile  shall  honour  thee^  thy  constant  faith 

i^ove  the  heavens  shall  flie. 
Come,  Gronno^  doo  thine  office  now ;  why  is  thy 

Goioorsodead^ 
My  neck  is  so  short,  that  thou  wilt  never  have  ho- 

nestie  ia  striking  of  this  head.^ 
Diom.  Eubulos,  my  spintes  are  sodenly  appaul- 

ed>  my  Hmes  waze  weake, 
Ibis  strannge  friendship  amaseth  me  so^  that  I  can 

scarse  sneake. 
Pi^A.  OmightielLinge,  let  some  pittie  your  noble 

haAemeeve! 
YoQ  reqoh^  but  one  man*s  death,  take  Pilhias,  let 

Damon  Hve. 
JEub.  O  unspeakable  frieedslMp'! 
Disk.  Not  so^  he  hath  not  omdcd,  there  is  no 

cause  why 
My  casMtant  friend  Fitfaias  for  Damon's  sake 

should  die. 
Ala%  he  is  but  yooag,  he  may  doo  good  to  many. 
ThoQ  cowarde  minister,  why  doest  thou  not  let 

meedie? 
Gron,  My  hand  with  soden  feare  qnivereth. 
PM.  O  aoble  kinge.  shewe  mercy  npon  DaiPon, 

let  Pithias  die. 


Dum.  8tav,  Gronno,  my  flesh  trembletk    En- 

bulus,  what  shall  I  doo  ? 
Were  there  ever  such  friendes  on  earth  as  were 

these  two  ? 
What  harte  is  so  crueU  that  would  devide  them 

asunder  ? 
O  noble  friendship^  I  must  yield,  at  thy  force  I 

wonder. 
My  hart  this  rare  friendship  hath  pearst  to  the 

roote. 
And  (|ueaGhed  all  my  fury,  this  sight  hscth.broogbt 

this  about, 
Which  thy  grave  coUnsell,  Eebnlus,  and  learned 

perswasion  could  never  doo. 
O  noble  i^tiemen,  the  immortal  gods  above 
Uath  Blade  you  play  this  tragedie,  I  think,  for  my 

behove : 
Before  this  day,  I  never  knew  what  perfect  friend- 
ship ment ; 
My  cruell  mind  to  bloudy  deedes  was  full  and 

wholy  beote ; 
My  fearefull  life  I  thought  with  terroor  to  de»  j 

fende; 
But  now  I  see  there  is  no  garde  unto  a  faithfull 

friend. 
Which  wyll  not  spare  his  lyfe  at  time  of  present 

neede; 

0  happie  kinges,who  in  your  ooortes  have  two  snch 

friends  indeed ! 

1  honour  friendship  now,  which  that  you  nwy 

playnly  see, 
Damon,  mve  thou  thy  lyfe,  from  death  I  pardon 

thee ; 
For  which  good  toume,  I  crave  this  bonoor  doe 

me  lend,* 
Oh  friendly  hart,  let  me  linke  with  you,  to  you^' 

make  me  the  third  frieode. 
My  oonrte  is  yours,  dwell  here  with  mee,  by  my 

conunission  large, 
Myself,  my  realme,  my  welth,  my  health,  I  oonh> 

mit  to  your  charge : 
Make  me  athirde  friend,  more  shall  I  joye  in  that 


Then  to  be  called,  as  I  am,  Dionisios^  the  mi^tie 
kinge. 
Jhm*  O  mightie  kin^  first' for  my  lyfe  most 
humble  thankes  I  geve^ 


^Do0»^oo,  1st  edit. 


»3  0r^-eie,8dedit. 


Mm  mtk  it  m  shorty  tkat  iksu  wgU  ngver  km>e  kmttstie  ta  tiriking  oftkU  kead^i.  e.  thou  wilt  derive  ao 
froa  striking  off  a  bead  so  dlsadvantageoosly  placed  from  toe  porpoee  of  decollation.    MomneieUf 


Wtm  aacicatly  slgDiied/aaie,  or  rcputaiiony  in  the  dexterous  execution  or  any  nodertakU^,  whether  ho« 
•avable,  or  the  contrary.    Honesty  seems  here  to  be  used  with  the  French  meaning.    S. 

la  tUs  instance,  the  author  appears  to  have  liad  l^ore  him  the  speech  which  Sir  Thomias  More  made 
pt  UsezeaitfoB.  Fa/T,  hi  bis  Chroaiele,  tempore  Heary  VIII.  p,  ttd.  says,  **  Also  the  haivman  kneled 
^mm  tm  hha,  askyag  him  fbrgeveaes  of  his  death,  (as  the  manner  is)  i  to  whom  he  sayed,  I  mgeve  thee^ 
^ni  I  pcMsiie  tiiee,  that  tboa  shalt  never  have  kvnaiit  ofitkt  ttnfkyng  tfmjf  ^ad^  mjf  aecfte  it  to  t\or{^** 

^  TeyM— (wo  to,84edit. 
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And  neit,  I  prayse  the  immortall  gods  that  did 
your  hnrte  so  meve, 

That  you  would  have  respect  to  friendship's  hea- 
venly lore, 

Forsetng  wel  he  need  not  feare  whidi  hath  tnie 
friends  in  store. 

For  my  parl^  most  noble  kinj;,  as  a  third  friend, 
welcom  to  our  friendly  societie ; 

But  yon  must  forget  you  are/i  kmg,  for  friendship 
standes  in  true  equalitie. 
Dion.  Unequall  though  I  be  in  great  posses- 
sions, 

Yet  foil  equall  shall  you  iinde  me  in  my  changed 
conditions. 

Hrrannie,  flatterie,  oppression,  ioe  hear  I  cast 
away; 

Justice,  truth,  love,  friendship,  shall  be  my  joy : 

True  friendship  wyl  I  honour  unto  my  live's  end, 

My  greatest  glorie  shal  be  to  be  counted  a  perfect 
frieniie. 
Fith.  For  this  your  deede,  most  noble  king,  the 
gods  advance  your  name; 

And  since  to  friendship's  lore  you  list  your  prince- 
ly hatte  to  frame, 

With  joyful  hdrt,  O  kinge,  most  wellcome  now  to 
me, 

With  you  wyll  1  knit  the  perfect  knot  of  amitie : 

Wherein  I  sliall  enstruct  you  so,  and  Damon  here 
your  friend, 

That  you  may  know  of  amitie  the  mightie  force, 
and  eke  the  joyful  end. 

And  bow  that  kinges  doo  stand  uppon  a  fickle 
ground, 

Within  whose  rcalme  at  time  of  need  no  faithfuU 
friends  are  fouude.  * 
Dion*  Your  instruction  wyll  I  folow,  to  you  my- 
self I  dou  cumniite. 

Eubulus,  make  haste  to  set  new  apparell  fitte 

For  my  new  friends. 
Eub,  I  go  with  joyful  hart;  O  hsppie  day! 

[Exit. 
Gron.  I  am  glade  to  heare  this  word ;  though 
their  lives  they  do  not  leese, 

It  is  no  reason^  the  hangman  should  lose  his 
fees : 

These  are  mine,  I  am  gone  with  a  trise.     [Exit, 

Here  entreih  Eubulcs  with  new  garmentes, 

Dion.  Put  on  these  garmentes  now,  goe  in  with 

me,  the  jewelles  of  my  court. 
Dam,  and  Pith.  We  go  with  joyful!  harts. 
Sleph,  Oh  Damon,  my  deare  master,  in  all  this 

joy  remember  me. 
Dion.  My  friend  Damon,  he  asketh  reason. 
Dam,  Stephano,  for  thy  good  service,  be  thou 

free.  [Exeunt  all  hut  Stepbako. 

Steph.  O  most  happie,  pleasant,  joyf  ull,  and 

triumphant  day ! 


Poore  Stephano  now  shall  live  in  continuall  joy: 
Five  le  roy,  with  Damon  and  Pithios,  in  perfect 

amitie. 
Vive  tu  Stephano,  in  thy  oleasant  liberalitie : 
Wherein  I  joy  as  much  as  ne  that  hath  a  conquest 

wonne ; 
I  am  a  frefe  man,  none  so  mery  as  I  now  under 

the  Sonne. 
Farewel,  my  lords,  nowe  the  gods  graunt  yon  al 

the  som  of  perfect  amitie. 
And  me  longe  to  enjoy  my  longe-desired  libertie. 

[ExU. 

Heare  entreih  Eobulus  beatyng  Carisophus. 

Emb,  Away,viUaine,away;  you  flatringe  parasite. 
Away,  the  plague  of  this  courte :  thy  filed  tongue, 

that  forged  lies. 
No  more  here  slmll  doo  hurt ;  away,  false  sico- 

phant,  wilt  thou  not  ? 
Carii,  I  am  gone,  sir,  seeing  it  b  the  kinges 

pleasure. 
Why  whyp  ye  me  albne }  a  plague  take  Damon 

and  Pithias,  since  they  came  hither 
I  am  driven  to  seke  releefe  abrod,  alas !  I  knoir 

not  whither. 
Yet,  Eubulus,  though  I  be  gone,  hereaAer  time 

shall  trie, 
Tliere  shall  be  found,  even  in  this  courte,  as  great 

flauerers  as  I. 
Well,  for  a  while  I  wyll  forgo  the  courte,  thou^ 

to  my  great  payne ; 
I  doubt  not  but  to  spie  a  time  when  I  may  creepe 

in  againe.  [Exit, 

Eub.  The  serpent  that  eatet  men  alive,  flat- 
tery, with  all  her  broode, 
Is  whipte  away  in  princes  oourtes,  whiche  yet 

did  never  g^od. 
What  force,  wliat  mighty  power,  true  friendship 

may  possesse, 
To  all  the  worlde,  Dionisius*  courte  now  playnely 

doth  expresse. 
Who  since  to  faithful!  friendes  he  gave  his  wil- 

Ivng  eare, 
Moet  safely  sitteth  in  his  seate,  and  slcepes  de- 

void  of  feare. 
Pourged  is  the  courte  of  vice,  since  friendship  en- 

tred  in, 
Tiranuie  quailes,  be  studietli  now  with  love  ecbe 

hart  to  win; 
Vertue  is  had  in  price,  and  hath  his  just  rewarde ; 
And  painted  speache,  that  gloseth  for  gayne,  from 

gif^s  is  quite  debar*d. 
One  loveth  another  now  for  vertue,  not  for  gayne ; 
Where  vertue  doth  not  knit  the  knot,  there  friend- 
ship caimot  raigne ; 
Without  the  whiche,  no  house,  no  land,  nc  king- 
dome  can  endure, 
As  necessarie  for  man*s  lyfe,  as  water,  ayre,  an^ 

fier, 


f^  No  reofoa— not  reason,  1st  edi^ 


Edwabds.] 


DAMON  AND  PITHIAS. 


99 


Whidi  ffaroeth  the  minde  of  man,  all  honest 
thiacres  to  doo ; 

Uobon^t  thinges  friendshippe  ne  craveth  ne  yet 
consents  thereto. 

In  wealth  a  double  joye,  in  woe  a  present  stay, 

A  sweete  compagnion  in  each  state  true  friend- 
ship 13  alway : 

A  sure  defence  for  kinges,  a  perfect  trustie 
bende, 

A  force  to  assayle,  a  shielde  to  defende  the  ene- 
mies cruell  hande, 

A  rare,  and  yet  the  greatest  gifl  that  God  can 
*  geve  to  man : 

So  rare,  that  scarce  four  couple'of  faithful  friends 
have  ben  since  the  worlde  began. 

A  gift  90  strange,  and  of  such  price,  I  wish  all 
kyngs  to  have ; 

But  dnefely  yet,  as  duetie  bindeth,  I  humbly 
crave, 

Tme  friendship  and  true  friendes^  full  fraught 
with  constant  faith, 

Tlie  geter  of  friends,  the  Lord,  grant  her,  most 
noble  qoeene  Elisabeth. 


The  last  Songe; 

The  ttrongett  gartU  that  kynget  can  have^ 
Are  constant  friends  their  state  to  save : 
True friendes are  constant  both  in  word  and  deede^ 
Truefriendes  are  present,  and  helpe  at  each  neede : 
Truefriendes  talketruely,  they  glosefor  no  gayne. 
When  treasure  consumeth,  truefriendes  wyUre- 

mayne : 
Truefriendes  for  their  true  prince  refuseth  not 

.  their  death : 
The  Lord  graunt  her  such  friendes,  most  noble 

queene  Elizabeth. 

Longe  may  she  goveme  in  honour  and  wealthy 
Voide  of  all  sicknesse,  in  most  perfect  health  : 
Which  health  to  prolonged  as  true  friends  require, 
God  graunt  she  may  have  her  owne  hc^tes  desire : 
Which  friendes  wyll  defend  with  most  itedfast 

faith. 
The  iorde  graunt  her  $uch  friendes,  most  noble 
queene  Elizabeth. 


EDITIONS. 

(1.)  ^  The  excellent  Comedie  of  two  the  moste  faithfuUest  freendes  Damon  and  Pithias.  Newly 
imprinted  as  the  same  was  shewed  before  the  queeiies  majestie,  by  the  children  of  her  graces  chap- 
peil,  except  the  prolo^e,  that  is  somewhat  altered  for  the  proper  use  of  them  that  hereafter  Bhall 
bave  occasion  to  plcue  it  either  in  private  or  open  audience.  Made  by  Maister  Efiwards,  then  be- 
ynee  maister  of  tne  children,  1571.  Imprintea  at  London,  in  Fleetelane,  by  Richard  Jones,  and  are 
Co  be  9olde  at  his  shop  joyning  to  the  south-west  doore  of  Paule*s  churche.'^    4to,  black  letter. 

(9.)  Another  edition  in  4to,  B.  I*  1589.    Both  in  Mc  Oarrick's  collection. 
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Tbit  dnuDfttic  piece  b  the  first  peribrniaiiGe  which  appeared  in  £o^4  tmder  the  oame  of  a 
coinedj.  ^t  a  former  editor  of  it  (Mr  Uawkiat)  obienret,  **  There  tft  a  veio  of  familiar  hutnour  in 
this  plaj,  and  a  load  of  grotesme  tmaceiy  aot  antike  some  parts  of  Aristophanes,  but  without  those 
graces  of  language  and  metre  tor  mhkA  tlie  Greek  oonwdlaB  was  atauaeatly  distinguished.''  The  au- 
thor of  it  is  wMly  oaknowii.  In  the  tiltoyage  he  is  only  stiled  Mr  S^Mff  ■aafr  of  arts;  and  we 
are  informed  it  was  acted  at  Chnstfs  College,  Caaafatidee.  ,     . 

The  former  edition  of  this  play,  and  that  of  Mr  Hawkins,  were  bothpnaied  from  a  re^blication 
in  the  year  1601,  full  of  every  kind  of  errors,  and  some  of  them  so  gross  as  to  render  the  sense  of 
the  author  totally  nnintelii^ble.  The  present  is  given  from  a  copy  printed  in  the  year  1575,  which 
is  probably  the  6nt  edition ;  although  Chelweod,  in  his  Biilish  Theatre,  hath  set  down  the  dates  of 
155  J  and  1559 :  but  these,  like  some  of  the  editions  of  Shakespeare's  plays,  ennmerated  in  that  work, 
are  supposed  never  to  have  existed  but  in  the  compiler's  own  imaginatioB. 


TEE  NAMES  OF  THE  SPEAKERS  OF  THIS  CC»f£DIE. 


Diccov,'  tkcBedlem,* 

Hodge,  Gammer  Gurion*$  Servamie,'^ 

Tyb,  Gammer  GurtotCt  Moyde, 

Gammer  Gukton. 

Cock,  Gammer  GurtotCt  Boye,  « 

Dame  Cbatte. 


Doctor  Rat,  He  Curate. 

Matster  Bailye. 

Doll,  Dame  Chat^t  Mayde. 

ScAPETBRTFT,  Moyster  BaifyeU  Seroante. 

Mutei. 


^  Dtcroa,  the  Bedlem^Dlccon  b  the  ancient  abbreviation  of  Richard.    See  Mr  Steevew's  note  oa 
nichard  III.  A.  5.  8. 3. 

J"  The  Bedton— after  the  diaaolotlon  of  the  religiooi  booses  where  the  poor  of  every  deaooiinattoo  were 
iTrovided  for,  there  was  for  many  yean  no  settled  or  fixed  provision  made  to  supply  the  want  of  that  care 
which  those  bodies  appear  always  to  have  taken  of  their  distressed  brethren.  In  cooseoq^oce  of  this  ne- 
glect, the  idle  and  dissolute  were  suffered  to  wander  about  the  country,  asspmiitf  such  characters  as  they 
Imagined  were  most  likely  to  insure  success  to  their  frauds,  aod*8ecurity  from  detection.  Among  other 
disguises,  many  affected  madness,  and  wer6  distinguished  by  the  name  of  Bedtam  Beggar$,  These  are  men* 
tioned  by  Edgar,  la  King  Lear : 

**  The  country  gives  me  proof  and  precedent. 

Of  bedlam  l>eg|^ui,  who,  wKh  roanag  voices. 

Stick  in  their  unmbM  and  mortify*d  bare  arms 

Pfais,  wooden  pricks,  nails,  sprigs  of  rosemary,  "* 

And  with  this  horrible  olgect  from  low  Ikrms, 

Poor  pelting  vUlagcf ,  sheep-cotes,  and  mlUs, 

Sometime  with  lunatic  hans,  sometime  with  prayer, 

laforce  their  charity." 

In  Dekker*s  Betsiaa  «/  LmiTom,  1619,  all  the  different  species  of  beggars  are  enumerated.  Amongst  the 
rest  are  mentioned  2Vm  afB^HmCi  band  of  mad  caps,  otherwise  called  Poor  Tom*s  flock  of  wild  geese^ 
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PEOLOGUE. 


Am  GsDMMr  Goitoiiy  wiOi  mtam  a  wyde  stydie, 
Sat  jpeime  and  patching  of  Hodge  her  maif  t 

"Bf  chance  or  mtsfortane,  as  sbee  her  geare  tost, 
la  HodoB  kther  bnrches  her  needle  nne  lost 
When  Diecon  the  bedlam  had  bard  by  report^ 
That  good  Gammer  Gurtoa  was  robde  in  thys  sorte, 
He  q^retlye  perswaded  with  her  in  that  stound, 
DmmeCfaatherdearegpssypthisneedle  had  found. 
Yet  knew  shee  no  more  of  this  matter,  alas. 
Then  knoeth  Tom  oar  darke  what  the  priest  saith 

at  masse. 
Hereof  there  ensued  so  fearful!  a  fraye. 


Mas  Doctor  was  sent  for,  tiiese  gossyps  to  staye : 
Because  he  was  curate,  and  estemed  full  wyse, 
Who  found  that  he  sought  not,  by  Diccon*s  device. 
When  all  thinses  were  tombied  and  cleane  out 

of  fashion^ 
Whether  it  were  by  fortune^  or  some  other  euo- 

stellacion, 
Sodenlye  the  neele  Hodge  found  by  the  prickyage^ 
And  drew  out  of  Ids  bc^ocke,  where  he  found  ia 

stidiynge. 
Thetr  hartes  then  at  rest  viith  perfect  secarytie^ 
With  a  pot  of  good  ale  they  stroabe  up  iheyir 

plauditie.  •  *  , 
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THB  FYRST  AqjE. 


THE  FYRST  8CEANE. 

Die  Many  a  myle  have  I  walked,  direif  and 

smrary  waies, 
And  many  a  good  man's  house  hove  I  bin  at  in 

my  dais ; 
Many  a  gossip's  cup  in  my  tyme  have  I  tarted» 


And  many  a  brocbe  and  spyt  have  I  both  tamed 

and  basted; 
Many  a  peece  of  bacon  have  I  had  oat  of  tUr 

baikes,' 
In  ronayng  over  the  oooatrey,  with  long  and  wove 

walkes; 
Yet  came  my  foote  never  within  those  dooft 

cheekes, 
To  seek  ^h  or  fysh,  gariyji^,  onyons^  or  leekcfl^ 


{whom  here  ikom  teat  hy  hia  bUck  and  Mae  nakod  mrmn  to  be  a  man  beaten  to  (be  worid,}  and  (Imsr 
wild  geese,  or  hair  orahtt,  are  called  Abraham-men.  An  Abraham-man  is  afterwards  described  In  this  - 
BHmoer  :  **  Of  all  the  nwd  rascals,  (that  are  of  this  wing,)  the  Ahraham'man  if  the  most  fantastick.  The 
iellow  (qooth  thb  okl  Lady  of  the  Lake  nnto  ne)  that  sate  half-naked  (at  table  to-day)  from  the  gfrdfo 
■pward,  is  tbe  best  AhrahanMum  that  ever  came  to  my  boose,  and  the  oetablest  villaio  :  he  swears  he 
Mith  boen  in  Bedlaim,  and  will  talk  fhmticUy  of  purpose  :  you  see  jpins  stock  in  saadry  places  of  his  aa« 
ked  flesh,  especially  in  bis  arois,  which  pain  be  gladly  puts  himself  to,  (being  indeed  no  torment  at  att, 
his  skio  is  either  so  dead  with  suae  foole  diiiease,  or  so  hardened  wkb  weather,)  only  to  make  yoa  beUeve 
he  b  out  of  hte  wits:  he  calls  himself  by  the  name  of  Poor  Tom^  and  coming  near  any  body,  cries  out^ 
Poor  Tom  is  a  cold.  Of  these  jtbrakam-men,  some  be  exceeding  merry,  and  do  nothing  hot  sing  soages, 
fimhioaed  oat  of  their  own  braines  f  some  will  dance ;  others  wiU  do  nothing  but  either  laagh  or  weep  9 
oCfeets  are  dogged,  aad  are  sullen  both  In  look  and  speech,  that,  spying  but  a  small  company  In  a  hoas^ 
tliey  boldly  and  bluntly  enter,  compelling  the  servants  through  fear  to  give  them  what  Ibey  deamad, 
arhich  is  coannonly  bacon,  or  somethiag  that  will  yield  ready  money." 

ortUs  respectable  fraternity  Diecon  seems  to  Imve  been  a  member. 

Bfaminger  mentions  them  in  J  new  wojf  to  pay  old  D^iSf  A.  8.  S.  8.   *^  —  Are  they  padders,  or  Ahram' 
flsoa,  that  are  your  consorts?** 

^  —  •mi  ofthir  balke^-^ihe  snmmer  beam,  or  donnan.    Poles  laid  over  a  stable,  or  other  bolldiag- 
JUy*s  Ce/l0cft«a  offimgUik  Words,  p.  \9l. 
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That  ever  I  ttW  a  sorte  in  such  a  plyght,* 

At  here  within  this  bouse  bppereth  to  my  sygbt ; 

There  is  howlynge  aiid  scbowlyn^  all  cast  in  a 

duDipe, 
With  whewling  and  pewling,  as  though  thej  had 

lost  a  trump. 
Syghing  and  sobbing,  thev  weepe  and  they  wavle ; 
I  marvel  in  my  mynd,  what  the  devil  they  ayle. 
The  olde  trot  syts  groning,  with  alas,  and  alas! ' 
And  Tib  wringes  her  hands,  and  takes  on  in 

worse  case. 
With  poore  Cocke  theyr  boye,  they  be  dryven  in 

such  fyts, 
I  feare  mee  the  folkes  be  not  veil  in  theyr  wyts. 
Aske  them  what  they  aile,  or  who  brought  tbem 

in  this  stay  ? 
They  answer  not  at  all,  but  alacke  and  welaway. 
When  I  saw  it  booted  not,  out  at  doores  I  hyed 

inee> 


And  cau^t  a  slyp  of  baoon,  when  I  saw  none 

spyed  mee. 
Which  I  intend  not  far  hence,  unles  my  purpose 

fayle, 
Shall  serve  for  a  shoing  home  to  draw  on  two 

pots  of  ale.  ^ 

THE  SECOND  SCEANE- 

Hodge,  DiccoiY.  ' 

Hodge,  See  so  cham  arayed  with  dablynge  in 

thedurt! 
She  that  set  roe  to  ditchinge,  icli  wold  she  had  the 

squirt. 
Was  never  poore  soule  that  such  a  life  had  ? 
Gog's  bones,  thys  vilthy  glaye  base  drest  mee  tool 


God's  soulc,  see  bow  this  stuffe  tearcs  t 


^  That  ever  J  saw  a  t<nie  in  siieh  a  plyght^^a  sort  is  a  company.  S04  in  JOnson^s  Mvtnf  JMim  oat  of  hU 
Humour^  A.  9.  S.  S.  *<  I  speek  U  not  gloriomly,  nor  oot  of  affectation,  but  there's  he  and  the  cowl  Fni* 
gale,8lgnior  Illustre,  tignior  Laculento,  and  a  sort  of  them,  &c** 

Also,  in  Pierce  Penoilesse^t  Supplication  to  the  Deoil^  1&92,  p.  6u  :  *'  I  know  a  great  iorf  of  good  fel- 
lows that  would  ventare,  ftc."    • 

Again,  in  the  Fococ^on  ofJokan  Ba2e,  IfiSS  t  *<  •»  in  parell  of  py rates,  ra(bbeis,4uid  murthiron,  and  a 
great  Mff  more.** 

And,  In  SkeltoB*8  Works,  edit.  17S6,  p.  186 : 

'<  Another  sortt  of  slattes 
Some  brought  wahmtes.*' 

See  also  Dr  Johnson  and  Mr  Steeveo8*s  notes  on  Shakespeare,  Yoi.  III.  p*-69« 

^  The  oUe  trot  sjfts  groning,  with  alas^and  alas  I — an  old  trot,  or  Jraty  Dr  Gray  says,  signlBei  a  de- 


crep^d  old 
p.  96, 97  s— 


or  an  old  drab.    In  which 


i  It  Is  used  In  Gawia  Douglas  VkgU's  AUieid,  B.  4. 


And  p.  11^.  Sd  :-'* 


Out  oB  the  old  trot  agit  wyffc  or  dame* 


Thus  said  Dido,  and  the  totber  with  thai, 
Hyit  or  furth  with  slow  pase  like  ane  trot. 


_.b,  and  marry  him  to  a  puppet,  an  aglet  baby,  or  an  old 
of  the  Skrewr  Ar  !•  S*  5.  Critical  notes  on  ShiEdcespeare, 


And  Shakespeare :  **  Wby  give  him  gold 
trot  with  ne'er  a  tooth  in  her  bead.*'— 2Vmii 
Vol.  I.  p.  118. 

It  is  also  used  by  Churchyard  :— 

Away  young  Frie  that  gives  leawd  counsdl  nowe^ 

Awale  old  trotts,  that  sets  young  flesh  to  sale,  dLCr^^haOeage,  1108,  p.  250b 

And  by  Gascolgne  :— 

Go !  that  gunpowder  consume  the  old  /ro^-^Supposes,  A.  3.  S.  6. 

Agaip,  in  Nashe*8  Lenten  Stuff,  1599  :  "  -*  a  cage  or  pigeon-house,  roomsome  enough  to  comprehend 
her,  and  the  toothless  trot  her  nurse,  who  was  her  only  chat  mate  and  chamber  maid,  ttc.**— See  also  Mr 
SteeTcns's  notes  on  Shakespeare,  Vol.  11.  p.  93. 

^  Shall  serve  for  a  shoing  home  to  draw  on  two  pota  ofalo—%o,  in  Pierce  Pennife8se>  Supplication,  p.  S8, 
*'  —  wee  have  generall  rules  and  imuoctions,  at  good  as  printed  precepts,  or  statutes  set  downe  by  acte 
of  parliameot,  that  goe  from  drunkard  to  drunkard  as  still  to  keepe  your  first  man,  not  to  leave  anie 
flockes  in  the  bottom  of  the  cup,  to  knock  the  glasse  on  your  thumbe  when  vou  have  done^  to  have  1 
skooeing  homo  to  pull  on  your  wine,  as  a  rasher  of  the  coles,  or  a  redde  herrmg." 
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Icbe  were  better  to  bee  a  bearward^  and  set  to 

keepe  beares. 
By  tbe  masse,  bere  is  a  gashe,  a  shamefuU  hde 

indeade, 
And  one  stytcb  tear6  furdery  a  man  maj  tbruste 
in  his  heade. 
Die  By  mj  father's  soule,  Hodge,  if  I  sholde 
now  be  swome, 
I  cannot  chuse  but  say  thy  breech  is  foule  betome. 
But  the  next  remedye  in  such  a  case  and  hap, 
Is  to  plaunche  on  a  piece  as  brode  as  thy  cap. 
Hodge.  Gog's  souie,  man,  'tis  not  yet.  two  dayes 
fully  ended, 
Synoe  my  dame  Gorton  (cham  sure)  these  breches 

amended. 
Bat  cham  made  such  ^  a  drudge  to  trudge  at  every 

neede, 
Chwold  rend  it,  though  it  were  stitched  wath  stur- 
c^  packthreede. 
DU.  Hodge,  *  let  thy  breeches  go,  and  speake 
and  tell  me  soone. 
What  devil  ayleth  Gammer  Gurton,  and  Tib  her 
mayd  to  frowoe. 
Hodge,  Tush,  man,  th'art  deceyved,  'tys  theyr 
daylv  looke : 
They  coure^  so  over  the  coles,  theyr  eyes  be  blear'd 
with  smooke. 
Die,  Nay,  by  the  masse,  I  perfectly  perceved 
as  I  came  hethcr, 
That  eytber  Tib  and  her  dame  hath  ben  by  tbe 

eares  together, 
Or  ds  as  great  a  matter,  as  thon  Shalt  shortly  see. 
Hodge.  Now  iche  beseeche  our  Lord  they  ne- 
ver better  agree. 
Die  By  Gog's  soule,  there  they  syt  as  still  as 
stooes  in  the  streite. 
As  though  they  had  ben  taken  with  fairies^^r  els 
with  some  il  spreet. 
Hodge,  Gog's  hart,  I  durst  have  layd  my  cap 
to  a  crowne, 
Ch^would  learn  of  some  prancome  as  soon  as  ich 
came  to  town. 
Die,  Why,  Hodge,  art  thou  inspyred  ?  or  dedst 

thou  thereof  here  f 
Bodge,  Nay,  but  ich  saw  such  a  wonder,  as  ich 
saw  uat  this  seven  yere. 


TomeTannkard's  cow,  (be  Gog's  bones)  she  set 

me  up  her  sail, 
And  flynging  about  his  halse  aker,  frysking  with 

her  taile,  ^ 

As  though  there  had  been  in  her  ars  a  swarme  of 

bees;  -^ 

And  chad  not  crved  tphrowh  hoore,  shea'd  lept 
out  of  his  fees. 
Die  Why,  Hodge,  lies  the  connyug  in  Toma 

Tannkard's  cowe's  tail  ? 
Hodge,  Well,  ich  chave  hard  some  say  sudi  to- 
kens do  not  fayle. 
But  ca'st  thou  not  tell,  in  faith,  Diccon,  why  she 

frowns,  or  whereat? 
'°Hath  no  roan  stolen  her  ducks,  or  henes^  or 
gelded  Gyb  her  cat  ? 
Die,  What  devyll  can  I  tell,  man,  I  cold  not 
have  one  word. 
They  gave  no  more  hede  to  my  talke  then  thou 
woldst  to  a  lord. 
Hodge,  Iche  cannot  styll  but  muse,  what  mer- 
.     vaylous  tliinge  it  is :  , 

Chyll  in  and  know  mvselfe  what  matters  are  amys. 
Die.  Then  iaretvell,  Hodge,  a  while,  syuce  thou 
doest  inward  hast. 
For  I  will  into  the  good  wyfe  Chat's,  to  feele  how 
the  ale  does  tast 

THE  THIRD  SCEANE. 
HoDOE,  Tyb. 

Hodge,  Cham  agast,  by  the  masse,  ich  wot  not 

what  to  do. 
Chad  nede  blesse  me  well  before  ich  go  them  to. 
Perchaunce  some  fellon  sprit  may  haunt  our  house 

indeed, 
And  then  chwcre  but  a  noddy  to  venter  where 

cha  no  neede. 
Tjfb.  Chain  worse  then  mad,  by  the  masse,  to 

he  at  this  stave,  * 

Cham  chyd,  cham  bhund,  and  beaton  all  th'oors 

on  the  dayc. 
Lamed  and  hunger  starved,  prycked  up  all  in 

jagges, 
Havyng  no  patch  to  hyde  my  backe^  save  a  few 

rotten  ragges. 


7  Sacc,  other  edhioas.  «  Hoge,  other  editions. 

9  7%ejf  cour^— This  is  the  reading  of  tbe  first  edition,  which  in  all  the  sabseqaent  ones  is  very  improper- 
ly altered  to  cover.    To  coure,  b  to  bend,  stoop,  haqg,  or  lean  over.     See  Beaamont  and  Fletchers  aoih 
tiatr  Thomas f  A«  4.  S.  6.  and  Pierce  I^ennilesse's  Supplication  to  the  Devil^  1592,  p.  8. 
Agaioi 

•*  He  much  njoyst,  and  cour*d  it  tenderly, 
•  .         f'  As  chicken  newly  batcht,  from  dreaded  destioy." 

Spenser's  Fairy  Queen^  B.  II.  c.  viil.  st  9* 
AgaiDy 

^As  thos  he  spake,  each  bird  and  beast  behold 
"  Approachii^  two  and  two,  these  cowering  Ipw 
f*  With  blandishment,  each  bird  stoop'4  on  his  wing.*' 

•  Paradise  Lost,  B.  VIIL  1. 349. 
'®  Hath  no  num  stolen  her  ducks,  or  henes,  or  gelded  Gyb  her  calf-^Gyh  was  the  name  by  which  all  male 
•r  ram  cats  were  distbguisbed.    See  Mr  Warton*s  note  on  th^  first  part  of  Hmry  IF.  A,  I,  S.  »• 
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Eodgit.  "  1 8«]r»Tjb,if  thoa  beTyb^as  I  trow 
sure  thou  bee, 
Wbat  deryll  mmke-tpdoe  is  thtsbctwcene our  dame 
and  thee? 
I^  Gog't  breade,  Hodge,  tboa  had  a  good 
turo  thou  vrart  not  here  thit  while  ; 
II  bid  ben  better  for  soBMof  u»U>  have  ben  hence 

a  myle. 
Jljf  Gacamer  ia  so  oat  of  course,  and  frantyke  all 

atones, 
HmK  Cocke,  our  boj,  and  I,  poorc  wench,  have 
felt  It  OB  our  bones. 
JKH^f.  What  is  the  matter;  say  <Ni,Tyb,  wheft- 

«t  she  taketh  so  on  ? 
T^h,  She  is  undone,  she  saylh,  (alas)  her  joye 
and  life  is  gone. 
If  she  here  not  of  some  ^omiert,  she  sayth  '*  she 

is  but  d^ul, 
Shall  neveroomewkhin  her  lypt^oneinchof  neate 
ne  bread. 
M^dgt.  hfr  ladie,  dkam  not  very  glad  to  see 
per  in  this  dumpe ; 
Cbolde  a  noble  her  stole  bath  fallen,  and  shee 
hath  broke  her  rumpe. 
Tjfk  Nay,  and  that  were  the  wont,  we  wold 
not  greatly  care. 
For  bursting  of  her  buckle  bone,  or  breakyng  of 

her  chaire. 
But  greater,  ffttdtf,  is  her  grief,  as  Hodge  we 
shall  aUfeele. 
Hodge,  Gog^s  woandes,  Tyb^jny  Gamnoer  has 
I  never  lost  her  ncele  i 

Tub.  Her  neele. . 

Hodge,  Her  neele  f  ,     ■    \ 

Tyk  Her  neeie;  by  bim  that  iiiade»n»e,  it  b 

true,  Hodge,  I  tell  tliee. 
H^dge.  Gog's  sacranMDt!  I  wooM  she  had  lost 
ih'arte  out  of  her  beWe. 
The  devill,  or  els  his  daraa^  tbey  oug^t  her  sure  a 

sliam^ 
How  a  murryon  caaie  tins  cbaittce,  (say,  Tib,)  utt- 
to  our  dame  ? 
J^  My  Garonicr  sat  her  down  oo  her  pes,  and 
bad  me  reach  thy  breches. 
And  by  and  by,avei%aHice  in  ic,ertlie  had  take 
two  stitche% 


To  doat  a  dout  upon  thine  vn,  by  chaonoe  asyde 

she  lears, 
(And  Gyb  our  cat,  in  the  milke-pau,  slie  spied  o?ar 

bead  and  eares. 
Ah  bore,  out  these,  she  cryd  aloud,  and  swept  the 

breches  downe, 
Up  went  her  stafib,  and  oat  leapt  Gyb  at  doors 

into  the  towne. 
And  synce  that  time  was  never  wyght  cold  set 

their  eies  upon  it. 
"  Gog*s  malison,  diave  Cocke  and  t,  byd  twenty 

times  light  on  it 
Hodge.  And  is  not  then  my  breches  sewid  up, 

to  morow  that  1  shuld  were ! 
Tyh.  No,  in  faith,  Hodge,  thy  breches  lie^  for 

all  this  never  the  nerc. 
Hodge,  Now  a  venceanoe  light  on  al  die  sort, 

that  better  shcid  have  kept  it; 
The  cat,  the  bouse,  and  Tib  our  naaid,  that  better 

shold  have  swept  it. 
Se  where  she  cometh  crawling !  come  on,  in  twen- 
ty devils  way ; 
Ye  have  made  a  fayrc  daie's  wofke^  have  you  not  f 

pray  you  say. 

THE  FOURTH  SCEANE. 

Gammer,  Hodge,  Ttb,  Cocke. 

GanL  Alas,  alas,  I  may  weH  curse  and  ban 
This  daie,  that  ever  I  saw  it,  with  Gyb  and  the 

niilke-pan. 
For  these  and  ill  lucke  togpithor,  as  knowetb  Cocka 

my  boie. 
Have  stadEO  '^  away  my  deeie  neelc^and  rob'd  me 

of  my  joye. 
My  fayre  long  str^yght  neele^  that  was  myne  one* 

ly  treasure. 
The  fyrst  dayof  mysorow  isi  and  his^end  of  mj 

pleasure. 
ITodlge.  Migbt  ha  kept  it  when  ye  had  it;  but 

fooles  will  be  fooles  styll : 
Lose  that  is  vast  in  your  handes?  ye  neede  not, 

but  ye  wilL 
Oam.  Go  hie  diee,  Tyb,  and  run,  tiioa  hoorc, 

to  th*  end  here  of  the  towne. 


"Titty  7V>,  if  thou  be  I>»,  at  I  trow  wn  then  bee^frow  b  an  old  word,  wbicb  slgaUics  believe,    A^ 
la  A.  5.  8.  S,  ^       ^ 

This  proee  I  from  may  serve,  tboogfa  no  word  spoke. 
Aeaio 

'  A  hhe  knave,  bl  God*s  pitie,  ye  were,  but  a  foofe  to  trmn  hiaw 

I  fTMD  he'll  come  no  more  at  ny  boose.  Wilif  beguiled^  1^0%. 

Acaio. 

And  that  is  best  I  fraiM  in  warre,  to  let  it  go,  and  not  to  stoape  it. 

Ascha^  s  TeSpphitHs^ 
'^  She  is  sayth  but  dead,  other  editions. 

>3  Gog't  malUom^i.  e.  God*8  cuise^  See  Glossary  to  Peter  Langtoft 
H  Have  stacke,  &c.^Bir  Dodtley,  in  the  foraier  editlon,^reads  tacfcs. 
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DidiC  Giu7  out  dost  in  tbr  lap  ?  seekd  ^her  thoo 

porest  it  downe ; " 
And  as  thou  sawest  me  roking  in  the  ashes  ^hcre 

I  momed^ 
So  tee  in  all  the  heape  of  dast  thou  leave  no  straw 

unturned. 
Jj^  '^  Tbat  chal,  Gammer,  swjthe  and  tyte, 

and  sone  be  here  agayne. 
0am,  T^b,  stoope  and  l<^e  down  to  the  ground 

to  It,  and  take  some  paine. 
Ak^  Here  is  a  pretj  matter,  to  see  this  gere 

now  it  goes : 
Bf  Gog's  s»ul,.I  theok  jm  wold  lose  your  ifrse, 

and  it  were  loose.^ 
Toar  oeete  lost?  it  is  pitie  jon  shold  lack  care 

and  endlessa  sorow. 
Cog's  deth,  how  shall  my  breches  be  sewid  ?  shall 

I  go  thus  to  morow  ? 
Gam.  Ah,  Hodge,  Hodge,  if  that  ich  cold  find 

my  neele,  by  the  r^, 
Ch'oold  sow  thy  breches,  ich  promise  the,  with 

foU  good  double  threed. 
And  set  a  patch  on  either  knee,  shuld  last  this 

mooethes  twaine. 
Kow  God  and  good  saint  Sithe  I  pray,  to  send  it 

hooae'^  againe. 
Hodge,  Wherto  served  your  hands  and  eies, 

but  this  your  neele  to  kepe  ? 
What  devill  had  you  els  to  do  ?  ye  keep,  ich  wot, 

no  sheepe. 
Chun  faine  abrode  to  dyg^  and  delve,  in  water, 

royre,  and  daye, 
Sotdng  and  poesing  in  the  durte  styll  from  day  to 

daye. 
A  hundred  thinges  that  be  abrode,  cham  set  to 

see  them  weele : 
And  foore  of  you  syt  idle  at  home,  and  cannot 

keepe  a  neele. 
Gam,' My  neele,  alas,  ich  lost  it.  Hedge,  what 

time  ich  me  up  hasted, 
Te  save  m'dke  set  up  for  the,  which  Gib  our  cat 

hath  wasted. 
Bodge.  The  devill  he  burst  both  Gib  and  Tyb, 

with  all  the  rest ; 
Chan  alwayes  sure  of  the  worst  end,  whoever 

have  the  best. 
Where  ha  vou  ben  fidging  abrode,  since  you  your 

neele  lost? 


0am.  Within  the  house,  and  at  th6  dore,  si^i 
ting  by  this  same  post ; 
Wher  I  was  loking  a  long  howre,  before  these 

folks  came  here ; 
But,  welaway !  all  was  in  vayne,  my  neele  is  never 
the  nere. 
Hodge,  Set  me  a  candle,  let  me  seeke,  and  grope 
where  ever  it  bee. 
Gog's  heart,  ye  be  folish  (ich  thinke)  you  knowe 
it  not  when  you  it  see. 
Gam,  Come  hether,  Cocke ;  what,  Cocke,  I  say ! 
Cocke.  Howe,  Gammer? 
Oam.  Ooe,  hye  thee  soone,  and  grope  behynd 
the  old  brasse  pan, 
Whych  thing  when  thou  hast  done, 
Ther  shalt  thou  fynd  an  old  shooe,  wherein,  if 

thou  looke  well, 
Thou  shalt  fvnd  lyeng  an  inche  of  whyte  tallow 

candell ; 
Lyght  it,  and  bnnge  it  tite  awaye. 
Cocke.  That  shall  be  done  anone. 
Oam.  Nay,  tary,  Hodge,  till  thoo  hast  light,  and 

then  weele  seke  ech  ooe. 
Hodge.  Cum  away,  ye  horson  boy,  are  ye  asleepe  f 

ye  must  have  a  crier. 
Cocke.  Ich  cannot  get  the  candel  light,  here  in 

almost  no  6er* 
Hodge.  Chil  hold  the  a  peny,  chil  make  thee 
come  if  that  ich  may  catch  thine  eares. 
Art  defie,  thou  horson  boy  ?  Cocke,  I  say,  why 
canst  not  bear's  ? 
Gam,  Beate  hyni  not,  Hodge,  but  helpe  the  boy^ 
and  come  you  two  together. 

*  THE  nFTH  SCEANE. 
Gammer,  Ttb,  Cocki,  Hodge. 

Oam,  How  now,  l^b  !  quicke,  let's  here  what 

newes  thou  hast  brought  bother. 
'J^b.  Chave  tost  and  tumbled  yonder  heap  over 

and  over  againe, 
And  winowed  it  through  my  fingers,  as  men  wold 

winow  grain ; 
Not  so  much  as  a  hen's  turd,  but  in  fneces  I  tare  it* 
Gr  what  so  ever  clod  or  day  I  found,  I  did  not 

spare  it. 
Lokyog  within,  and  eke  without,  to  find  your  neele^ 

(alas!) 


''  Dowde,  other  edits. 
.  ^  That  tkaly  Oammery  iwytbe  and  tyte,  anil  «0im  behenagafn»-^i^k»andtyUt  BwifUy  and  directly. 

Kyng  Estmere  threwe  the  harp  asyde. 

And  «i0f/A  be  drew  bis  brand; 
And  Estmere  he  and  Alder  yonge, 

Alght  stiffs  in  stoar  can  stand. 

Percy's  Reliqatt  ofJncietU  Poetriff  Vol.  I.  p.  7^ 

Hence  mi^lke  to  doctor  Rat  hye  the  that  thou  were  gone.  A«  3.  8. 3. 

Thoo  shalt  fynd  lyeng  an  loche  of  whyte  tallow  candell, 
Lygbt  it,  and  brynge  it  tite  away.  A*  1.  S.  4. 


>Mr  Dodsley  readsy  back  agafab 
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tAKonirifoutr 


But  all  in  Tuoe ;  and,  without  belpe^  yoar  oeele 

is  where  it  was. 
O^m.  "  Alas,  my  neete  wa  shall  oe? er  laaete ! 

adue,  adae  for  aye. 
J^b.  Not  so»  GanHner>  we  myght  it  fyndc^  if 

we  knew  where  it  laye. 
Cocke.  Gof^9  crosee,  Oaroroer,  if  ye  will  latgh, 

looke  in  but  at  the  doore, 
Aocl  see  how  Hodge  lieth  tomblyoge  and  tossing 

amids  the  floure, 
Bakyng  there,  some  fyre  tofinda  amonge  the  asbe» 

dead, 
When  there  is  not  one  sparke  so  hyg  as  a  pyn's  bead : 
At  last  in  a  darke  corner  two  sftarkes  he  thought 

he  sees> 
'Which  were  indede  nought  els  but  Gyb  our  cat's 

two  eyes. 
Pufie,  quod  Hodge ;  thiakiag  thereby  to  have  fyre 

without  doubt ; 
With  that  Gyb  shut  her  two  eyes,  and  so  tbe  fyre 

was  out : 
And  by  and  by  them  opened,  even  as  they  were 

before, 
With  that  the  sparkes  appered  even  as  they  bad 

done  of  yore : 
And  even  as  Hodge  blew  the  fire,  as  he  did  thiacke, 
Gyb,  as  she  felt  Uie  blast,  strayght  way  began  to 

wyndie; 
Till  Hodge  fell  of  swering,  as  came  best  to  his  tarne, 
Tbe  fier  was  sure  bewicht,and  tberftirewold  not 

bume : 
At  ktt  Gyb  up  the  stayers,  aiaong  the  old  postes 

and  pinnes, 
And  Hodge  he  hied  him  after,  til  broke.were  both 

his  sliinncs : 


Cursyaga  and  sweering  otlis,  wera  never  of  hb 

raakyng, 
That  Gyb  wOld  fyte  the  boase^  if  that  ahee  were 

not  taken. 
Gaai.  See  here  isall  the  tkmght  thit  the  fooiyib 

nrchyn  taketh ! 
And  Tyb  aaielhinke,  at  his  elbow,  almost  as  mery 

maketh. 
This  is  all  the  wyt  ye  have  when  others  make  their 

mone. 
Cone  downe,  Hodge,  where  art  thoa  ?  and  let  the 

cat  alone. 
Kod^e.  Gfig'ii  harte,  help,  and  come  up;  Gyl» 

m  her  tayle  hath  fyre. 
And  }s  like  to  banie  all  it  she  get  a  lytle  hier : 


''Cum  downe,  quoth  you?  nay,  ^en  you  might 

count  me  a  patch ; 
The  house  cometh  down  on  your  heads  if  it  take 
ons  the  thatch. 
Gam.  It  is  the  cat's  eyes,  foole,  that  shineth  ii^ 

.    die  darks. 
Hodge,  Hath  the  cat,  da  you  thinke,  in  every 

eye  a  sparke? 
Gam*  No,  but  they  shyne  at  lyke  fyre  at  ever 

man  see.  ' 

Eodee.  By  the  masse,  and  Ae  bania  all,  yousb 

bear  the  UaaM  for  nee. 
Gam,  Com  downe,  and  help  to  seeke  here  onr 
neele  that  it  were  found ; 
Downe,  Tyb,  on  thy  knees,  I  say;  downe  Cocke 

to  the  ground: 
^  To  God  I  make  a  vowe,  and  so  to  good  saint 

Anne, 
A  caadell  sbaM  they  have  a  peece,  get  it  where  F 
can^ 


■^  JiaM^  lAjf  lueU  we  iJuUl  niwr  mufU  T  adMe^  aim  fi>r  aye.— Adieu,  adieu/or  even    As  in  the  folfowhig 
iostaoces : 

Fpr  c^  to  be  la  shady  doltter  newM.  Midsummer  NigJUU  Dreamt  A.  I. 


And  8it/»r  a^  ^ntbrooized  ia  heaven. 
ITbereas  the  other  makes  us  live /or  ^. 


Marlow*8£<iMrdiJ. 

Ttagedii  ofCrmmt,  1604. 


Let  tbb  pemlcioBs  hoar,  •  . 

Stand  <^  accuned  ki  tbe  Calendar. 

See  Mr  Steevens's  Shakapeare,  Vol.  III.  p.  T.  Vol.  IV.  p.  565. 

^  Cum  iewnty  quoth  youf  noy^  then  you  might  cotrnt  me  a  patch. ^**  This  term  (says  Mr  MaUoe)  casK- 
Into  use  ttom  tbe  name  of  a  cclrbrated  fool.  Thb  I  learn  from  WHson's  Art  of  Rhttorique^  155S :  '  K 
word  making,  called  of  tbe  Grecians  Ononmtopiea,  is  when  wc  make  words  of  ear  own  mind,  such  as  be 
derived  from  the  nature  of  things.*— As  to  call  one  Patches  or  Cowboo,  whom  we  see  to  do  a  thing  foolish- 
ly ;  because  these  two,  In  the h*  time,  were  notable  fools. 

^  Probably  the  dress  which  the  celebrated  Patch  wore,  was,  hi  allosion  to  his  name,  patched  or  parti* 
coloured.  Hence  the  stafe-foel  has  ever  since  been  exhibited  in  a  motley-coat.  In  Rowley's  ^hen  ym§ 
tee  me,  jfrm  kiuw  me  f  or,  UieL  of  M^  Uenry  VIIL  1688,  Caidinal  Wolsey*B  Fool  Fete*  is  illtrodnced. 
Perhaps  he  was  tbe  original  Patch  of  whom  Wilson  speaks/'— Note  oa  Merchant  of  Fealce,  A.  8.  8.  5. 

In  Chaloner's  Translation  of  the  Pmise  of  Fotl^yhy  Erasmus,  1549,  Is  the  following  passage  t  **  And  by 
the  fayeth  ye  owe  to  tbe  immortal  godds,  may  any  thing  to  an  indifferent  considerer  be  deemed  more  hap- 
pie  and  blissful  than  is  this  kinde  of  men  wbome  commonly  ye  call  fooles,  poltes,^  idcotes,  and  pocAet  V^ 

Again,  *'  1  have  subtraicd  these  ray  selie  pache*^  who  not  ooelye  themselves  are  ever  mery,  playing,  sing* 
Ing,  and  kugliyng,  but  also  whatever  they  doo,  are  provokers  of  others  lykewyse  to  pleasure,  sporte,  and 
laughter,  as  who  sayeth  ordeynad  henftie  by  the  aaddi  of  theyt  beoevoleace  to  recreate  the  sadnene  oT 
men's  lyfes."  7        a--  j 

**^  To  God  I  make  a  wwe,  and  mo  to  good  saint  Anne^ 

A  candeU  shall  they  have  a  peece^  get  U  where  X am.— In  all  cises  of  distress,  and  whenever  the  as- 
sistance  of  a  superior  poller  was  necessary^it  was  usual  with  tbe  Eomaa  Cathdks  to  promise  their  ta>-^ 
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lar 


if  I  iMfniyiMeie  iade  io.oae  ^Mse^or  in  otiitr. 

Hodge,  Now  a  vengeauDce  mi  €^  light,  on 

Ott,  add  Qyb*i  madnear,      • 

Aad  all  die  geoeracion  of  cats  boib  far  and  nere. 

Lwlic  nm  the  yoapd,  how,  tHinkt  dMM  the  neete 

-*    is  here? 

Cudfce.  By  ^lytfo^ni^Gm^wa^lv^■e  dnaglit  year 
neele  here  I  saw, 
fiat  ffhatt  vy  fyagen  tonchtk,!  felt  it  was  a 


it  not  be 


2>ft.  See,  IIo<%e,  what's  tys; 
•  "*  lit? 


flbdJic.  Bi«ak^  it,  foole,  wkh  tiiy  faaady  anclseo^ 

and  diou  caast  fyade  it. 
2^.  Nay,  breake  it  you.  Bodge,  aocoittyng  to 

your  wtjrd. 
But^t,  Go^s  sydes,  fie!  it  styndis;  it  is  a  cat's 
tourd: 
It  w«fe  well  done  lo  make  thee  eate  it,  by  the 
masse. 
Gum.  This  matter  ameadeth  not,  my  neele  is, 
still  where  it  wasse. 
Oor  candle  u  at  an  ende,  let  as  all  in  quight. 
And  come  another  (y  me,  when  we  have  morelygbt^ 


THE  SECOND  ACTE. 


Krste  a  Sooge. 


B^  and  tyde  go  bare^  go  hartf 
booth  foote  and  hande  go  eolde  ; 

But  hettyy  God  sende  thes  good  aUynoughe^ 
whetier  it  be  neme  or  olde, 

I  can  not  eate  but  fytle  meaty 

m^  Mtomaeke  i$  not  goode  ; 
Butt  tmre^  I  thmke^  that  I  can  drynk 

with  him  that  w>eare$  a  hood." 
Ihmghelgo  bare^  take  ye  no  care, 

lam  nothmge  a-colde; 
I  stufi  mgf  skyn  toJuU  within, 

afjafy  good  aky  and  oMs. 
Back  and  mfde^  go  bare^  go  bare, 

booth  foote  and  hande  go  colde ; 
Bnt  beii^f  God  tende  thee  good  ale  ynoughe, 

mhetSer  it  be  new  or  olde. 


^  /  love  no  rott,  but  a  trnt  bromn  totte^ 

and  a  crab  kmde  in  ihefyre  ; 
A  lytic  bread  shall  do  me  stead, 

much  bread  I  not  desyre. 
No  froste  nor  snow,  no  winde,  I  trow, 

can  hurte  mee  tf  I  wolde^ 
I  am  so  wrapt,  and  throwly  lapt 

(jfjoly  good  ale,  and  olde. 

Back  and  syde  go  bare,  &c 

And  Tyb,  my  wyfe,  that  as  her  lyfe 

kroeth  wtU  good  ale  fo  seeke. 
Full  ^'te  drinkes  shee,  tyll  ye  may  see 

the  teares  run  down  her  cheekes ; 
^  Then  dooth  she  trowle  to  mee  the  bowk, 

even  as  a  mault  worme  shuld; 
And  saythf  sweet  hart,  1  tooke  my  part 
Tfy  food  alCy  and  olde. 
:  and  syde  go  bare,  &c. 


tdary  saints  to  light  up  candles  at  their  altars,  to  iodoce  them  to  tie  proptthms  to  soch  applicatioas  at 
were  nnde  to  theoi.  The  leader  wiH  ite  a  TOry  riiicalaai  story  of  this  toad  in  the  fint  volume  of  Lord 
Oxlord's  CoUecUon  of  Voyages,  p.  7f  i.  faated  la  Dr  Gmy*s  Nades  op  Shakespearey  VoL  1.  p.  7»  Erasnias 
kas  a  siery  to  thesaiae  pmfose  k  his  Noii/ra^iwm, 

^  AIMiBg  to  the  draokennesB  of  the  Frian* 

**  /  love  no  rost,  but  a  nut-brotme  toste, 

and  a  crab  Uufdt  in  thtfyre^^^^o,  fai  the  8d  Act,  4t1i  Scene  t 


J^W^ 


Again, 


A  cup  of  ale  had  hi  his  band,  aad  a  crab  lay  in  the  fyer. 

Now  a  crab  in  the  fire  were  woortfa  a  good  grote, 
That  I  might  quaffie  with  captain  Tom  Tospot. 


LmwmtoUke,e.9,h 


And  sometime  lark  I  in  a  goisip's  bowl, 
la  very  Ukeaess  of  a  roasted  crab. , 


Midnimmer's  Nights  Dream,  A.  2.  S.  1. 
ITpoo  this  last  passage,  Mr  Steerens  has  gtren  ttre  fbflowtng  examples  of  the  ose  of  this  word : 


Yet  we  will  have  bi  8tore«  cnii>  ia  the  Are, 
With  nat  browne  al». 


Henry  K  AtMO. 


And  sit  dowa  in  my  chalre  by  my  finire  Alison, 
And  tatn  a  croMe  in  the  fire  as  merry  as  Pope  Jeaa. 


Daman  mdPUmaa, 


...  .Sitting  in  a  comer  tnniii^:  cfwft^ 
Or  cooghiog  o>r  a  wanned  pot  of  ale. 

Description  ofCkrMmm,  in  aamUmarH  Laat  WiU  and  2HfStemtat,  by  Nash,  1600. 
*'  Then  dooth  she  tnnoU  tomeetha  bomk^^  IVpwii,.  or  IrsfeMtf  ^owi,  was  a  ceoMan  phrase  in  drinkhig 
fsr  paving  the  yessel  ab^nt,  as  appean  by  the  foliowiiig  beginning  o^  aa  old  Catch ; 
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^09  let  them  drynke^  tyU  they  nod  and  winhe^ 

even  at  goodfelowet  shoulde  doe^ 
They  thall  not  ndue  to  have  the  blitte 

good  ale  doth  bringe  men  to : 
And  all  poor  toules,  that  have  tcowred  houletf 

or  have  them  lustely  trolde, 
God  $ave  the  fyoet  efthem  and  their  wyvei^ 

whether  they  he  yonge  or  olde. 

Back  and  $yde  go  bare,  &c. 

THE  FYRST  SCEANE. 

DiCCON,  HODCE. 

Pic.  Well  done,  by  Gog's  malt,  well  songe  and 

well  saide: 
ComeoDy  mother  Chat,  as  thou  art^  a  true  roayde. 
'One  fretli  pot  of  ale  let's  see,  to  make  an  ende 
Agaynst  this  colde  wether^  my  naked  armes  ^'  to 

defende : 


This  gere  it  warms  the  soole,  now.  wind  blow  oa 

thy  worst. 
And  let  us  drink  and  swill  till  that  our  bdto 

bnrste; 
Now  were  he  a  wyse  mao^  by  cwmyni^  cM% 

defyne 
Whidi  way  my  journey  lyetb,  or  whefe  Dioooo 

will  dyne :  • 

But  one  good  tume  I  have,  be  it  by  nyght  or  daye^ 
South,  east,  north,  or  west,  I  am  nerer  out  of  my 

waye. 
Hodge.  Chym  goodly  rewarded^  cfaam  I  not,  do 

you  thyncke  ? 
Chad  a  goodly  dynner  for  all  my  sweate  and 

swyncke;  ** 
Neyther  butter,  cheese,  mylk,  onyons,  flesh,  nor 

fyshe,    . 
Save  thys  pece  of  barly  bread,  tit  a  pleasant  costlj 

dishe. 


*•  TVofe,  trole  tlie1>0wl  to  mc. 

And  1  will  trole  the  same  again  to  thee." 

<<  And  hi  this  other,  in  HiUoa's  Collection : 

'<  Ton  Boole,  Tom  Bonis, 

Seest  thou  not  how  merrily  thb  good  ale  tromles  9** 

8ir  John  Hawkins's  JETistofy  o/Mmiek^  Vol.  UI.  93. 


jirden  ofFevertham,  1598. 


Agabis 

Sirra  Shakebacge,  canst  then  remember 
Since  we  trouUTtjU  boule  at  Sittiogbom. 

Giv*t  U9  weele  pledge,  nor  shall  a  man  that  lives 

In  charity  refuse  it,  I  will  not  be  so  old 

As  not  be  grac*t  to  honour  Cupid,  glv*t  us  full. 

When  we  were  young,  we  could  ba  trold  it  off. 

Dninke  down  a  Dutchman.  Manton's  ParoiUaster  or  FmoM^  A«  5. 

Mow  the  cups  troU  about  to  wet  the  gossips  whistles, 
It  pours  down  I  faith  they  never  tUnk  of  payment. 

A  Ckatt  Mayd  im  ChmpeMe^  f.  34. 

*♦  Add. 

*'  — JVoArtfd  tfrtMS— See  Dekker*s  Description  of  an  Abraham-man,  p.  lOL 

^  -^Swtate  and  mmcke  i — To  mnrnkof  is  to  work,  or  labour,  $  as  in  8penser*s  Ftdrw  Quseiiy  B.  9«  C«uL 
T.St  8: 

**  For  which  men  m^tik  and  sweat  incessantty.** 

Again,  in  Comuf,  by  Milton,  1.  S9S ; 

<*  And  the  wmhOct  hedger  at.hls  supper  sat,** 

Also,  In  Chaucer's  Canterbury  Tales,  Prol.  1. 184 1 

*'  What  shulde  be  studio,  make  bimsdven  wood. 
Upon  a  book  in  dolstre  alway  to  pore. 
Or  swinken  with  his  hondes,  and  laboure. 
As  An&tia  bit  i  how  shal  the  world  be  served  f 
Let  Austin  have  hi^  noink  to  bim  reserved.'* 

And,  in  Pierce  PlommmCe  ViMivms 

<*  Hermets  an  beape  with  hoked  staves, 
Wenten  to  Walsingbam,  and  her  wenches  after 
Great  lonbees  and  long,  that  loth  wertf  to  mOnke^ 
Clothed  beoi  in  copes,  to  bo  known  from  other,** 
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Die  Httle»  h^km  Hodge,  and*'  weU  to  fare 
with  thy  meat,  if  yoa  have  any : 
Bat  by  thy  worda,  as  I  them  smelledy  thy  daintrels 
be  not  manie. 
Hodge.  Daintrels,  Diocon!  Gogs  sonlb  man, 
save  this  pece  of  dry  horsbred, 
Cbflt  byt  no  byt  ^  lyve-longe  daie,  no  crome 

come  in  my  bed : 
My  gotta  the?  yawte,  crawle^  and  all  my  belly 

rumibleth. 
The  puddyinges  cannot  lye  sdll,  ech  one  over  other 

tombleth. 
Bj  Gog*t  harte  cham  so  veite^  and  in  my  belly 

pende, 
Chonld  one  pece  were  at  the  spittlehoose,  another 
at  the  castel's  ende. 
Die,  Why  Hodge,  was  there  none  at  home  thy 

dinner  for  to  set? 
Eodgo,  Gogs^  bread,  Dicoon^  ich  came  to 
late^  was  nothing  thei  to  get : 
Gyb  (a  lowle  feiod  might  on  her  light)  lickt  the 

milke  pan  so  dene; 
See  Diocon,  'twas  not  so  well  washt  this  seven 

3rere,  as  ich  wane. 
A  pestilence  lyghc  on  all  ill  loke,  chad  thought 

yet  tor  all  this 
Of  a  morsell  of  bacon  behynde  the  dore,  at  worst 

dbald  not  misse : 
But  when  ich  sought  a  slyp  to  cut,  as  ich  was 

wont  to  do^ 
Gogy  sonls,  Dicooii,  Gyb  onr  cat  had  eato  the 
bacon  to! 
[Which  baeam  Diccov  itolpy  as  ii  declared 
b^ore. 
Die.  Dl  luck,  ^nod  be?  mary  twere  it^  Hodge, 
this  diay  the  trueth  tol, 
Tbon  rase  not  on  thy  right  syde,  or  els  blest  thee 

notweL 
Thy  mylk  slopt  no !  thv  bacon  filtched !  that  was 
to  bad  lode,  Hodge. 
Sodge.  Nay,  nay,  ther  was  a  fowler  fault,  my 
Gammer  ga  me  the  dodge : 
Secst  not  how  cham  rent  and  torn,  my  heels,  my 

knees,  and  my  breech  ? 
Chad  thoo^t  as  ich  sat  by  the  fire,  help  here  and 

thereastitoh; 
Bat  there  ich  was  powpto  indeed. 
Die.  Whv,  Hodge? 
Hodge.  JSootes  not,  man,  to  tell, 
Cham  so  drest  amonst  a  sorto  uf  fooles,  chad 

better  be  in  hell. 
My  Gammer  (cham  ashamed  to  say)  by  God, 
served  me  not  weele. 
Die  Uow  so^  Hodge  ? 


Hodge,  Hase  she  not  gone,  trowest  now  thoui 

and  lost  her  neele  ? 
Die.  Her  eele,  Hodge !  who  fysht  of  late  ?  tlmt 

was  a  dainty  dysh. 
Hodge*  Tush,  tush,  her  neele,  her  neele,  her 
neele,  man,  tys  neither  flesh  nor  fish, 
A  lytle  thing  with  an  hole  in  the  end,  as  bright  as 

any  syller, 
Small,  longe,  sbarpe  at  the  poynt,  and  straight  at 
any  pyller. 
Die  I  know  not  what  a  devil  thou  raenest,  thoti 

bringst  me  more  in  doubt. 
Hodge,  Knowest  not  with  what  Tom  tailer^s 
man  sits  broching  throughe  a  dout  ? 
A  neele,  a  neele,  my  GHmnicr'ft  neele  is  gone. 
Die,  Her  neele !  Hods^e,  now  I  smel  thee,  that . 
was  a  chaunce  alone : 
By  the  masse,  thou  hadst  a  shameful  losse,  and  it 
were  but  for  thy  breches. 
Hodge.  Gog*s  soule,  man.  chould  give  a  crown, 

•chad  it  but  three  stitdies. 
Die  How  sayest  tliou,  Hodge?  what  shuld  he 

have  again  thy  nedle  got  ? 
Hodge.  Be*m  vather's  soul,  and  chad  it,  chonid 

give  him  a  new  grot 
Die.  Canst  thou  keepe  eonnsaile  in  this  case  } 
Hodge,  Els  chwold  my  tooge  were  out. 
Die.  Do  thou  ^^  hut  then  by  my  advise,  and  I 

«il  fetch  it  without  doubt. 
Hodge.  Chyll  runne,  chvll  ryde,  chyll  dygge, 
chyll  delve,  chyll  toyle,  chyll  trudge, 
shalt  sect; 
Chyll  hold,  chyll  drawe,  chyll  pull,  diyll  pynchcv 

chyll  kneele  on  my  bare  knee; 
Chyll  scrape,  chyll  scratche,  chyll  syfte,  chyll 
seeke,  chyll  bowe,  chyll  bende,  chyll 
sweate, 
Chyll  stoop,  chyll  stur,  chyll  cap,  diyl  knele,  chyll 

crepe  on  hands  and  feeto ; 
Chyll  be  thy  bondman,  Diccon,  ich  sweare  by 

sunne  and  moone. 
And  channut  sumwhat  to  stop  this  gap,  cham 
utterly  undone. 

[Pointing  behind  to  hit  tome  breeches. 
Die.  Why,  is  ther  any  special  cause  thou  takest 

hereat  such  sorrow  ? 
Hodge.  Kirstian  Clack,  Tom  Simson*^  maid,  by 
the  masse  corns  hether  to  morrow; 
Cham  not  able  to  say,  betweene  us,  what  may  hap. 
She  smyled  on  me  the  last  Sonday  when  ich  put 
of  my  cap. 
Die,  Well,  Hod^,  this  is  a  matter  of  weight, 
and  must  be  kept  close, 
'^  It  might  els  tume  to  both  our  costes,  as  tho 


*»  WiU.  *»  Godgs.  *9  Than. 

^  It  might tU  tume  to  both  our  eoaies^  as  the  world  now  gose. — fa  the  14lh  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  I5T2,  an 
net  of  Farliaaient  passed,  by  which  very  heavy  penalties  were  inflicted  on  all  rogues,  vagabonds,  and 
Mardy  beggais.    Among  others,  who  are  therein  described  and  directed  to  he  deemed  such,  are  idle  per* 
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world  now  eose. 
Sbolt  sware  to  be  no  bfab»  Hodge. 

Hodge,  Chjilf  I^ccon. 

Die,  Then  go  to, 
Lay  thine  hand  here,  saj  after  tne,  as  tbou  sbalt 

here  me  do. 
Haste  no  book  ? 
*  Hodge.  Cha  no  book,  I. 

Die.  Then  needes  must  force  us  both, 
Upon  my  breech  to  lay  tiiine  hand,  and  there  to 
take  thine  oth. 

Hodge.  I  Hodge  breechelesse, 
Sweare  to  Diccon  rechelesse, 
By  the  crosse  that  I  shall  kysse, 
To  kepe  bis  counsaile  close. 
And  alwayes  kne  to  dispose 
To  worke  that  his  pleasure  is. 

J  Here  he  kyueth  Diccotr's  brteth. 

Die  Now,  Hodge,  see  tbou  take  heede, 
And  doe  as  1  thee  byd ; 
For  so  I  iudge  it  roeete, 
Thb  nedfe  againe  to  win, 
There  is  no  shift;  therein. 
But  conjure  up  a  spreete. 

Hodge.  What  the  great  devtlH  Diocoa,  I  saye? 

Die.  Yea,  in  good  faith,  that  is  the  waye, 
^'  Pet  with  some  prcty  charme. 

Hodge.  Softc,  Dicoon,  be  not  to  hasty  yet. 
By  the  masse,  for  ich  begyn  to  sweat, 
Cham  afrayde  of  some  ^^barme. 

Die,  Come  hether  then,  and  storre  the  nat 
One  inche  out  of  this  cytt:ie  p\at, 
But  stande  as  I  thee  teache. 

Hodge.  And  shall  ich  be  here  safe  from  theyr 
dawes  ^  I 


Dtc  The  mayster  deWfl  wkh  Us  fooige  paiies 
Here  to  thee  caosot  reacbe. 
Now  will  i  settle  ne  to  this  gaafe. 

Hodge.  I  say  Diccon,  heare  me,  heaie : 
Oo  soflyy  to  thys  matter. 

Die.  WhatdevyH,maa,  art  alraide  of  nought? 

Hodge.  Caaat  not  larrye  a  fittle  tbaaght, 
Tyll  ich  make  a  curtesie  of  water? 

Die.  Stand  tdU  to  it,  why  sbaldest  thoa  feare 
hym? 

Hodge.  Gog^s  sydes,  Dioons^ma  think  ich  heare 
him. 
And  tarrve  chal  ma^  idL 

Die.  The  matter  is  no  worse  tb«fi  I  tolde  it 

Hodge.  By  the  masse,  cham  aUe  n>>  loagtr  to 
bolde  it : 
^  So  bad,  iche  must  ben^  the  haH. 

Die  Stand  to  it,  Hodge,  sture  nor,  yon  horsoii. 
What  devyll,  be  thine  ars  stringes  brvscni  ? 
Thy  seife  a  while  but  Maye, 
The  devill  I  smell  hym,  wytt  be  here  aaonaL 

Hodge.  Hold  him  (att^  BieeoD,  cham  gone> 
cham  gone, 
Cbyll  not  be  at  that  fraye. 

THE  SECOND  SCEANE. 

DiccoK,  Cbat. 

Die.  Fy,  shytten  kpave,  ami  out  upoa  thee  \ 
Above  all  other  loutes,  fye  on  thee ! 
Is  not  here  a  cknly  prattcke  ? 
But  thy  matter  was  no  better. 
Nor  tl^  presciice  here  no  swfter, 
'*  To  flye  I  con  "  thee  thanke. 
^^  Here  ia  a  matter  worthy  glasynge, 


SOBS  going  about  feigning  tbenwdves  to  have  knowledge  in  phisnomie,  palmestrie,  or  other  abused  sciences^ 
whereby  they  bear  the  people  in  hand  that  they  can  tell  their  destinies,  deaths,  and  fortunes,  and  tmch 
other  like  fantastical  imaginations.  This  statote  teems  to  be  alluded  to  here  by  Diccon,  and  will  serve''  to 
confirm  the  later  date  of  the  Play ;  and  at  the  same  time  prove  the  forgery  of  that  assigned  to  it  by 
Chetwood. 

3t  1^— i.  c  fetched.  «*  Syme. 

«  To. 

34  Tofipe  I. con  thee  tkanhe.-^!  con  him  no  thanks  for  it,  occurs  in  8bakespettr»*s  Mf^  well  thai  endt 
weU ;  Msi  Mr  Steev ens  says  it  means,  <*  I  shall  not  thank  hhn  in  studied  language.*'  1  meet  with  the  sane 
expressioa  in  Fierce  PennUuse  Mm  ^tppUaation,  &c. 

«*  I  believe  he  witt  con  thee  tilth  thanks  for  it.'* 

Again,  in  fVily  Beguiled,  1613 1 

<*'  I  eo«  master  Charms  thanks  for  this,'* 

Agab,  in  Jntf  thing /or  a  quiet  life :  "  He  would  not  trust  you  with  it,  Icon  him  thanks  for  it."  To 
pon  thanks  may  indeed  exactly  answer  the  French  scavoir  gr€.    To  con  is  to  know. 

Qun  or  con  thanks,  says  the  Glossary  to  the  Lancashire  Pialect,  is  to  give  thanks;  and  In  that  sense  only 
(he  words  appear  to  be  used  to  this  day  in  the  north  of  Jbngland.  In  Erasmus's  Praise  ofFoUjff  by  Cha* 
loner,  1569,  Sig.  E  « :  "  But  in  the  meane  whyle,  ye  ought  to  eomu  me  thanke,  &c.'*^  And  Sig.  I  4  s 
**  who  natheless  canned  him  a  greate  thanke,  Slc."*  Again,  in  Pierce  Pennilesse's  Supplication,  p.  2B :  *'*'  ft 
is  well  doone  to  practise  thy  wit,  but  (i  believe)  our  Lord  will  cm  thwrUttU  thanke  for  it." 

3$  Can. 

?6  fisft  is  0  mattat  worthy  glosynge^i.  e.  glossing  or  commenting  upon^  S0|  in  fierce  Plowmm't  V^ion$  I 

Ghsed  the  Gospel  as  hem  good  liked, 

l-'or  covetL<ij  of  copes  f  oastrae  it  as  thei  wald^ 
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Of  GtttMiier  €r«rtM't  needle  kwyoge, 

And  a  foole  peeoe  of  warke : 

A  BUMiy  I  tbyotke,  m^ht  make  a  player 

And  nede  no  worde  to  this  thej  saje, 

Bmig  boc  halfe  a  darke. 

^olkey  let  me  alooe^  I  will  take  the  charge, 

Thtt  letter  further  to  enlarge. 

Within  a  tjme  shorte ; 

Ujm  will  narke  nriy  tojes,  and  note, 

I  will  geve  ye  leave  to  cot  my  throte 

If  I  mdce  net  goed  a^otte* 

Dame,  Chat,  I  say,  where  be  ye,  within  ? 

Ckmt^  Who  have  we  theie  maketh  such  a  din  ? 

Die  Here  as  a  good  fellow,  maketh  no  great 
clanngBr. 

Ckat,  What,  Diooon?  come  nere,  ye  be  no 


^  We  be  fast  set  at  tninp^  man,  hard  by  the  fyre; 
IWm  akaU  set  on  the  king,,  if  thon  coaM  a  Utile 

nyer. 
Die  Kay,,  nay^  diere  is  no  tarrying:  I  must  be 

goaieagaioe; 


fiat  first  for  yon  in  conncel  I  have  a  word  or 

twaine. 
Ckat,  Come  hether,  Do2 ;  Dol,  sit  dewiie  and 

play  this  game. 
And  as  thou  sawest  me  do,  see  thon  do  eviea  the 

'    same; 
There  is  five  trumps  besides  the  qoeeae,  the  hind- 
most thou  shalt  finde  her, 
Take  beda  of  Sim  Gbver's  wife,  she  hath  an  eie 

behind  her. 
New,  Diccoo,  say  yoor  wilL 

Die,  Nay,  sofie  a  litle  yet, 
I  wold  not  tell  my  uster,  the  matter  is  so  great, 
^*  There  I  wil  have  you  sweare  by  our  dere  lady 

of  Bullakie, 
Saint  Dunstone  and  saint  Doanyke,  with  the 

three  ktnges  of  Knilaioe,  '^ 
That  ye  shal  kee^  it  secret. 

Chat.  Gog*s  bread,  that  will  I  doo, 
As  secret  as  mine  owoe  thnngbt,  by  God  and  the 

devil  too.  ^ 


'^  VFe  hefui  Ht  at  tramp,  mm,  hard  hf  thefyre  ;•— The  common  etymology  of  the  word  trump^  as  made 
•se  of  ia  games  at  cards,  derives  it  from  a  cormptioa  of  triumph ;  but  Ben  Johnson  spells  the  word  tromp^ 
fnm  which  Bffr  Whalley  conjectures  that  bis  author  thought  it  was  derived  from  the  French  tromper^  to 
^leceive.  Aad  indeed  it  wiH  easily  bear  this  acceptation.  A  penon  playing  at  the  game  thinks  he  shall 
wia  the  trick,  tili  bb  adversary  takes  it  from  him  by  a  tromp  f  he  b  irompt^  or  deceived. 

Whalley  Note  on  The  New  /an,  A.  I.  S.  S, 

T\rmmp  vras  a  game  played  with  cards,  as  will  appear  by  the  following  pas8aj;e  of  Dekker^s  Bel-num  of 
Ltmdmtf  Sig.  Vtx  **  To  speake  of  all  the  sleights  used  by  card-pUnfers  in  all  sorts  of  games  would  but 
weary  you  that  are  to  read,  and  bee  but  a  thankTesse  and  unplea^iog  labour  for  me  to  set  them  downe. 
Omittliig  therefore  the  deceipts  practised  (even  in  the  fayrest  and  most  civill  companies)  at  Primero, 
SaioC  Maw,  Tntmpy  and  such  like  games,  I  will,**  &c. 

^  There  J  wilt  Aave  jkw  tmeare  hif  our  di¥e  tad^  ofBtMaitte. — Mr  Hawklm  says  probably  Lai^  Awn  But' 
fca,  tkaa  which  there  cov(ld  hardly  have  been  a  conjecture  more  wide  from  the  meaning  of  the  speaker. 
Oar  dere  Lady  of  Ballaine  is  no  other  than  the  image  of  the  Vlrgio  Mary  at  Boulogne,  which  was  for- 
merly held  in  so  moch  reverence,  that  it  was  one  of  those  to  which  pilgrid^oges  used  to  be  oiade.  In 
Chaaeer's  CmOarhmryThtes,  Prol.  1.  465.  describing  the  wye  of  Bath^  he  says  : 

And  thries  hadde  she  beea  ai  Jerasaleaie. 
She  hadde  passed  many  a  strange  streme. 
At  Rome  she  hadde  beo,  and  at  BoMmCf 
la  Galice  at  Se|nt  James,  and  at  Coloioe. 

The  Vifgia  Marf  was  the  patroness  of  the  towa  of  Bootogae  in  a  very  siogilar  manner,  it  being  holden 
ioiaediateiy  of  her :  ^  For  when  King  Lewis  II.  after  the  decease  of  Charles  of  Burgundy,  had  taken  in 
Boalogoe,  amio  1477,  as  new  lord  of  the  town,  (thus  John  de  Serres  relateth  it,)  he  did  homage  with- 
oot  sword  or  spars  bareheaded,  and  on  his  kaee^  before  tlM  Virgin  Mary,  oferiog  nnW  her  image  an 
heart  of  massle  gold  weighing  9000  crowns.  He  added  also  this,  that  he  and  his  successors  kings  after 
him  shoald  hold  the  county  of  Boulogne  of  the  said  Virgin,  and  do  homage  unto  her  image  in  the  great 
charch  of  the  higher  town  dedicated  lo  ber  name,  paying  at  every  changeof  a  vassal  an  heart  of  pure 
g«ld  of  the  same  weight.**— Heylin^s  Stirvey  of  France,  1 656,  p.  19J. 

,  ^  Wm  the  three  king*  «/ Ju^kMs— The  three  kh^^  of  Ooioyn  are  supposed  to  have  been  the  wise 
Ma  who  tFBveUed  onto  our  Saviour  by  the  direction  of  the  star.  To  these  kings,  several  writers  have 
givea  the  names  of  Caspar,  Melehior,  and  BaHhaaar  f  bat  Sir  Thomas  Browne,  iu  his  Vulgar  Brrors,  lias 
a  Whole  chapter  concerning  them,  in  which  he  doubts  all  the  principal  facts  in  the  account  of  them.  See 
B.  7.  C  8.  The  celebrated  Tbdmas  Ceryat,  when  at  Coloyn,  took  some  pains  to  collect  many  circum- 
Mooces  relative  to  these  khigs,  with  which  he  hath  filled  several  pages  of  his  Book;  and  to  which  those 
who  are  desirous  of  fhrther  information  On  the  sutnect  must  be  refeired. 
^  Two.  '^ 
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Die.  Here  it  Gammer  Gurton,  your  neighbour, 
a  sad  nnd  hevy  wight. 
Her  goodly  faire  red  cock  at  home,  was  stole  this 
last  night. 
Choi,  Gog's  soul !  her  cock  with  the  yelow 

legs,  that  nightly  crowed  so  just  ? 
Dk.  That  cocke  is  stollen. 
Chat,  What,  was  he  fet  out  of  the  hen's  niste  ? 
Die  I  can  not  tel  where  the  devil  he  was  kept, 
under  key  or  tocke. 
But  Tib  hath  tykled  in  Gammer's  eare,  that  you 
should  steaie  the  cocke. 
Chat.  ^'  Have  1  ?  strong  hoore,  by  bread  and 

salte 

Die,  What  softe,  T  say  be  sty!. 
Say  not  one  word  for  all  this  geare. 
Chat.  By  the  masse,  that  1  wyl, 
I  wil  have  the  yong  bore  by  the  head,  and  the 
old  trot  by  the  throte. 
Die,  Not  one  word,  dame  Chat,  I  say,  not  one 

word  for  my  cote. 
Chat,   Shall  such  a  besar's  brawle  as  that, 
tbiakest  thou^  make  me  a  theefe  ? 
The  pocks  Kght  on  her  bores  sydes,  a  pestilence 

and  mischeefe. 
Come  out,  thou  hungry  nedy  by tche ;  O  that  my 
nails  be  short ! 
Die.  Gog's  bread,  woman,  hold  your  peace,  this 
gere  wil  else  passe  sport ; 
I  wold  not  for  an  hundred  pound,  this  matter 

shuld  be  knowen. 
That  I  am  auctour  of  this  tale,  or  have  abrode  it 
blowen. 


•  Did  ye  not  sweare  ye  wold  be  ruled,  before  the 
i  tale  I  tolde  ? 

I  said  ye  must  all  secret  keepe,  and  ye  said  sure 
ye  wolde. 
Chat.  Wolde  you  suffier  your  self,  Diooon,  such 
a  sort  to  revile  yon. 
With  slaunderous  words  to  blot  your  name,  and 
so  to  defile  you  ? 
Die.  No,  good  wife  Chat,  I  wold  be  loth  such 
drabs  shulde  blot  my  name ; 
But  yet  ye  must  so  order  all,  that  Diccon  beare 
no  blanne. 
Chat,  ^^  Go  to  then,  what  is  your  rede,  say  on 

your  minde,  ye  sliall  mee  rule  herem. 
Die  Godamercye  dame  Cbat^  in  faith  thou 
must  the  gere  begin : 
It  is  twentjT  pound  to  a  goose  turd  my  Gammer 

will  not  tary. 
But  hether  ward  sh6  comet  as  fast  as  her  legs 

can  her  cary. 
To  brawle  withyou  about  her  cocke;  for  well  I 

hard  lyb  say. 
The  cocke  was  rested  in  your  house,  to  break* 

fast  yesterday : 
And  when  ye  had  the  carcas  eaten,  the  fethers 

ye  out  fluo}i;e. 
And  Dol,  your  maid,  the  legs  she  hid  a  foote 
depe  in  the  dunge. 
Chat,  O  gracyous  God,  my  heart  it  burstes ! 
Die.  Well,  rule  your  self  a  space. 
And  Gammer  Gurton,  when  she  commeth,  jmoa 
into  tbys  plaoe, 


^  Have  If  ttr&ng  Jbort,  by  bread  and  salte— thte  oath  occon  egala>  A.  6.  S.  2 :— 
*<  Yet  shal  ye  find  ao  other  wight  save  she,  by  bread  and  salt.*' 


'  From  the  following 


in  Nath*i  Lenten  Sh^jf^  1599,  It  nay  be  inferred,  that  it  was  once  ca^ 


tomary  to  eat  bread  andeaU  previous  to  the  taking  an  oath  :  **  Venai,  for  Hero  wa»  her  priest,  and  Jhb» 
Lucloa  the  midwife's  godd<fM,  for  she  was  bow  quiekned,  and  cast  away  by  the  cruelty  of  £o1qs,  took 
bread  and  salt,  and  eat  it,  that  they  would  be  smartly  revenged  on  that  trucvlent,  windy  jailor,"  &c 

**  Qo  to  then,  what  is  your  rede,  say  on  your  minde,  ye  sKall  mee  rule  htretn-^rede,  i.  e.  counsel  or  advice. 
So,  lo  A.  4.  S. « :— 

Tberrfbre  I  rede  yon  three,  go  hence,  and  within  keepe  close. 

Again, 

Wen,  if  ye  will  be  ordrcd,  and  do  by  my  reade. 

Again,  A.  5.  S.  8  ^- 

And  where  ye  sat  he  said  fal  certain,  if  I  wold  fotow  his  read. 

Again,  in  Erasnns's  Praise  of  Folk,  by  Chalooer,  Sig.  D  4 :  *'  Unles  perchannce  some  would  chose 
sache  a  souldier  as  Demosthenes,  who  folowyng  Archilocos,  the  poetet  rede  scarce  lookynge  his  ene- 
mies la  the  face,  threw  downe  bb  sbeelde,  and  ranoe  awaie  as  cowardly  a  warrionr  as  be  was  a  wyse 
•ratour.*' 

The  old  version  of  the  singing  psalms  also  begios  in  this  manner ; 

The  man  is  blest,  that  hath  not  bent 
To  wicked  rede  his  ear* 
19 
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Then  to  the  qieane  hVt  see  ye^  tcU  her  jour 

mynd^  aod  spare  not, 
So  shall  Dicoon  blaoiclesse  bee ;  «Dd  then  go  to, 

I  care  not 
Citff.  Then  hoore,  beware  her  throte,  I  can 

abide  no  longer : 
la  laitb,  old  witch,  it  shal  be  seeoe  whidi  of  us 

two  be  stronger ; 
And  Dicoon,  bat  at  your  request,  I  wold  not  stay 

one  bowre. 
Pic  Well,  kcepe  it  in  till  she  be  liere,  and 

then  out  Jet  it  powre* 
In  the  meaiie  while,  ^  you  in,  and  make  no 

wordes  of  this ; 
More  of  this  matter  within  this  howre  (o  here 

/ou  shall  not  miss, 
know  you  are  my  friend,  bide  it  I  cold 
not  <k>Dbtle8 : 
Ye  koow  your  harm,  see  ye  bo  wise  about  your 

owne  busines. 
So  fare  ye  well. 
Chat,  Nay,  aoft  Diocon,  and  drynke:  what, 
Dol,  t  say, 
Bringe  here  a  cup  of  the  best  ale,  let's  aq^  come 
quicly  awaje. 

THE  THIRD  8CEANE. 

Hodge,  Diccon. 

Die*  Ye  see,  masters,  that  one  end  tapt  of  this 

my  short  devise. 
Now  must  we  broche  t'other  to,  before  the  smoke 

arise. 
And  by  the  time  they  have  a  while  run, 
I  trust  ye  need  not  crave  it, 


But  loke  what  lieth  in  both  their  harts,  ye  ar  like 
sure  to  have  it 
Hodge.  Yea,  Gog's  soul,  art  alive  yet  ?  what 

Diccon,  dare  ich  come  ? 
Die.  A  man  is  wel  hied  to  trust  to  thee,  I  wil 
say  nothing  but  mum. 
But  and  ye  come  any  nearer,  I  pray  you  see  all 
be  sweete. 
Hodge,  ^  Tush  man,  is  Gammer's  neele  found? 

that  chould  gladly  weete. 
Die,  She  may  thanke  thee  it  is  not  found ;  for 
if  you  had  kept  thy  standing, 
The  devil  he  wold  have  fet  it  out,  ev'n  Hodge, 
at  thy  commanding. 
Hodge.  Gog*s  hart!  and  cold  he  tel  nothing 

wher  the  ncele  might  be  found  ? 
Die.  Ye  foolysh  dolt,  yc  were  to  seek,  ear  wo 
had  got  our  ground ; 
Therfore  his  tale  so  doubtful!  was,  that  I  could 
not  perceive  it. 
Hodge.  Then  ich  se  wel  somthing  was  said, 
chope  one  day  yet  to  have  it. 
^'  But  Diccon,  Diccon^  did  not  the  devill  cry, 
ho,  ho,  ho  ? 
Die.  If  thou  badst  taryed  where  thou  stood'st, 

thou  woldest  have  said  so. 
Hodge.   Durst  swcre  of  a  boke,  chard  him 
ror^  streight  after  ich  was  gone ; 
But  tel  me,  Diccon,  what  said  the  knave,  let  me 
here  it  anon. 
Die,  The  horson  talked  to  mee,  I  know  not 
well  of  what: 
^  One  whyle  his  tonge  it  ran,  and  paltered  of  a 

cat, 
Another  wbyle  he  stammered  styll  upon  a  rat; 


*^  Addition. 

^  Tmk  fMHr  i*  Gamnmr'i  nmh  fotrndf  thai  ckamU  glaify  weeto^i*  e.  gMly  know*  80,  in  Shake* 
•peare's  jinimy  and  Cleopatra^  A.  1,  S.  I : 

<<  —  in  which,  I  bind. 
On  pain  of  pnoisbment,  the  world  to  weetcy 
Wc  stand  up  pccrleas.*' 

The  word  weti  is  ako  nSed  by  Spenser  And  Fairfax. 

^  But  Diccom^  tHbetm^  did  not  the  dewtU  erjf,  Ao,  Ao,  ho  f^ln  the  SMd^it  moralities,  and  in  many  of  the 
earliest  entertainmeots  of  the  stage,  the  devil  is  introduced  as  a  character,  and  it  appears  to  have  been 
fvtomary  to  bring  bim  before  the  audience  with  this  cry  of  Ao,  Ao,  ho.  See  particularly  the  Devil  is  an 
^«,  by  Ben  Jonson,  A.  1-  S.  I.  Frdm  the  following  panagcb,  in  fVily  Begtdkdy  1606,  we  learn  the  man- 
aer  io  which  the  character  used  to  be  dresaed  :  **  Tush !  feare  not  the  do<^e :  1*U  rather  put  00  my  floah- 
Isg  red  nose  aod  my  flaming  lace,  and  come  wrap'd  in  a  calfs  skin,  aod  cry,  Ao,  ho,  &c.'*  Again,  **  I'll 
pataieodmy  great  carnation  nose,  and  wrap  me  in  a  rowsing  calfs  skin  suit,  and  come  like  some  hobcohiin, 
or  tome  devil  ascended  from  the  grisly  pit  of  bell  1  and  like  a  seariiabe  make  him  take  his  legs  :  1^1  play 
the  devil,  I  warrant  ye." 

^  One  mhyle  hit  iomgt  U  rm,  md  paltered  of  a  oof— to  potter  Is,  as  Dr  Johnson  explains  it,  to  shuffle, 
with  aflsbiguous  expressions.    Thus:-—  > 

**  And  he  these  joggling  fiends  no  more  believ'd. 

That  polter  with  us  in  a  double  sense."  Macbeth,  A.  5.  S.  7. 

la  cenfinnatlon  of  Or  Jobnson*s  explanation,  Mr  Steevens  produces  the  fbllowlng  Instances  ;*^ 

**  Now  fbrtune  fh>wn,  and  ptiUer  if  thou  please.**  Jiertw  and  S^fla,  ld04b 

<*  — Romans,  that  have  spoke  the  word, 
AjidwiUBOtpa(/sr.'* 
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Last  of  all  there  was  DOtlung  bat  ererj  word  diat, 

cUat; 
But  this  I  well  perceyved  before  I  wold  him  rid, 
Bctweene  chat  and  th^  rat,  aod  the  cat,  the  nedte 

is  hyd : 
Now  wether  Gyb  our  cat  have  eate  it  in  her 

matre. 
Or  doctor  Hat  our  curat  have  found  it  in  the 

straw, 
Or  tliis  dame  Chat  your  nei{;hbour  have  stoUen 

it,  God  hee  knowetli ; 
But  by  the  morrow  at  this  time,  we  thai  learn 

how  the  matter  goeth. 
Hodge.  Canst  not  learn  to  nfgh^  man;  seest  not 

what  is  here  ? 

[Pointi/ng  behind  to  hii  tome  hreeches, 
i>ir.  Tys  not  po&syhle  to  make  it  sooner  appere. 
Bodge.  Alas,Diccon,  then  chave  no  shyrt;  but 

least  ich  tary  to  looge, 
Hye  me  to  Sym  Glover's  shop,  theaf«  to  seeke 

for  a  tbonge, 
Therwith  this  breech  to  tatche  and  tye  as  ich  may. 
Die. To  morow,  Hodge,  if  we  chaunce  to  meete, 

shall  9ee  what  1  will  say. 

THE  FOURTH  SCEANE. 

DiCCON,  Gammeb. 
Die.  Now  this  gere  must  forward  goe,  for  here 
my  Gkimmer  commeth : 
Be  still  a  while,  and  say  nothing,  make  here  a  lit- 
tle romth. 
Gam,  Good  lord  !  shall  never  be  my  lucke  my 
ncelc  agayne  to  spye  ? 
Alas  tlie  whyle,  tys  past  my  helpe*;  where  'ds, 
still  it  most  lye. 
Die.  Now,  Jesus,  Gammer  Gorton,  what  dri- 
veth  you  to  this  sadnes  ? 
I  feare  me,  by  my  consdence^  yon  will  tore  faM 
to  madnes. 
Cram,  Who  is  that?  what,  Diocoa?  chua  lost^ 
man :  fye^  fye. 


Pic  Mary,  fye  on  them  that  be  worthy ;  but 

what  sbuld  be  J(mt  troble  ? 
Gam,  Alas,  the  more  Ich  thinke  on  h,  my  8of« 
row  h  waieth  doable. 
My  goodly  tossy ng  Sporyar'tneele^  chave  lost  ich 
wot  not  where. 
Die  Yoorneele?  whan? 
Gam.  My  ueele,  das !  ich  mvght  full  HI  it  sparer. 
As  God  himselfe  be  knowetb  nere  one  besyde 
'  chaff  e. 
Die,  If  this  be  all,  good  Gammer,  I  warrant 

Yon  all  is  save. 
Gam,  Why,  know  you  any  tydiogs  which  way 

my  neele  is  gone  ? 
J)ie,  Yea,  that  I  do,  doubtlesse,  as  ye  shall 
here  anone, 
A  see  a  thing  this  matter  toucheth,  within  these 

twenty  howres, 
Even  at  this  gate,  before  my  face,  by  a  n<^U- 

bour  of  yours; 
She  stooped  me  downe,  and  up  she  tokc  a  needle 

or  a  pyn; 
I  durst  be  swome  it  was  even  yours,  by  all  mj 
mother's  kyn. 
Garm  It  was  my  neele,  Diccon,  ich  wot;  for 
here  even  by  this  poste 
Ich  sat,  what  time  as  ich  up  btarte,  and  so  mj 

neele  is  loste : 
^^  Who  was  it,  leive  son  f  speke  ich  pray  the,  and 
quickly  tell  me  that. 
Die,  A  sQttle  qoeano  as  any  in  diiis  towne, 

your  neyghboure  here,  dame  Chat. 
Gam,  Dame  Chat  1  Diccon,  let  me  be  gone^ 

chil  thyther  in  post  baste. 
Die,  Take  my  councell  yet,  or  ye  go,  ^  for  feare 
ye  walke  in  wast. 
It  is  a  murrion  crafty  drafa^  and  froward  to  be 

pleased. 
And  ye  take  not  the  better  way,  your^  nedle 

yet  ye  lose  it : 
For  when  she  took  it  up,  even  bere  before  your 
dooresy 


♦^  JTAo  rw  «,  khs  $en  f — Wbe  was  St,  dear  son  ?  So,  in  the  BaOad  of  Adam  JkU^  Ctow  qftA^  ClougJip 

Te  myght  have  asked  towrr s  and  towner, 

Parkes  and  forestes  pleote. 
Bat  none  toe  pleasant  to  my  pay,  shee  sayd  | 

Hor  none  so  fe/e  to  me.  Percy's  Befiques,  Tol.  1. 16T» 

5*  Tak$  my  coance/I  j^,  or  m  fo— i.  e.  ere  y«  go.    As  in  the  foHowi^  instances ; 

A.  3.  S.  i :— '*  Ich  know  who  found  ll,  and  tooke  it  np  sbalt  see  or  it  he  longe.*' 
A.  4, 8. 8 :— «•  That  or  ye  cold  go  twyee  U^  churth,  1  warrant  yoe  hero  newsr" 
Ibid. — "  But  or  all  came  to  an  eade,  I  let  her  in  a  doropc." 
Hairs  ChronicU,  Benrjf  IV.  1550,  p.  8  :— *^  But  or  this  deposition  was  execated  In  tioie,  he  came  to 
Westminster,  Ac." 

Ibid.  p.  Stt :— •*  Wberef  the  kyi^  bcyng  advertysed,  caused  a  greai  army  to  be  anembled  and  marched 
toward  his  enemies,  bat  or  the  kyi^  came  to  Netyngham,  Sec,** 

:\scham*8  Toxophitus ;— "  For  flnt,  as  it  is  manye  a  yearc  or  they  begin  to  be  neat  shooters.  Ac.**— 
See  also  Mr  Steevens^  Makespeare.  Vol  Y.  P.  161.  ^      »  o- 

^  r««r-HNurj  first  editioo.  S 
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What  soft,  danM  Chat,  qooch  I,  that  same  is 

TK>ne  of  yours. 
AnuiQty  qaoth  she,  syr  knaTe,  what  pratest  thou 

ofthatlfynd? 
I  wold  thou  hadst'kist  rae  I  wot  whear:  (she 

ment  I  know  behind,) 
^  And  home  she  went  as  brag  as  it  had  ben  a 

bodelouce,  ., 

And  I  after  her,  as  bold  ais  it  bad  ben  the  good- 
man  of  the  house : 
Bat  diere  and  ye  had  hard  her^  how  she  begpm 

toscolde, 
The  toi^e  it  went  on  patips^  by  hym  that  Judas 

soljde ; 
Bdi  'other  worde  I  was  a  knave^  and  yon  a  hore 

of  borest 
Becaose  I  spake  in  your  behalfe,  and  sayde  the 

neele  was  yours. 
,   OcM.  "  Oogs  bread !   and  thinks  the  callet 

tlyns  to  kepe  my  neele  me  fro  ? 
Die,'  Let  her  alone,  and  she  minds  non  other, 

hot  e?en  to  dresse  you  so. 
Gam,  By  the  masse,  chil  rather  spend  the  cote 

that  is  on  ray  backe. 
Thinks  die  false  quean  Ity  such  a  sl^ht'^  that 

chill  my  neele  lacke  ? 
Die  Slip  not  your  ^'  gere,  I  coonsell  you,  but 

of  tfais^take  190^  bede. 
Let  not  be  knowen  I  told  you  of  it|  how  weU 

soever  ye  f|^. 


Gam,  Chil  in,  Diccon,  a  cleene  apeme  to  take^ 
aifd  set  before  me; 
And  ich  may  my  beelo  once  see,  chil  sure  rt- 
member  the. 


THE  HFTH  SCEANE. 

Die.  Here  will  the  sporte  begin,  if  these  two 

once  may  meete, 
Their  chere,  durst  lay  numey,  will  prove  scarsly 

*  sweete.  • 
My  Gfammer  sure  entends  to  be  nppon  her  bones. 
With  staves,  or  with  clubs,  or  els  with  coble 

(tones. 
Dame  Chat  on  the  other  syde,  if  she  be  far  be- 

liynde, 
I  am  right  far  deceived,  she  is  geven  to  it  Qf 

kynde. 
He  that  may  tarry  by  it  a  ^hyle,  and  that  but 

shorten 
I  warrant  hym  trust  to  it,  he  shall  see  all  the  sporte. 
Into  the  towne  will  I,  my  frendes  to  vysit  there. 
And  hether  straight  againe  to  see  th'  end  of  this 

gere. 
'♦  In  the  meano  time,  fclowes,  pype  npp  your 

fiddles,  I  saie  take  them. 
And  let  your  frevndes  here  such  myrth  as  ye  can 

pake  tnem. 


THE  THIRD  ACTE, 


THE  FIRST  SCEANR 

Badge,  Sym  Olover  yet  gramercy  I  cham  mett- 
Ijre  well  sped  now, 
Ih'art  even  as  good  41  fblow  as  ever  kyste  a  cowe.' 


Here  is  a  ^yqge  "  in  dede,  by  the  masse  thongili 

ich  speake  it, 
56  joiQ  Tankard's  great  bald  cartal,  I  thinks 

could  not  breake  tt. 


'^  Jnd  kam  'ho  went  «t  hrag  at  it  had  bm  a  hMouc&--'"  As  brisk  as  a  body-loose,  was  former^  pro« 
verbiaL**— See  Ray*s  Prot>erft9, 1748,  p.  8I§. 
']  Oogi  bread  J  and  thinkt  the  callet  thus  te  kepe  mjf  neete  me  fro  f-^**  Callet,  a  lewd  wom^n,  a  drab  1 


perhaps  so  called  from  the  French  oo/ofe,  which  was  a  sort  of  bead-dress  iiom  by  coaatry  giris^*'- 
GlMsary  ^o  Uny'e  Chatteer. 

So,  in  tbe  Sappoeee,  by  Geo.  Gascoigne,  A.5.S.6:  <<  Cone  hither,  yon  old  MUof,  yoa  tatding  bos- 
wife:  that  the  devil  cat  oat  yoar  toague.**— See  other  instances  in  Dr  Gsey's  noles on  Sa«kcspear% 
TeLILp.4l. 

Again,  Ben  Jonson*s  Fojp,  A.  «•  8*  3 :-« 


"Wby,t]iecaUi< 

Yoa  told  m\e  ot,  h^re  |  have  |a*en  dingnis^d^** 


'^aygh. 


Pint  edition. 


«u     ^ r-^  UmotfiUmet^  pype  upp,  ftc-r-TbU 

the  acts  was  mtrodacel  In  the  earliest  of  our  ' 


''  Slept  not  you  gert.    Fint  edition^ 
je  evidmtly  shews,  tbat  mnsic  playing  between 
Ic  entertaiam^ts. 


'^  Mr  Dodsley  altered  this  word  to  thomg, 
^  TW  Tmkard'e  great  bald  cnrtal--cuna/  is  a  imaU  horn  $  properly  one  who  hath  his  tail  decked  or 
OM^K    So,  in  Dekker^s  mUtniet  difqqveted  byLanthorno  and  Candldigkt^  ^c,  WO,  Sig.  Q:  "  He 
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And  vben  he  spyed  my  ueode^  to  be  ao  «treigbt 
and  hard, 

Hays  lent  me  here  his  nauUy  to  set  the  gyb  for- 
ward. 

Aa  for  my  Gammer*s  neele^  the  flyenge  feynd  go 
weete, 

Chill  liot  now  go  to  the  doore  again  with  it  to 
meete. 

Choald  make  shy  fee  good  enough,  and  chad  a 
candels  eiide, 

The  cheefe  hole  in  my  breechc,  with  these  two 
chill  amende. 

THE  SECOND  SCEANE. 
Gam M EH,  Hodge. 

Ottm,  How,  Hodge !  roayst  nowe  be  glad,  cha 

oewet  to  tell  thee, 
Ich  knowe  who  hais  my  neele,  ich  trust  soone 

shalt  k  see. 
Hodge,  The  devyll  thou  does:  hast  hard  Gam- 
mer in  deede,  or  doest  but  jest? 
Cam,  Tys  as  true  as  Steele,  Hodge. 
Bodge,  Why,  knowest  well  where  dydst  leese 

it? 
Cam,  Ich  know  who  found  it,  and  tooke  it  up, 

shalt  see  or  it  be  longe. 
Hodge,  God*s  mother  deerc,  if  that  be  tme, 

finrwel  both  nauie  and  thong. 
But  who  hais  it.  Gammer,  say  ?  one  chonld  faine 

here  it  disclosed. 
Gam,  That  false  fixen,  that  same  dame  Chat, 

that  counts  her  sclfe  so  honest.. 
Hodge.  Who  told  you  so  ? 
Cam.  That  same  did  Dicconthe  bMIam,  which 

saw  it  done. 
Hodge,  Diccon !  it  is  a  vengeable  kaave.  Gam- 
mer, 'tis  a  bonable  horson. 
Can  do  mo  things  than  that*  els  cham  deceyi'ed 

evil: 
By  the  masse  ich  saw  him  of  late  cal  up  a  great 

blacke  devvH. 
O,  the  knave  cryed  bo,  bo,  he  xoaced  and  be 

thundred,  « 
And  ye'ad  bene  here,  cham  sure  you*id  murrenly 

ha  wondred. 
Gam,  V/b»  not  thou  afraide,  Hodge^  to  see 

him  in  this  place? 
Hodge,  No,  and  chad  come  to  me,  cbould  have 

laid  \^m  on  tiie  face,  [ 

Choaki  have  preMiscd  bia*  i 


Gam.  But  Hodge,  had  he  no  boms  to  pusbef 
Hodge.  As  long  as  your  two  armes.    Saw  ye 
never  fryer  Rushe 
Painted  on  a  doth,  with  a  side  long  cowe's  tavie. 
And  crooked  cloven  feet,  and  nnany  a  boked 

nayle  ? 
For  al  the  world  (if  I  shuld  judg)  cbould  reckeA 

him  his  brother : 
'^  Loke  even  what  face  irjtr  Rush  had,  the  devil 
had  such  another. 
Gam»  Now  Jesus  mercy,  Hodge,  did  Dicoonia 

him  bring  ? 
Hodge,  Nay,  Gammer,  (heare  me  speke^)  cbil 
tel  vou  a  greater  thin^. 
The  devil,  when  Dicoou  bad  him  (ich  hard  him 

wondrous  weel) 
Sayd  plainly  (here  before  us)  that  dame  Cbit 
had  your  neele. 
Cam,  Then  let  us  go,  and  askc  her  whereforf 
she  minds  to  kepe  it. 
Seeing  we  know  so  much,  'tware  madness  now  to 
slepe  it. 
Hodge,  Go  to  her.  Gammer,  see  ye  not  where 
she  stands  in  her  doores  ? 
Byd  her  geve  you  the  neele,  'tis  oone  of  bers  but 
yours. 

THE  THIRD  SCEANE. 
Gammer,  Cbat,  Howmb. 

Cam,  Dame  Chat,  cholde  praye  the  fair,  let 

me  have  that  as  min^ 
Chil  not  this  twenty  yeres  take  one  fart  that  is 

th^ne ; 
Therefore  give  me  mine  owne^  and  let  me  live 

besyde  the. 
Chat,  Why,  art  thou  crept  from  home  hether 

to  mine  own  doores  to  chide  me  ? 
Heoce,  doting  drab,  avauiit,  or  I  shall  set  die 

further. 
Intends  thou  and  this  knave,  mee  in  my  bouse  to 

murther? 
Gam.  Tush !  gape  not  so ;  ''  no  woman,  shall 

not  yet  eate  mee. 
Nor  all  the  frends  thou  hsist,  in  tlus  shall  not  in- 

treat  mee; 
Mine  owne  goods  I  will  have,  and  aske  the  no  '^ 

beleve: 
What  woman ;  pore  folks  must  have  right,  tboogb 

the  thmg  you  agreve. 


could  sbewe  more  crafty  foxes  in  this  wild  goose  cbese,  then  there  are  white  foxes  fai  Russia ;  and  motf 
straUge  horse-trickes  plaide  by  soch  riders,  men  Batdcei  hU  atrtal  did  ever  practise  (whose  gambals  of  the 
two  were  the  honester.)** 

^7  Lake  wen  mhatfacefiyer  Ihuh  hid^^fnfar  Rmh  is  mentioned  in  Reginald  8cot*8  Dfteoverie  e/  Witch* 
rraft^  1584,  p.  fifii  :  ^  Frir  JTutA  was  for  all  (be  world  sack  another  follow  as  this  Hrndgln,  and  broogh^ 
■p  even  in  the  same  schoole ;  to  wit,  in  a  kitchen  :  insomach  as  the  sclfe<«ime  tale  Is  written  of  tlie  one 
as  of  the  other,  concembg  the  sknllian,  wliich  is  said  to  have  beene  ilahie,  &c.  For  the  readijig  whereof 
I  reforre  you  to,^^  Mmh  his  storie,  or  dse  to  John  YUertu  De  prettigiit  dsmoRvm.** 

"Me.  s>  On, 
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CktU.  Give  thee  thy  right,  «iid  hang  the  up, 

with  all  thy  haggis  hroode; 
What,  wUt  thou  oaake  me  a  theefe^  and  say  I 

stole  thy  good  ? 
GoMs  ChM  say  nothings  Qch  warranl  thee^)  bat 

that  ich  can  prove  it  arell, 
fhoQ  fet  my  good  even  from  my  dooi%  diam 

able  this  to  tell. 
Ck€t.  Did  I  (oide  witch)  steal  oft  was  thiae? 

how  should  that  thing  be  knowen  ? 
0«R.  Ich  can  noC  tell,  bat  ap  thoa  tokett  it  as 

though  it  had  bin  thine  own. 
Ck^  Mary,  fy  on  thee,  tboo  old  Gyb,  with  ai 

my  very  hart. 
Gtnm,  ^  Nay,  fy  on  thee,  thou  rampe,  thoa  ryg, 

with  al  that  take  thy  part. 
Chmt,  A  veogeaonce  on  those  lips^  that  laieth 

such  things  to  my  charge. 
Gam,  A  vengeauuce  on  those  caliats  hipg, 

whose  conscience  is  so  large. 
Ciai.  Come  out,  hoggis. 
Gam,  Come  out,  hog^  and  let  have  me  right. 
CM.  Thou  arrant  witche. 
Ooni.  Thoa  bawdJe  bitche,  chil  make  thee  curse 

this  night. 
Chat.  A  bag  and  a  wallet. 
OoM.  A  carte  for  a  callet 
Chai.  Why  ^  wenest  thou  thos  to  prevaile? 
I  holde  thee  a  grote, 
I  shall  patche  &j  coate. 

Geai.  Thou  warte  as  good  kysse  my  tayle; 
^  Thou  slut,  thou  kut,  thou  rake^  thott  iakes,  will 

not  shame  make  the  hide  the  r  ^ 
Chat,  HkiU  skald,  thou  bald,  thou  roten,  dioa 

glotten,  I  will  no  longer  chyd  thee; 
Bat  I  will  teache  the  to  kepe  home. 
Gam.  Wylt  thou,  drunken  beaste  f 
Hodge.  Sudkt  to  her,  Gammer,  take  her  by 

the  haul,  dul  warrant  yoa  this  fepsc 


Smyte^  I  saye.  Gammer^ 

Bite,  I  say,  Gammer, 

I  trow  ye  wyll  be  keene ; 

Where  be  your  nayls  ?  claw  her  by  ihe  jawes, 

pull  me  out  both  her  eyen. 
Gog's  bones.  Gammer,  holde  up  your  head. 

Ckat»  I  trow,  drab,  I  shall  dresse  thee. 
Tary,  thou  knave,  I  hold  the  a  grote,  I  shall  make 

these  hands  blesse  thee. 
Take  thou  this,  old  hore,  for  amends,  and  learn 

thy  tonge  well  to  tame. 
And  say  thou  met  at  this  bickering,  not  ^  thy 
fellow,  but  thy  dame. 
Hodge.  Where  is  the  strong  stoed  hore  ?  chil 
ge'r  a  hore*s  marke. 
Stand  out  one's  way,  that  ich  kyll  none  in  the 

darke. 
Up,  Gammer,  and  ye  be  aly ve,  chil  feyght  ^'  now 

for  u^bothe ; 
Come  no  nere  me,  thou  scalde  callet,  to  kyll  the 
ich  wer  loth. 
Chat.  Art  here  agayne,  thou  hoddypeke?  what 

Doll,  bryug  me  out  my  spitte. 
Hodge.  Chill  broche  thee  wyth  this,  by*m  fa- 
ther's soul,  cbyll  conjure  that  foule  sprete. 
Let  dore  stand,  Cocke,  why  corns  indeed  ?  keep 
dore,  thou  horson,  boy. 
Chat,  Stand  to  it,  thou  dastard,  for  thine  eares, 

ise  teche  the  sluttish  toye. 
Hodge.  Gog's  woundes,  hore,  chile  make  the 
avaonte. 
Take  heed,  Cocke,  pull  in  the  latche. 

(^t.  I  faith,  sir  loose  breeche,  had  ye  taried 

ye  shold  have  found  your  match. 
Gam,  ^  Now  ware  thy  throte,  losel,  thouse 

pay  for  al. 
Hodge.  Well  said,  Gammer,  by  my  soule. 
Heyse  ber»  souse  her,  bounce  her,  trounce  her, 
pill  her  throte  houle. 


^  Notify  on  IAm,  thou  rampe,  Ac. — Dr  Gabriel  Harvey,  in  his  PitrceU  Supererogation^  4to,  1503, 
laeakiog  of  Loog  Meg  of  Westmiuter,  says  :  **  Although  she  were  a  lusty,  bouocing  rampe,  somewhat 
tike  GaJluBttta,  or  raai4  MaHsn,  yet  was  she  aet  s«ch  a  roiobb  raoael,  nich  a  dlssoloie  iirt  glUian,  &c.** 

^  FTeneil— thinkest,  or  imsgioest.    Obsolete.    It  occurs  agam,  A.  ft.  8, 8 :— - 


**  1  wtencf  the  ende  will  prove  this  brawie  did  Irst  arise 
« Upon  no  other  ground,  but  only  Diccoo's  lyes." 

AgaUh  hi  Eupheui^  1581,  p.  14  :  <<  fTemmiiUia  that  he  wil  have  bo  mistrost  of  thy  faithfuloesse, 
when  be  hath  had  tryaU  of  thy  fickleaesse  ?** 

^  Thorn  shrf,  thou  kot— cmI  appeals  U^  have  been  an  •pprtbrloos  term  used  by  the  vulgar  when  they 
scolded  or  abiMed  each  other,  it  occurs  agahi,  A.  A.  S.  t  c  ^  That  lyhig  out  is  lost,  that  she  is  not  swing- 
ei  aad  beaten.'* 

A  hone  b  sometimes  called  Cut  in  our  ancient  writers,  as  ia  the  First  Part  of  Henrp  IV.  A.  2.  S.  1. 
and  Falslaf^  says  :  ''  —  if  I  tell  thee  a  ]ye«  spit  la  my  face,  and  call  me  Aorse.*'  Cut  is  therefore  proba- 
bly osad  in  the  same  sense  ns  A4>rse,'to  which  it  seems  to  have  been  syiionymods.  Several  instances  of  the 
Bse  of  this  term  are  collected  by  Mr  Steevens,  m  bis  edition  of  bhakcspeare ;  see  Vol.  IV.  p.  802. 


-  iMl  ikyfiitom,  ha  tk9  dame    aot  thy  equals  hot  thy  mistress. 
^  FMf  iU— feygh,  first  edition. 
^  Now  wan  lAy  thnU,  loKli  thouic  pag  for  ol— a  loHli»%  i^orthless  feUow.    It  Is  a  term  of  contempt 
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Chat,  Comst  behynd  me,  thou  withered  witdi  ? 
and  1  get  once  on  foote, 
Thouse  pay  fpr  a)|,  thou  old  tarlether^^  ile  teach 

the  what  longs  to  it 
Take  (he  this  to  make  up  thy  moath*  tit  time  thou 
come  by  more. 
Hodge,  Up,  6ammer,  stand  on  your  feete, 
where  is  the  old  hore  ? 
Faith,  woulde  chad  h^r  by  the  face, 

chould  cracke  her  callet  crowne. 
Gipn,  Ah  Hodge,  Hodge,  where  w^s  thy  help^ 

when  6xen  had  me  downe ! 
Hodge,  By  the  masse^  Oammer,  but  f^  my  stafi^ 
Chat  had  gone  nye  to  spy]  yqu. 
Ich  tUnk  the  hi^rlot  had  not  cared,  and  chad  not 

com,  to  kill  you. 
But  shall  we  loose  our  neele  thus  f 

Gam,  No,  Hod^e,  chwarde  lothe  doO  aoa 
Tbinkest  thou  chill  take  that  «t  her  hand?  no 
Hodge»  ich  tell  the  no. 
Hodge,  Chold  yet  this  fray  wer  wel  take  up^ 
and  our  own  neele  at  home, 
nTwil)  be  my  chaunce  eb  some  to  kil,  where  e?er 
it  be,  or  whom. 
Gain,  We  have  a  parson,  (Hodge  diouknowes^ 
a  man  esteerned  wise, 
Mast  do<;tor  Rat,  chil  for  hym  send,  and  let  me 
here  hit  advise. 


^  He  will  her  shrive  for  all  t!)tt  gere^  and  geve 

her  pepauncc  strait ; 
Wese  hare  our  neele,  els  dame  Chat  comes  nere 

within  heaven  gate, 
Hodge,  Ye  mary.  Gammer,  that  ich  think  best : 

wyll  you  now  for  him  sende  ? 
The  sooner  Doctor  Rat  be  here,  the  sooner  weae 

ha  an  fnde. 
And  here  Gammer,  Diccon*t  devill  (as  iche  te* 

member  welh 
Of  Cat  and  Chat,  and  doctor  Bat,  a  feUoneos  Cala 

did  tell, 
Chold  you  fbrty  pound,  that  is  the  way  yoQr  neele 

to  get  againe. 
Gam,  ChiT  ha  him  strait;  call  out  tiie  boy, 

wese  make  hnn  td^e  the  payne. 
IMge,  What  Cocke,  I  saye,  come  out;  what 

devill  can'st  not  here  ^ 
^  Coeke,  How  now.  Hodge,  how  does^  Gam- 
mer? is  yet  the  wedier  cleare  ? 
What  wold  chave  me  to  doo  I 

Gam,  Come  hether,  Cocke,  onoii. 
Hence  swythe  to  doctor  Rat,  hye  the  that  thoa 

were  go^^* 
And  pray  hym  come  speke  with  me,  dMun  not 

well  at  ease; 
Shalt  htve  him  at  his  chamber,  or  ^Is  at  mother 

Bee'j; 


frequently  ised  by  Spenser.    It  is  likewise  to*be  met  with  in  Ike  Death  of  £oft«rf,  Earl  of  Buntiiufm, 

don,  leOI  :— 

**  To  have  the  lozels  conpany.** 

AgMoi  io  Tho  Timber  of  Wakofitid,  1590:—  , 

**  Peace,  prating  loxel,**  &c. 

See  Mr  Steevem's  Notes  en  Shakespeare,  VoL  iy«  p*  3S7^ 

Again,  in  Hallos  Satires,  175S,  p.  78 : 

**  How  his  enraged  ghost  would  stamp  and  stare. 
That  Csesar^s  throne  is  tarn*d  to  Peter  chayre  i 
To  see  an  olde  shorne  lo%eU  perched  higb*^ 
Crossing  beneath  a  golden  canopy.'* .     ""^ 

^  Bo  wiU  kor  shrive /or  all  this  goro,  and  gem  her  penmmee  «lr«j<— to  shrive,  is  to  confess  s 

**  But  afterwards  she  gan  him  soft  to  ahtieoof 

An^  wooe  frith  faire  btrcatie  to  disclose. 

Which  of  the  Nymphes  bis  he^  so  sore  did  mleve.** 

Fairy  Queen9B.4.<.l%.S  29k 

(<  The  Khig  cailM  dowae  hb  nobks  aU, 

Bv  one,  by  two,  by  three, 
Xarl  Marshall  I*le  goe  ohrioo  the  oiieen. 
And  thoa  shaU  wend  with  mee.^' 

Percy's  Reliqaot  pfJncim^  Pff«t7>  TeU  IL  p.  15«^ 
"  Oh  fearful !  if  thou  wilt  not,  give  me  leave 
To  ihrivo  her  I  lest  she  shoaM  die  anabsoly*d.'* 

'Tiipii3f$he'tajrhore,A2. 

^  And  tnelye,  Pbilantas,  thou  shalt  not  $krivc  ne  like  aghowUye  fhther,  fbr  to  thee  I  viU  ^tmfemt  fi^ 
two  thinges  my  eztreame  folly."  »i^hmandkiiS9gkmd,ibSi,j^4§^ 

^  Cscftar-G^MUSfri^  is  the  flit  editioi» 


Akohymous.] 


GAMMER  GURTON^S  NEEDLE, 


119 


£Is  seeke  him  at  Hobfjlcher^s  shop;  for,  as  cbarde 

it  reported^ 
There  is  the  best  ale  io  al  the  towne,  and  now  is 
most  resorted. 
Cocke.  And  shall  ich  brynge  him  with  me, 

Gamuier  ? 
Gam.  Yea,  by  and  by,  good  Cocke.. 
*•  Ofcke.  Shalt  see  that  shall  be  here  anone, 

els  let  me  have  one  the  dock. 
Sodge.  Now,  Gammer,  sha  wel  two  go  in,  and 
tary  for  hys  comroynge  ? 
What  devilt,  woman,  plocke  up  your  hart,  and 

leve  of  all  this  glominE^ 
Tbongh  she  were  stronger  at  the  first,  as  ich  thinke 

ye  did  and  her; 
^  Yet  there  ye  drest  the  dronken  sow,  #hat  time 
ye  cam  behind  her. 
CtttiL  Nay,  nay,  cham  sure  she  lost  not  all,  for 
set  them  to  the  beginning, 
And  ich  doubt  not,  but  she  will  make  small  host 
of  her  winniogk 

THE  FOURTH  SCEANE. 

Ttb,  Hodob,  Gammsr,  Cocki. 

TjfK  Se  Gammer,  Gammer,  Gyb  our  cat^  diam 
afraid  what  she  ayleth,  , 

She  standes  me  gasping  behind  the  doore^  as 

though  l^r  winde  her  faileth. 
Now  let  ich  doubt  what  Gyb  shuld  mean,  that 
now  she  7'  doth  so  dote. 
Bodge.  Hold  bether,  ich  ould  twenty  pound, 
your  neele  is  in  her  throte. 
Grope  her,  ich  say,  me  thinkes  ich  feiele  it;  does 
not  pricke  Tour  hand  ? 
Gam.  Ich  can  feefe  nothing. 
Hodge.  No!  ich  know  that's  not  within  this 
land 
A  muryner  cat  than  Gyb  is,  betwixt  the  Tems 

andTyne; 
Shase  as  much  wyt  io  her  head  almost  as  chave 
in  mine. 
Tyb.  Faith,  shase  eaten  some  tiling,  that  wil 
not  easely  downe. 
Whether  she  gat  it  at  home,  or  abrode  in  the 

towne, 
Iche  cannot  telL 
Gam.  Alas  f  Ich  feare  it  be  some  croked  pyn. 


And  then  farewell  Gyb,  she  is  undone,  and  lose 
al  save  the  skyn. 
Hodge.  'Tys  '^  your  neele,  woman,  I  say :  Gog's 
soule,  geve  me  a  knyfe. 
And  chil  have  it  out  of  her  mawe,  or  else  chal 
Idse  roy  lyfe. 
Gam.  What !  nay,  Hodge^  fy,  kil  not  our  cat^ 

'tis  al  the  cats  we  ba  now. 
Hodge.  By  the  masse,  dame  Chat,  hays  me  so 
moved,  kh  care  not  what  I  kill,  ma  God 
a  vowe. 
Go  to  then,  Tyk  to  this  geare,  bolde  up  hor  tayle 

and  take  her, 
Chil  sec  what  devil  is  in  her  guts,  chil  take  th* 
paines  to  rake  her. 
Gam.  Eake  aCat,Ho()ge !  what  wouldst  thou  do? 
Hodge.  What  tbinck'st  that  cham  not  able? 
Did  not  Tom  Tankard  rake  his  curtal  toore  day 
standing  in  the  stable  ? 
Gam.  Soft,  M  content^  letfs  here  what  new» 
Cocke  bringeth  from  matster  Rat. 

Cock.  Gammer,  chave  ben  ther  as  you  bad,  yoa 
wot  well  about  what. 
'Twil  not  be  long  before  he  come,  ich  durst  sweartt 

of  a  booke. 
He  byds  yon  see  ye  be  at  home,  and  there  tor  him 
to  looke. 
Gam.  Where  didst  thou  ^d  him,  boy  ?  was  he 

not  wher  I  told  thee  ? 
Cock.  Yes,  yes,  even  at  Hohfylcher*s  house,  by 
him  that  bought  and  solde  me : 
A  cup  of  ale  had  in  his  hand,  and  a  crab  lay  id 

.  the  fyer. 
Chad  much  ado  io  go  and  come,  al  was  so  ful  of 

myer : 
And,  Gammer,  one  thing  t  can  tel,  Hobfylcher*s 

naule  was  loste. 
And  doctor  Rat  found  it  againe,  hard  beude  the 

doore  poste. 
Ichould  a  penny  can  say  something,  your  neele 
again  to  ^^  fet. 
Gam.  Cham  \L\nd  to  heare  so  much,  Cocke;  th^ 
trust  be  will  not  let 
To  help  us  herein  best  he  can ;  therefore  till  time 

he  come. 
Let  us  goe  in,  if  there  be  ought  to  get  thoa  shall 
have  some* 


®  CMte^— Hodge,  in  the  irat  Hltioa. 

^  This  line  given  to  Gammer  Gurton  io  the  first  edition. 

^*  Doth  $0  dote. — That  is,  appear  so  mad.  To  dote  ojotA  to  he  mad  were  used  as  synonymous  terns. 
Bee  Barret's  MveariCf  voce  dote.  * 

^  Tyb. 

^  Fel— Fetched.  So,  in  Cynthia*s  Reveb^  A.  1.  S.  2 :  <<  Nay,  the  other  is  better,  exceeds  it  much  t 
Ike  laveotion  is  t^Hberfit  too.^ 

Again,  in  Afcham's  Toxophile,  p.  15 :  **  And  therefore  agaynst  a  desperate  evill  began  to  seek  for  a 
isiperate  remedle.  Which  moBfet  fhmi  Rome,  a  shop  alwayes  open  to  any  mischief,  as  you  shall  perceif« 
ia  these  fiew  leaves,  if  you  marlLe  them  well.*' 

AgalBi  in  Lyly*s  Eujphaes,  p.  $$ ;  —«  That  ffurfet  and  dere  boiig ht^  li  food  for  ladles.^ 
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THE  FOURTH  ACTE. 


THE  FIMT  8CEANE. 

t>ocTOB  Rat,  Gammeb  Ourtok. 

Dr  Rat,  A  man  were  better  twenty  times  be 

ft  bandog  and  barke. 
Then  here  among  such  a  sort,  be  paridi  priest  or 

clarke. 
Where  he  shal  never  be  at  rest^  one  pissing  while 

^  a  day,      * 
Bet  be  must  truc^e  about,  the  towne,  thn  way, 

and  that  way. 
Here  to  a  drab^  there  to  a  theefe,  bis  shoes  to 

teare  and  rent; 
And  that  which  is  worst  of  all,  at  every  knsre's 

commandment  ^ 

I  had  not  sit  the  space  to  drinke  two  pots  of  ale. 
But  Gammer  Gurton's  sory  boy  was  straite  way 

at  m^  tailc ; 
And  she  was  sicke,  and  I  must  come,  to  do  I  wot 

not  what : 
If  once  her  fingers  end  but  ake,  trudge,  call  for 

doctor  Rat 
And  when  I  come  not  at  their  call,  I  only  therby 

loose. 
For  I  am  sure  to  lacke  therefore  a  tythe  pyg,  or  a 

goose. 
I  warrant  vou  when  truth  is  knowen,  and  told  they 

have  their  tale, 
The  matter  where  about  I  come,  is  not  worth  a 

half  peny  worth  of  ale : 
Yet  must  I  talke  so  sage  and  sniothe,  as  though  I 

were  a  glosier, 
Els  or  the  yerc  come  at  an  end,  I  shal  be  sore  the 

loser. 
What  worke  ye,  Gammer  Gorton?  hoow  here  is 

your  friend  Doctor  Rat 


Gam,  A  good  Mr  Doctor,  cha  troubled,  dia 

troubled  you,  cbwot  wel  that 
Dr  Bat.  How  do  ye,  woman  ?  be  ye  lostie,  or 

be  ye  not  wel  at  ease? 
Gam.  ^'  By  gys  master  cham  not  nek,  but  yet 

chave  a  disease. 
Chad  a  foule  tume  now  of  late^  chill  tell  ityoo  bj 

gigs. 
Dr  Rat.  Hath  your  browne  cow  cast  hir  calfe^ 

or  your  sandy  sowe  her  pigs  ? 
Gam.  No,  but  chad  ben  as  gpod  as  they  had, 

as  this,  ich  wot  weel. 
Dr  Rat.  What  is  the  matter  ? 
Gam.  Alas,  alas,  cha  lost  my  good  neele. 
My  neele,  I  say,  and  wot  ye  what?  a  drab  came 

by  and  spied  it. 
And  when  I  asked  her  for  the  same,  the  filth  flatly 

denied  it 

Dr  Rat.  What  was  she  that 

Gam,  A  dame,  ich  warrant  yon:  she  began  to 

scold  aiMl  brawle; 
Alas^  alas,  come  hether,  Hodge ;  this  wrctche  ca» 

tcU  you  all. 

THE  SECOND  SCEANE. 

Hodge,  Doctor  Rat,  Gaitver,  Diccon,  Chat. 
Hodge.  God  morrow,  gafifer  Vicar. 
Dr  Rat.  Come  on  fellow,  let  us  heare. 
Thy  dame  hath  sayd  to  me,  thou  knowest  of  his 

geare; 
Let's  see  what  thou  canst  sale  ? 

Bodge.  B/m  fay,  sir,  that  ye  shall, 
Wlmt  matter  soever  here  was  done,  ich  can  tell 
your  maship : 


7^  Ptjtifig  whiles  A  proverbial  exprenion  used  by  Ben  Jonsen  io  bit  Magmtic  Ladj/;  and  Shakespeare, 
in  The  Two  QenUemen  of  Verona.  See  Mr  Steevens's  Note  on  the  latter  i  and  Ray*i  ColUetiom  ^Proverbe, 
It  Is  also  to  be  fonnd  in  Nash^s  Lentem  Stuff,  1599. 

^'  RM  f9*^ln  Shakespeare^  Hamlet^  Ophelia  ibis  a  song,  in  which  this  aiyuration  is  ased  t 

"  ^Piy^f  •^  by  8ahit  Charity.'* 

And  it  Is  also  to  be  found  In  GascoSgne's  Poems,  in  Cambyses,  by  Preston:  and  hi  the  comedy  otSeeme 
amd  $u  me  not,  \6iti : 

Bjf  gi$$e  I  swear,  were  I  so  Ikirly  wed,  &c. 

8ce  Mr  Steerefls's  Note  on  Ramlet 

Dr  Ridley  obsenref,  there  is  not  the  least  mention  of  any  Saint  whose  name  corresponds  with  this,  either 
la  the  Roman  Odei^ar,  the  service  In  Usum  Sarum,  or  in  the  benedictlonary  of  Bishop  Atbdwoldf  and 
sapposes  tbe  word  to  be  only  a  cormpted  abbrerlatlon  of  Jesos,  the  letters  I  H  S  being  anciently  all  that 
was  set  down  to  denote  that  sacred  name  on  altars,  tbe  covers  of  books,  &c. 

It  •ccnn  also  Io  the  foUowlqg  passage  of  Erasmns^s  Praiee  ofFoUie,  by  Chalooer,  1549 :  "  Lvke  as 
many  great  lordes  there  be  who  set  so  muche  by  then,  as  scant  they  can  eate  their  meatc,  or  byde  a 
mlaate  without  them,  B^f  g}f$u  a  little  better  thtfia  they  are  woat  to  doo,  these  fraoniiv  philosophcn,'* 
*e.  8ig.69. 

Again,  in  Eufkam  and  hie  England,  I5S8,  p.  5 :  — *^  Uato  wbome  hee  replyed,  shearing  ap  hbeyes.  If 
Jii  sonoe,  I  acoompt  the  ch«ert  good  which  matteintth  health,  and  the  servaaotes  honest  whome  I  inde 
fiiythfult" 
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Mj  Gammer  Gurtoo  heare,  see  now, 

sat  ber  downe  at  this  doore,  see  now, 
Aod  as  she  began  to  sdire  her,  see  now, 

her  oaele  fell  on  the  floore,  see  now, 
Acd  while  her  stafie  she  tooke,  see  now, 

at  Gyb  her  cat  to  flynge,  see  now. 
Her  neeie  was  lost  in  the  floore,  see  now, 

is  not  this  a  wondroas  thing,  see  now  ? 
ItieB  came  the  queane  dame  Chat,  see  now^ 

to  a^e  for  bir  blacke  cap,  see  now : 
And  even  here  at  this  gate,  see  now, 

she  tooke  that  neele  up,  see  now, 
Mj  Gammer  then  she  ^eede,  ^^  see  now, 

bir  neele  again  to  bring,  see  now, 
And  was  caught  by  the  head,  see  now ; 

is  not  this  a  wondrous  thing,  see  now  ? 
She  tare  my  Gammer*s  cote,  see  now, 

and  scratched  hir  by  the  face,  see  now, 
Chad  thought  sWad  stopt  hir  throte,  see  now ; 

is  now  this  a  wondrous  case,  see  now  ? 
When  ich  saw  this,  ich  was  wrothe,  see  now, 

and  start  betwene  them  twaine,  see  bow, 
£b  ich  durst  take  a  booke  othe,  see  now, 

my  Gammer  had  been  slaine,  see  now. 

Gam,  This  is  even  the  whole  matter,  as  Hodge 

has  plainly  tolde. 

And  chould  fain  be  quiet  for  my  part,  that  chould. 

But  belne  us,  good  master,  beseech  ye  that  ye  doo, 

£Js  shall  we  both  be  beaten,  aod  lose  our  neeie  too. 

Dr  Rat.  What  wold  ye  have  me  to  doo?  tell 
me,  that  I  were  gone, 
I  do  the  best  that  I  can,  to  set  vou  both  at  one. 
Bat  be  ye  sure  dame  Chat  hatK  this  your  neele 
found? 

GioiL  Here  comes  the  man,  that  see  her  take 
it  up  of  the  ground; 
Aske  him  your  selfe,  master  Rat,  if  ye  beleve  not 

me, 
^'  And  heipe  me  to  my  neele,  for  God's  sake,  and 
saint  Charide. 

Dr  Rat.  Come  nere,  Diqcoo,  and  let  us  heare 
what  thou  ean  expresse. 


Wilt  thoa  be  swome,  seesi  dame  Chat  Uiis  wo- 
man's neeie  have? 
Die.  Nay,  by  $.  Benit  will  I  not,  then  might  ye 

thinke  me  rave.  ^' 
Gam,  Why  didst  thou  tel  me  so  even  here  ? 

canst  thou  for  shame  deny  it  ? 
Die.  I  mary^  Gammer :  but  I  said  I  wold  not 

abide  by  it. 
Dr  Rat.  Will  you  say  a  thing,  and  not  sticke 
to  it  to  trie  it? 
.  Die  Stick  to  it,  quoth  you,  master  Rat?  mary 

sir,  I  defy  it. 
Nay,  there  is  many  an  holiest  fanan,  when  liesuche 

blastes  hath  blowne 
In  his  friende's  ears,  be  woulde  be  loth  the  same 

by  him  were  knowne : 
If  such  a  toy  be  used  oft  among  the  honcstie, 
It  may  beseme  a  simple  man,  of  your  and  my  de« 
gree. 
Dr  Rat^  Then  we  be  never  the  nearer^  for  all 

that  you  can  tell. 
Dk.  Yes,  roary,  sir,  if  ye  will  do  by  mine  advise 
and  counsaile. 
If  mother  Chat  se  al  us  here,  she  knowe  how  tho 

matter  goes. 
Therfore  1  red  you  three  go  hence,  and  within 

keepe  close ; 
And  I  will  into  dame  Chat's  boose,  and  so  the 

matter  use^ 
That  or  ye  cold  go  twise  to  church,  I  warrant  you 

here  news. 
She  shall  looke  wel  about  hir,  but  I  durst  lay  a 

pledge, 
Ye  shal  of  Gammer's  neele  have  shortly  better 
knowledge. 
Gam,  Now.  gentle  Diccon,  do  so;  and,  good 

sir,  let  us  trudge. 
Dr  Rat.  By  the  masse,  I  may  not  tary  so  long 

to  be  your  judge. 
Die.  Tys  but  a  little  while  man,  what  take  so 
much  peine; 
If  I  here  no  newes  of  it,  I  will  come  sooner  againe* 


^  My  Gammer  tJ^ck  she  yeede,  Me  now, — She  yeede.  i,e.$ho  wnt.    So  Chancer  i 

*'  For  all  I  yede  oat  at  one  ere, 
That  in  that  other  she  did  lere.*' 

Romaunt  of  the  Roie% 

The  word  is  also  osed  by  Spenser  and  Fairfax, 

^  And  heipe  me  to  my  neele,  for  God'i  sake,  and  Saint  Charitie. — Ophelia  sings : 

By  Gis  and  by  St  Charity,  &c. 

Oa  which  Mr  Steevens  observes,  that  9t  Ckaritf  is  a  known  saint  among  tSe  Romap  Catholics. 
SpeoBcr  mentions  her,  liclog.  5. 255 : 

*    Ah,  dear  Lord,  and  sweet  Saint  Charity^ 

Again,  in  The  DotbnfaU  of  Robert  Earl  of  Huntington,  1601  : 

Therefore,  sweet  Master,  for  SoiiU  Charity, 

Note  on  Hamlet,  A.  4.  S.  5. 

7»  Jtaiw.^Barret,  In  his  Jlvearie,  explains  rave, "  to  talkc  like  a  madde  bodie." 

VPU  I.  Q 
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Hodge.  Tary  so  much,  good  roaster  Doctor,  of 

your  gentlcncs. 
Dr  Rut.  Tlicn  let  us  hie  inwardy  and  Diccon 

speede  thy  busines. 
Dici  Now,  sirs,  do  you  no  more,  but  kepc  my 

counsailc  juste, 
And  doctor  Rat  shall  thus  catch  some  good,  I  trust; 
But  mother  Chat,  my  gossop,  taike  6rst  with  all 

I  must, 
For  she  must  be  cliicfe  captaine  to  lay  the  Rat  in 

the  dust. 
God  dcven,  dame  Chat,  in  faith,  and  well  met  in 

this  place. 
Chat,  God  deven,  my  friend  Diccon,  whether 

waike  ye  this  pace  ? 
Die,  By  my  truth  even  to  you,  to  leame  how 

the  world  goeth.    . 
Hard  ye  no  more  of  the  other  matter,  say  me  now 

by  your  troth? 
Chat,  O  yes,  Diccon :  here  the  old  hoore,  and 

Ilodj^e  that  prcnt  knave. 
But  in  faith,  1  would  thou  badst  sene,  O  Lord !  I 

drest  them  brave. 
She  bare  tne  two  or  ^hreo  souses  behind,  in  the 

nape  of  the  neckc. 
Till  I  made  heroldc  wesen  to answerc again, kerke. 
And  llodge,  that  dirty  dastard,  tliatat  hir  elbow 

standcs, 
If  one  paire  of  legs  had  not  bene  worth  two  paire 

of  hands, 
He  had  had  his  bearde  shaven,  if  my  nayles  wold 

have  served. 
And  not  without  a  cause,  for  the  knave  it  well 

deserved. 
Die,  By  the  masse,  I  con  ^^  the  thank,  wench, 

thou  didst  so  wel  acquite  the. 
Chat.  And  tirndst  scene  him,  Diccon,  it  wold 

have  made  tlic  bcshite  the 
For  laughter :  the  horsen  dolt  at  last  caught  up  a 

club, 
As  though  he  would  have  slaine  the  roaster  devil], 

Belsabub ; 
But  I  set  him  soone  inwarde. 

Die.  O  Lord  I  thf^re  is  the  thing. 
That  Ilodge  is  so  offended,  that  makes  hiro  starte 

and  flyng. 
Chat,  Why,  makes  the  knave  any  moyling,  as 

ye  have  seeiie  or  hard  ? 
Die.  Even  now  I  sawe  him  last,  like  a  mad 

man  hp  farde. 
And  sware  by  heaven  and  hell,  he  would  a  wreakc 

his  sorrowe, 
And  Icve  you  never  a  hen  alive  by  eight  of  the 

clocke  to  morrow : 
Therfore  roarke  what  I  $»y,  and  my  wordes  see 


that  ye  trust, 
Your  bens  be  as  good  as  dead,  if  ye  leave  thero  oa 
the  ruste. 
Chat.  1  he  knave  dare  as  wel  go  hang  hiraself, 

.  as  go  upon  my  ground. 
Die,  Wel,  yet  take  hedc,  I  say,  I  must  tel  yoo 
my  tale  round : 
Have  you  not  about  your  house,  behind  jrour  fur- 
nace or  teade, 
A  hole  where  a  crafty  knave  may  crepe  in  Tor 
neade  ? 
Chat,  Yes,  by  the  masse,  a  hole  broke  down 

even  within  these  two  dayes. 
Die,  Hodge,  he  intends  this  same  night  to  slip 

in  there  awaycs. 
Chat.  0  Christ,  that  I  were  sure  ot  it !  in  faith 

he  shuld  have  his  mede.  ^° 
Die,  Watch  wel,  for  the  knave  will  be  there  as 
sure  as  is  your  crede; 
I  wold  spend  myselfe  a  shilling  to  have  him  swin- 
ged well. 
Chat.  1  am  as  glad  as  a  woman  can  be  of  this 
thing  to  here  tell; 
By  Gog*s  bones,  when  he  cometh,  now  that  I  know 

the  matter. 
He  sbal  sure  at  the  first  skip,  to  Icape  in  scalding 

water : 
With  a  worse  turoe  besides^  when  lie  will,  let  him 
come. 
Die.  I  tell  you  as  roy  sister,  you  know  what 
meaneth  mum. 
Now  lacke  I  but  my  Doctor,  to  play  his  p^^ 

againe. 
And  lo,  where  he  cometh  towards,  peradventure 
to  his  paiue. 
Dr  Rat.  Wbat  good  news,  Diccon  ?  fellow,  is 

mother  Cnat  at  home  ^ 
Dit.  She  is  syr,  and  she  is  not ;  but  it  please 
her  to  whomc : 
Yet  dyd  I  take  bcr  tardy,  as  subtle  as  she  was. 
Dr  Rat.  The  thing  that  thou  uenfst  fqr,  hast 

thou  brought  it  to  passe  ? 
Die,  I  have  done  that  1  have  doi;e,  be  it  worse, 
be  it  better. 
And  dame  Chat  at  her  wyt*8  end,  I  have  almost 
set  her. 
Dr  Rat.  Why,  bast  thou  spied  the  neele? 

quickly  I  pmy  thee  tell. 
Die  I  have  spyed  it  in  faith,  sir,  I  handled  roy 
selfe  so  well ; 
And  yet  the  crafty  queane  had  almost  take  my 

trumpe ; 
But  or  all  came  tt>  an  ende,  I  set  her  in  a  dumpe. 
Dr  Rat,  How  so,  I  pray  thee,  Diccon  ? 
Dlic„  Mary,  syr,  will  ye  neare?  . 


79  On— So  the  edition  of  1576. 

^°  Medc^RevrsLTd.   Obsolete.   It  is  m  word  used  by  SpeiiBer>  Shakespeare,  and  the  chief  of  oar  ancient 
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She  was  clapt  downe  on  the  backside,  by  Cock's 

mother  dere, 
And  there  she  sat  sewing  a  baiter;  or  a  bande, 
With  110  other  thing,  but  Gammer's  nedle  in  her 

hande: 
As  soone  as  any  knocke,  if  the  filth  be  irt  doubte, 
SKc  needes  bat  one  puflfe,  and  Iier  candle  is  out : 
Now  I,  sir,  knowing  of  every  doore  the  pin, 
Come  nycely,  and  said  no  worde,  till  time  I  was 

within. 
And  there  I  sawe  the  neele,  even  with  these  two 

eyes. 
Who  ever  sav  the  contrary,  I  will  sweare  he  Ives. 
Dr  Ratn  O  Diccon,  that  I  was  not  there  then 

in  thj  stcade ! 
Die  WeU,  if  you  will  be  ordered,  and  do  by 

my  reade, 
I  wHl  bring  you  to  a  place,  as  the  house  standes, 
Where  ye  shall  take  the  drab  with  the  neele  m 

her  handes. 
Dr  Bat,  For  God's  sake,  do  so,  Diccon,  and 

I  will  gage  my  gowne, 
To  ge^e  thee  a  full  pot  of  the  best  ale  in  the  towne. 
Vic  Follow  me  but  a  little,  and  marke  what  I 

say, 
Lay  downe  your  gown  beside  you;  go  to,  come  on 

year  way : 
Se  ye  not  what  is  here  ?  a  hole  wherein  ye  may 

cri^pe 
lato  tbe  bouse,  and  sodenly  unwares  among  them 

leape; 
There  shal  ye  finde  the  bich-fox,  and  the  neelc 

together. 


Do  as  I  bid  you,  man,  como  on  your  waves  hether. 
Dr  Rat.  Art  thou  sure,  Diccon,  tbe  swil-tub 

standes  not  here  aboute  ? 
Die.  I  was  within  my  selfe,  man,  even  now, 

there  is  no  doubt. 
Go  softly,  make  no  noy^e,  give  me  your  foote,  sir 

John, 
Here  will  I  waite  ujion  you,  tyl  you  come  outanone. 
Dr  Rat.  Heipe,  Diccon,  out  alas,  I  shal  be 

slain  among  them. 
Die,  If  they  give  you  not  the  nedle,  tel  them 

that  ye  will  hang  them. 
Ware  that,  hoow  my  wenches,  have  ye  caught  the 

foxe. 
That  used  to  make  revel  among  your  hcnnes  and 

Cocks? 
Save  his  life  y^  for  his  pi'der,  though  he  susteine 

some  paine. 
Gog's  bread,  I  am  afraide  they  will  beat  out  his 

braine. 
Dr  Rat.  Wo  worth  the  houre  that  I  came  here; 
And  wo  worth  him  that  wrought  this  geare, 
A  sort  of  drabs  and  queans  have  me  blest, 
Was  ever  creature  halfe  so  evill  drest? 
Who  ever  it  wrought,  and  first  did  invent  it, 
He  shall,  I  warrant  him,  ere  long  repent  it. 
I  will  spend  all  I  have  without  my  skinnr, 
But  he  shall  be  brought  to  the  plight  I  am  in; 
Master  Bayly  I  trow,  and  he  be  worth  his  eares. 
Will  snafiBe  these  murderers,  and  all  that  them 

bears : 
I  will  surely  neither  byte  nor  suppe. 
Till  I  fetch  him  hether,  this  matter  to  take  up. 


THE  FIFTH  ACTE. 


THE  FIRST  SCEANE. 

Mastbr  Bayly,  Doctor  Rat« 

Bay,  I  can  perceive  none  other,  Ispeke  it  from 

my  hart, 
Bot  cither  ye  ar  all  in  the  fault,  or  els  In  the  great- 
est part 
Dr  Rat.  If  it  be  counted  hb  fault,  besides  all 

his  greeves, 
When  a  poore  roan  is  spoyled,  and  beaten  among 

theeves, 
Then  1  confesse  my  fault  herein,  at  this  season ; 
Bot  I  hope  you  wil  not  judge  so  much  against 

reason. 
Bay.  And  me  thinkes  by  your  pwne  tale,  of  all 

that  ye  name. 
If  any  plaid  the  thefe,  you  were  the  very  same : 
The  women  they  did  nothing,«s  your  words  made 

probation. 
Bat  stootly  withstood  your  forciable  invasion. 
If  that  a  tbeefe  at  jour  window  to  enter  should 


Wold  you  hold  forth  your  hand,  and  helpe  to  pull 

him  in  ?  * 

Or  wold  *'  you  kepe  him  out?  I  pray  you  answerf 

me. 
Dr  Rat.  Mary  kepe  him  out :  and  a  good  cause 

why. 
But  I  am  no  tbeefe,  air,  but  an  honest  learned 

clarke. 
Bay.  Yea,  but  who  knoweth  that,  when  he  meets 

you  in  the  darke  ? 
I  am  sure  your  learning  shines  not  out  at  your  nose. 
Was  it  any  marvaile,  though  the  poore  woman  arose. 


Me  thinke  you  may  be  glad  that  ^^  your  lucke  wa;i 


And  start  up,  being  afraide  of  that  was  in  bir  purse  ? 
be  glad  that  **  your  lucke 
no  worse.  • 

Dr  Rat.  Is  not  tliis  evil  ynough,  I  pray  you  as 
you  thinke  ? 

[ShoTcing  his  broken  Jiead. 
Bay,  Yea,  but  a  man  in  the  darke,  if  chaunces  . 
do  wincke. 
As  soone  he  smites  his  father  as  any  other  mao^ 


»■  Yon  wold. 


«*  You. 


* 
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Because,  for  lacke  of  light,  descerne  bim  be  ne 

can. 
Might  it  not  have  ben  your  lucke  with  a  spit  to 
,  have  ben  slaine  ? 
Dr  Rat,  I  thinke  I  am  litle  better,  xny  scaipe 
is  cloven  to  the  braine : 
If  there  be  all  the  remedy,  I  know  who  beares 
the  knocks.  ^^ 
Bay,  By  my  troth,  and  well  worthy  besides  to 
kisse  the  stockes. 
To  come  in  on  the  backe  side,  when  ye  mi^t  go 

about, 
I  know  non  such,  fimles  they  long  to  have  their 
.    braines  knockt  out. 
Dr  Rat,  Well,  wil  yon  be  so  good,  sir,  as  talke 
with  dame  Chat, 
And  know  what  she  intended,  I  aske  no  more  bot 
that. 
Bay,  Lst  her  be  called,  fellow,  because  of  mas* 
ter  doctor, 
I  warrant  in  this  case,  she  wil  be  hir  owne  proctor: 
She  will  tel  hir  owne  tale  in  metter  or  in  prose. 
And  byd  you  seeke  your  remedy,  and  so  go  wype 
your  nose. 

THE  SECOND  SCEANE. 
M.  Bayly,  Chat,  Dr  Rat,'Gamher,  Hodge, 

DiCCON. 

Bay,  Dame  Chat,  master  Doctor,  upon  yon 

complnineth. 
That  you  and  your  maides  shuld  him  much  rais^ 

order. 
And  taketh  many  an  otb,  that  no  word  be  faineth, 
Laying  to  your  charge,  how  you  thought  him  to 

murder : 
And  on  his  part  againe,  that  same  man  saith  fur- 

dcr 
He  never  offended  you  in  word  nor  intent ; 
To  heare  yon  answer  hereto,  we  have  now  for  yon 

sent. 
Chat,  That  I  wold  have  mardered  him !  fye  on 

him  wretch, 
And  evil  mought  he  thee  for  it,  our  Lord  I  beseedi. 
I  wil  Bwere  on  al  the  bookes  that  opens  and  shuttes, 
He  faineth  this  tale  oat  of  his  owne  guttes. 
For  this  seven  weekes  with  me,  I  am  sure,  he  sat 

not  downe; 


Nay  ye  have  other  mintoiis  io  the  other  end  of  the 

towne. 
Where  ye  were  liker  to  catch  such  a  blow 
Tlien  any  where  els,  as  farre  as  I  know. 

Bay,  Be  like  then,  master  doctor,  your  ^  stripe 

thereye  got  not. 
Dr  Rat,  '^  Thinke  you  I  am  so  mad,  that  where 
I  was  bet  I  wot  not  ? 
Will  ye  beleve  this  qneane,  before  she  hath  try'd 

it? 
It  18  not  the  first  dede  she  hadi  done,  and  after* 
ward  denide  it 
Chat.  What,  man,  will  you  say  I  broke  yoor 

head? 
Dr  Rat,  How  canst  tboa  prove  the  oontrarv  ? 
Chat,  Nay,  how  provest  tnou  that  I  did  we 

deade? 
Dr  Rat,  To  pWnJy,  by  St  Mary. 
This  profe,  I  trow,  may  serve,  though  I  no  word 
spoke.  [Showing  hi$  broken  head. 

Chat,  Bicause  thy  bead  is  br&en,  was  it  I  that 
it  broke? 
I  saw  thee,  Bat,  I  tell  thee,  not  once  within  this 
fortnight 
Dr  Rat,  No,  mary,  thou  sawest  me  not;  for 
why  ?  thou  hadst  do  light ; 
But  I  felt  thee  for  al  the  darke,  beshrew  thy 

smothe  cheekes ! 
And  thou  ^ped  me,  this  wil  declar%Miy  day  this 
snc  weekes. 

[Showing  his  heade. 
Bay.  Answere  me  to  this,  M.  Rat,  when  caught 

you  this  harme  of  yours? 
Dr  Rat.  A  while  ago,  sir,  God  he  knoweth  ; 

within  les  then  these  two  hoores. 
Bay,  Dame  Chat,  was  there  none  with  you 
(confesse  I  faith)  about  that  season? 
What  woman,  let  it  be  what  it  wil,  'tis  neither 
felony  nor  treason. 
Chat,  Yes,  by  my  faith,  master  Bayly,  there 
was  a  knave  not  farre, 
Who  caught  one  good  philup  on  the  brow  with  a 

dorebarre. 
And  well  was  he  worthy,  as  it  seemed  to  mee : 
But  what  is  that  to  this  man,  since  this  was  not 
bee? 
Boy.  Who  was  it  then  ?  let's  here. 
Dr  Rat,  Alas,  sir,  aske  yon  that  ? 


»»  Kockes.  .  ^  Too. 

^'  Thinks  yau  J   am  to  mad^  that  where  IitDa$httl  wot  not— i.  e.  I  knotr  not.    So  A.  8.  S.  4 : 

My  tossing  sporyar^s  neele,  ebave  lost  it  wot  not  where. 

A.3.8.S: 

Gammer,  chave  ben  there  as  ycra  bad,  yoo  wot  wci  about  what, 

Massii^ier's  Vnnatund  Combat^  A.  ^  S,  2 : 

—  this  will  keep  me  safe  yet 
From  being  pulled  by  the  sleeve,  and  bid  remember 
The  thing  J  Mw/ of. 

Wily  Beguiled  i 

**  I  was  once  in  good  comfort  to  have  cosen*d  a  wench :  and  woVst  tboa  what  I  told  her  T' 
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I9  it  not  j6mde  pUin  ioongjb  by  the  owne  looiith 

of  dame  Chat? 
Tbe  time  agreeth,  my  head  is  brokei^  her  tong 

cannot  lye ; 
Qnely  upon  a  baiie  naj,  she  saith  it  Was  not  I. 
Chai.  No  xnary  was' it  not  indeede,  ye  shal  here 

by,  this  one  thing. 
This  aftemoone  a  friend  of  mine,  for  good-will 

gave  me  warning, 
And  bad  me  wel  loke  to  my  mste,  and  al  my  ca- 
pons pennes; 
For  if  I  toke  not  better  heede,  a  knave  wold  have 

my  hennes. 
Tben  I,  to  save  my  goods,  toke  so  much  pains  as 

him  to  watch ; 
And  as  good  fortune  served  me,  it  was  my  chance 

him  for  to  catch. 
What  strokes  he  bare  away,  or  other  what  was 

hisgaines, 
I  wot  not, -but  sure  I  am  he  had  something  for 

his  paioes. 
Bay.  Yet  telles  thou  not  who  it  was. 
Chat.  Who  it  was?  A  false  theefe. 
That  came  like  a  false  foxe,  my  pullain  *^  to  kil 

and  mischeefe. 
Ba^.  But  knowest  thou  not  his  name  ? 
CAo/.  I  know  it,  but  what  then? 
It  was  that  craftie  cullyon  ^^  Hodge,  my  Gam- 
mer Gurton's  man. 
B^.  Cai  me  the  knave  hether,  he  shall  sure 

kysse  the  stockes. 
L  shall  teach  him  a  lesson  for  filching  hens  or 

cocks. 
Dr  Bat.  I  marvaile,  master  Bayly,  so  bleared 

be  your  eyes ! 


An  eggf  ia  not  so  f ul  •£  meate,  as  ^  is  ful  of 

lyes : 
When  she  hath  plaid  this  pranke,  to  excuse  all 

this  geare. 
She  layeth  the  fault  on  sudi  a  on^  as  I  Iummt 
was  not  there. 
Chat,  Was  he  not  theare  ?  loke  on  his  pate ; 

that  shalbe  his  witnes. 
Dr  Bat.  I  wold  my  head  were  half  so  bok^  I 

wold  seeke  no  redresse. 
JBqy.  God  blesse  you,  Gammer  Gurton. 
Gam.  God  dylde  you,  master  mine. 
Boy;  Thou  nast  a  knave  within  thy  hooae, 
Hodge,  a.  servant  of  thine. 
They  tel  me  that  bu^e  knave  is  such  afilchiofl;  one, 
That  hen,  pig,  goose,  or  capon,  thy  neighbour 
can  have  none. 
Gam.  By  God  cham  much  amoved,  to  heare 
any  such  reporte: 
Hodge  was  not  wont,  ich  trow^  to  have  him  in 
that  sort. 
Chat,  A  theevisher  knave  is  not  on  live,  more 
filching,  nor  more  false; 
^^  Many  a  truer  man  than  he  base  hanged  up  by 

the  halse. 
And  thou  his  dam%  of  al  bis  theft  thou  art  the 

sole  receaver ; 
For  Hodge  to  catch,  and  thoa  to  kepe,  I  never 
knew  none  better. 
Gam.  Sir,  reverence  of  vour  masterdome,  and 
you  were  out  a  doorey 
Cbold  be  so  bolde,  for  all  hir  brags^  to  cal  hir 

^       arrant  whoore. 
And  ich  knew  Hodge  so  bad  as  tow,  ich  wish  ne 
endlesse  sorrow^ 


*6  PuOnu — Pooltry.  80,  io  Fitzhcrbert*8  Soke  of  Bu$bandrjf:  **  Gyve  thy  poleytt-^^meaie  in  tbo 
mondng,  &€.**  Again,  In  Your  Jive  GaUmU^  by  MIddleton :  *<  And  to  see  how  plttifally  th^  |mUfa  wiH 
looke,  it  makes  me  after  relent,  and  turoe  my  anger  into  a  qaick  fire  to  roast  them." 

*7  CulUfonr^A,  base  contemptible  fellow.    So,  in  2Vf»  lytlnr  and  his  W^  1061,  p.  19  :— 

'<  It  is  an  old  saying,  praise  at  the  partii^ 
I  think  I  liave  made  the  cuUim  to  wring. 
I  was  not  beaten  so  black  and  blew. 
But  I  am  sure  he  has  as  many  new," 

frffsf»^iclbd:-*^B«tiosay  thetrodi,  she  had  little  reason  to  take  a  caJKM  log  iMif,  mUksf^  slave, 
trhen  she  may  have  a  law^^er,  a  geotleaian  that  stands  upon  his  reputation  in  the  country." 
Massioger's  Quardian,  A.  8.  8.  4  :— 

**  Long  live  Severino, 
And  perish  all  such  cMHioiu  as  repine. 
At  his  new  monarchy." 

And  Bobadil,  in  Ben  Jeason's  Svm^  Man  m  hii  Bumwr,  A.  S.  &  Ik  whe«  beating  Cob,  esclaiott  :— 

"  You  base  cuUUm  you." 

**  Mmp  a  truer  man  than  he  hose  hanged  up  by  the  halse — That  is,  many  an  honester  man  than  he,  has 
been  han^  up  by  the  neck.  2Vtie,  in  the  langoage  of  the  times,  signified  honest ;  and  a  true  man  was 
SeneralLy  so  called  in  opposition  to  a  thief. — ^See  the  First  Part  of  Henry  IV.  Again,  Hodge  say«,  **  Ich 
defy  theim  al  that  dare  it  say ;  cham  as  ^rtts  as  the  best."  Hdkt  in  the  Glossary  to  Douglas,  is  thus  ex- 
plained, **  The  baose,  the  throat,  or  neck^  al  AS  and  lal.  halt  coUum,  inde  to  haU  or  hawte  to  embiace, 
coUa  dare  hrachia  cireum,* 
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And  chould  not  take  tto  pains  to  hang  him  up 
before  to-morrow. 
Chat,  What  have  I  stolen  from  the  or  thine, 

thou  ilfavor'd  olde  trot  ? 
Gdm.  A  great  deale  more  (by  Gods  blest)  then 
chever  by  the  got, 
That  thou  knowest  wel,  I  neade  not  say  it. 

J&iy.  Stoppe  there  I  say, 
Ancftel  me  here,  I  pray  you,  this  matter  by  the 

way: 
How  chaunce  Ilodge  is  not  here?  him  wold  I 
faine  have  had. 
Gam,  Alas,  sir,  heel  be  here  anon;  ha  be 

handled  to  bad. 
Chat,  Master  Bayly,  sir,  ye  be  not  such  a  foole, 
wel  I  know, 
But  ye  perceive  by  thb  lingring  there  is  a  pad  hi 
the  straw. 
[Thinking  thatHoDOZ  his  head  was  broke, 
and  that  Gammer  woid  not  let  him 
cxmie  before  them. 
Gam.  Chil  shew  you  his  face,Tch  warrant  the, 

lo  now  where  he  is  !'* 

Bay,  *'  ComS  on,  fellow ;  it  is  tolde  me  thou 
art  a  shrew  I  wysse ; 
Thy  neighbour's  hens  thou  takest,  and  playes  the 

two  legged  foxe ; 
Their  chikens,  and  their  capons  to,  and  now  and 
then  their  cocks. 
Hodge,  Ich  defy  them  al  that  dare  it  say ;  cham 

as  true  as  the  best. 
Bay,  Wart  not  thou  take  within  this  houre^ 

dame  Chat's  hen's  nest  ? 
Sodge,  Take  there!  no  master,  chould  not 

do*t  for  a  house  ful  of  gold. 
Chat.  Thou  or  the  devil  in  thy  cote ;  sweare 

this  I  dare  be  bold. 
Dr  Rat,  Sweare  me  no  swearing,  quean,  the 
devill  he  geve  the  sorrow ; 
Al  is  not  worth  a  gnat,  thou  canst  sweare  till  to 

morrow. 
Where  is  the  hanne  he  hath?  shew  it;  by  God's 

bread. 
Ye  beat  him  with  a  witnes,  but  the  stripes  light 
on  my  head. 
Hodge.  Bet  me !  Gog's  blessed  body,  chold 
first  ich  trow  have  burst  the  ? 
Ich  tbinke,  and  chad  my  hands,  loose  oallet^  chonld 
have  crust  the. 


Chat.  Thon  shitten  knave,  I  trow,  thou  know- 
est the  ful  weight  of  my  fist. 
I  am  fowly  deceived,  onles  thy  head  and  my 
doore-bar  kvste. 
Hodge,  Hold  thy  chat,  whoore ;  thou  criest  sa 

loude^  can  no  man  -els  be  hard  ? 
Chat.  Well,  knave,  and  I  h^  the  alone,  I  wold 

surely  rap  thy  costard.  •^ 
Bay,  Sir,  answer  me  to  this,  is  thy  head  whole 

or  broken  ? 
Chat,  Yea,  master  Bayly,  blest  be  every  good 

token. 
Hodge.  Is  mv  bead  whole  ?  ich  warrant  you,, 
'tis  neither  scurvy  nor  scald  : 
What,  you  foule  beast,  does  think  'tis  either  pild 

or  bald? 
Nay,  ich  thanke  God,  chil  not  for  al  that  thou 

maiftt  spend. 
That  chad  one  scab  on  my  narse  as  brode  as  thy 
finger's  end; 
Bay,  Come  nearer  heare. 
Hodge,  Yes,  that  iche  dare. 
Bay.  By  our  lady,  here  is  no  hanne ; 
Hodge's  head  is  hole  ynough,  for  al  dame  Chat's 
charme. 
Chat,  Bv  Gog's  blest,  however  the  thing  he . 
dockes  or  smolders, 
I  know  the  blowes  he  bare  awaie,  either  with 

head  or  shoulders. 
Camest  thou  not,  knave,  withm  this  houre,  crep- 

ing  into  my  pens, 
And  there  was  caught  within  my  bout,  groping 
among  my  hens  ? 
Hodge,  A  plage  both  on  thy  hens  and  thee ! 
a  carte,  whore,  a  eartc. 
Chould  I  were  hanged  as  hie  as  a  tree,  and  chware 

as  fidse  as  thou  art. 
Geve  my  Gammer  again  her  washical  thou  stole 
away  in  thy  lap. 
Gam.  Yea,  nmster  Bayly,  there  is  a  thing  you 
know  not  on  mayliap : 
This  drab  she  kepes  away  my  good,  (the  devil  he 

might  her  snare,) 
Ich  pray  you,  that  ich  might  have  a  right  action 
on  her. 
Chat,  Have  I  thy  good,  old  filth,  or  any  such 
old  sowe's? 
I  am  M  true,  I  wold  thou  knew,  as  skia  betwene 
thybrowes. 


•9  Come  ow,  fellow  t  U  it  tolde  me  thou  art  a  shrew  I  wjftM—The  word  threw  at  present  is  wholly  con- 
fined  to  the  female  §tx.  It  here  appean  to  have  been  equally  applied  to  the  male,  and  signUles  naught 
or  wicked, — See  Barret's  MvearU,  voce  Shrewd, 

^  Cottard^l.  e.  the  bead.    So,  io  Uieke  Scomer  :— 

'<  I  wyll  rappe  you  on  the  cottard  with  my  borne." 

Mr  Steevens*!  Note  on  Love't  Labour  Lost,  A.  9.  S*  1. 
Again,  In  Ben  Jonson'i  Tale  of  a  Tub,  A.  8.  8.  8  : — 


«*  Do  you  mutter  !  sir,  snorle  this  way, 
That  I  may  bear  and  answer  what  you  say, 
Y/Hh  my  school  dagger  *bout  yonr  costardf  sir.' 
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Gam.  Manj  a  tn^er  hath  hen  hanged,  tbon^ 
TOO  escape  the,daonger. 
.     Chat.  Thou  sbalt  answer  (hy  GocTs  \ntf)  for 
this  thy  foule  slaunder. 
.  Buy.  Why,  what  can  ye  charge  hir  withal  ?  to 

say  80  ye  do  not  well. 
GauL  Mary,  a  vengeance  to  hir  hart,  the  whore 
hase  stolen  my  neele. 
.     CW.  Thy  nedle,  old  witch  !  how  so?  it  were 

alroes  thy  soul  to  knock  *, 
So  didst  thou  say,  the  other  day,  that  I  had  stolne 

thy  cocke. 
And  rosted'him  to  my  hreakiast,  which  shal  not 

be  forgotten : 
The  devil  put  out  thy  lying  tong,  and  teeth  that 
be  so  rotten. 
Gam,  Geve  me  my  neele ;  as  for  my  cocke, 
chould  be  very  loth, 
That  chuki  here  tel  he  shuUi  hang  on  thy  false 
faith  and  troth. 
Bay.  Ytiur  talke  is  such,  I  can  scarse  leame 

who  shuld  be  most  in  fault. 
Gam,  Yet  shall  ye  find  no  other  wight,  save 
she,  by  bread  and  salt. 
.    Bay.  Eepe  ye  content  a  while,  se  that  your 

(ongesye  holde; 
IdcthinjLes  you  sfiuld  remembre,  this  is  no  place 

to  scoldc. 
How  knowest  thou.  Gammer  Gurton,dame  Chat 
thy  nedle  had  f 
Gam,  To  name  you,  sir,  the  party,  chould  not 

he  vory  gtad. 
Bay.  Yea,  but  we  muste  nedes  heare  it,  and 
therfore  say  it  boldly. 
.    Gam,  Such  one  as  told  the  tale,  full  soberly 

and  coldly, 
Even  he  that  Joked  on,  wi|  sweare  on  a  booke. 
What  time  this  drunken  gossip  my  faire  long 

neeie  up  tooke : 
Diccon  (master)  the  bedlam,  cham  very  sure  ye 
know  him. 
Pay,  A  false  knave,  by  God's  pitie  !  ye  were 
but  a  foole  to  trow  him. 


I  durst  aventore  wel  the  price  of  my  best  cap, 
^'  That  when  the  end  is  knowen,  all  wil  turne  to 

a  jape. 
Tolde  he  not  you  that  besides,  she  stole  your 
cocke  tliat  tyde  ? 
Gam,  No  master,  no  indeede,  for  then  he  shuld 
have  lyen ; 
My  cocke  is,  I  thanke  Christ,  safe  and  wel  a  fine. 
Chat.  Yea,  but  that  ragged  colt,  that  whoore,' 
that  Tyb  of  thine. 
Said  plainly  thy  cocke  was  stolne,  and  in  my  house 

was  eaten. 
That  Ijfing  cut  is  lost,  that  she  is  not  swinged  and 

beaten. 
And  yet  for  ai  my  good  name,  it  were  a  small 

amendes; 
I  pidce  not  this  geare  (hear^st  thou)  out  of  my 

fingers  endes. 
But  he  that  hard  it  told  me,  who  thou  of  late 

didst  name, 
Diccou,  whom  al  men  knowes,  it  was  the  very 
same. 
JBoy.  This  is  the  case;  yon  lost  your  nedlo 
about  the  dores; 
And  she  answeres  againe,  she  hase  no  cocke  of 

yours ; 
Thus  in  your  talke  and  action,  from  that  you  do 

intend. 
She  is  whole  five  mile  wide  from  that  she  doth 

defend. 
Will  you  saie  she  hath  your  cocke  ? 
Gam.  No,  mary  sir,  that  chill  not. 
Bay,  Will  you  confesse  hir  neele  f 
Chat,  Will  I  f  no,  sir,  will  I  not 
Bay.  Then  there  lieth  all  the  matter. 
Gam.  Soft  master,  by  the  way, . 
Ye  know  she  could  do  litle,  and[  she  cold  not  say 
nay. 
Bay,  Yea,  but  he  that  made  one  lie  about  yoar 
cocke  stealing, 
Wil  not  sticke  to  make  another,  what  time  lies 
be  in  dealing. 


9'  That  when  the  end  is  ibfovea,  all  wil  iume  to  a  jape— Jiip«  is  generally  used  in  an  obscene  sense,  as  in 
t|Be  Prologue  to  Grim  the  Collier  of  Croydeo,  Vol.  XI.  and  Skeltpn's  Song  in  Sir  John  Hawkin's  History 
a/Musick,  Vol.  III.  p.  6.  It  here  signifies  a  Jest  or  joke.  So,  in  the  Prologue  to  Chaucer*s  Canterburg 
?«Zcf,  1.703  :— 

<'  Upon  a  day  he  gat  him  more  moneie. 

Than  that  the  penooe  gat  in  monethes  twele^  * 

And  thus  with  fained  flattering  and  javef. 

He  made  the  persone,  and  the  peple,  his  apes^" 

And,  in  Batman  upon  Bartholeme,  1535,  as  quoted  by  Sir  John  Hawkfas,  in  his  History  ofMusickf  Vol, 
II.  p.  \^ : — ^*  They  ke pe  no  counseyll,  bat  they  telle  all  that  they  heare  :  sodeinlv  ihey  laughy  and  so« 
4l<Hnly  they  wepe :  alwaye  they  crye,  jangle,  and  Jape,  uneth  they  ben  style  w^yle  they  slepe, 
'  fikelton^s  Works,  1730,  p.  2S6  :•— 

**  Nay  jap«  not  hym,  he  b  no  smal  fole . 
*  It  b  a  solempe  syre  and  solayne." 
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I  sveene,  di«  «tide  wil  prore  tins  bmwle  did  first 

arise 
Upon  DO  other  ground,  but  only  Diocon's  lyes. 
CM,  Though  some  be  lyes,  as  you  belike  tiave 

espyed  them; 
Yet  t>tber  some  be  troe,  by  proofe  I  have  wel 

tryed  them. 
Bsy.  What  other  thing  bedde  this^  dame  Chat  P 
Chat,  Mary  syr,  even  this^ 
The  tale  I  told  before^  the  selfb  same  tale  it  was 

his; 
He  gave  me,  like  a  frende,  warning  against  my 

losse, 
Els  had  my  hens  be  stolne  eche  one,  by  Grod's 

crosse. 
He  tolde  roe  Hodge  wold  come,  and  in  he  came 

indeede ; 
But  as  the  matter  chaunted,  with  greater  hast 

than  speede. 
This  truth  was  said,  and  true  was  found,  as  truly 

I  report. 
Bay.  If  doctor  Rat  be  not  deceaved,  it  was 

.    o'anotiher  sort, 
Dr  Rat.  By  God*s  mother,  thoo  and  be  be  a 

cople  of  suttle  foxes ; 
Betweene  you  and  Hodge,!  beare  awaie  the  boxes. 
Did  not  Diccon  appoynt  the  place,  wher  thou 

shuld'st  stand  to  mete  him  ? 
Chmt,  Yes,  by  the  masse ;  and  if  he  came,^  bad 

me  not  sticke  to  spcet  hym. 
JDr  Rat.  God's  sacrament !  the  villain  knave 

hath  drest  us  round  about ; 
He  is  the  cause  of  all  this  brawle,  that  dyrty 

shitcen  loute ; 
When  Gammer  Gurton  here  complained,  and 

made  a  ruful  mone, 
I  heaid  him  sweare  that  you  had  gotten  hir  nedle 

that  was  gone. 
And  this  to  try  he  furder  said,  he  was  ful  loth ; 

how  be  it. 
He  was  content  with  small  adoe  to  bring  me 

where  to  see  it ; 
And  where  he  sat,  he  said  ful  certain,  if  I  wo^ 

folow  his  reade, 
Into  your  house  a  privy  waie  he  wold  me  guide 

andleade. 
And  where  ye  had  it  in  your  hands,  sewing  about 

a  clowte, 
And  set  me  in  the  backe  hole,  thereby  to  finde 

yon  out: 
And  whiles'  I  sought  «  quietnes,  creping  upon 

my  knees, 
1  found  the  weight  of  your  door4>ar,  for  my  re- 
ward and  fees. 
Such  is  the  lucke  thai  some  men  gets,  while  they 

begin  to  mel, 
,.  ^n  setting  at  one  such  as  were  out,  minding  to 

make  al  well.   . 
Hodge,  Was  not  wel  lidest,  Gammer,  to  scape 

that  secure  ?  and  chad  ben  there. 


Tbes  chad  ben  drert,  belilee,  as  iU  (by  the  masse) 
as  gafier  vicar. 
BcQr.  Mary,  sir,  hi»e  is  m  sport  alone;  I  loked 
for  such  an  end ; 
If  Dicoon  had  not  playd  ^  knave,  this  had  ben 

sone  amend. 
My  Gammer  bere  he  made  a  fycke,  and  drest  fair 

as  she  was ; 
And  goodwife  Chat  he  set  to  scold,^  dll  bbth 

partes  cried,  alas ! 
And  doctor  Rat  was  not  behind,  whiles  Chat  his 

crown  did  pare ;' 
I  wold  the  knave  had  ben  starke  blind,  if  Hodge 
had  not  his  share* 
Hoige.  Cham  meetly  we\  sped  alredy  among*s, 
cham  drest  like  a  coult; 
And  ehad  not  had  the  better  wit,  diad  been  made 
a  doult. 
B<9.  Sir  knave,  make  hast  Dicoon  were  here; 

fetch  him  where  ever  he  be. 
Chat.  Fie  on  the  villain,  lie,  ^  that  makes  us 

thus  aeree ! 
Gam.  Fie  on  nim,  knave,  widi  al  my  hart,  now 

^ey  and  fie  againe ! 
Dr  Rat,  Now  fie  on  him,  may  I  best  say,  whom 

he  hath  almost  slaine. 
Bmf.  Lo  where  he  commedi  at  hand,  belike  he 
was  not  farre. 
Diccon,  heare  be  two  or  three  thy  company  can- 
not spare. 
Die.  God  blesse  yon,  and  you  may  be  blest  so 

nianie  al  at  once. 
Chat,  Come  knave,  it  were  a  good  deed  to 
geld  the,  by  cockes  bones. 
Seest  not  thy  handiwarke  P  sir  Rat,  can  ye  fbr- 
beare  him  ? 
Die  A  vengeance  on  tliose  hands  life,  for  my 
hands  cam  not  nere  hym. 
The  horson  priest  hath  lift  the  pot  in  some  of 

these  alewyves  chayres, 
That  his  head  wold  not  serve  him,  belyke,  to  come 
downe  the  stayres. 
Bay.  Nay,  soft,  thou  maist  not  play  the  knave, 
and  have  this  laneuage  to ; 
If  thou  thy  tong  bridle  a  while,  the  better  maist 

thou  do. 
Confesse  the  truth  as  I  shall  aske,  and  cease  a 

a  while  to  fable. 
And  for  thy  fault,  I  promise  the,  thy  handling 

shal  be  reasonable* 
Hast  thou  not  made  a  lie  or  two,  to  set  Uiese 
two  by  the  eares? 
Die.  What  if  I  have   tfive  Hundred  sudi  have 
I  scene  within  these  seven  yeares : 
I  am  sory  for  nothing  else,  but  that  I  see  not  the 

sport 
Which  was  betwene  them  when  they  met,  aa 
ibcy  themselves  report. 
Bay.  The  greatest  thing,  mastier  Rat,  ye  ffii 
how  he  is  drest 


9*  Scolc, 
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Die,  Wlwk  de^  nede  h»  W  groping  ao  dtpe 

io  go«|4«ri£e  CikaCs  bes's  aetc  ? 
B^.  Yea,  but  k  wm  thy  drift  (o  brkig  I^m 

ima  xhm  bnart. 
Die  God's  bread !  hadi  wot  such  an  old  fooie 
wi(  to  save  bis  earas? 
He  ahoweth  himselfe  berein,  ya  tea,  so  very  ^^  a 

coxe. 
The  cat  was  oot  so  madly  aliired  by  tbe  foxa 
To  ran  in  tbe  snaraa  was  set  for  him  douhtiease ; 
Sar  beie^pt  in  (or  v^fo^  and  lhi»  sic  Joba for 
inadues. 
Jkt  BaL  ^  WnU,  and  ya  sbilb  ao  batlaiv  ye 
losel^  lytbeiv  aadlasyey 
I  wflLgo  ne^ra  tot  tl^s  to-  noke  ye  leapa  u  a 

dasye. 
1m  tba  king^a  naBie».  Biasfcar  Bayly,  I  ehaifa  you 
set  him  fasti 
M^  What  I  &st  a»€a|de%  or  £utOB  sloped 

it  is  tbe  thins  I  did  last. 
Br  MfiL  Niiy,  fast  m  ^le»s,  fals^s  vaxiN^  ao- 

cordii^  to  thy  deedesi 
Ay.  Master  Dedur,  thesis  no  remedy,  I  nftust 
intreat  yon  needs 
fame  cftber  kiade  el  pvni9biBeBt. 
Dr  Rat.  Nay,  by  all  boloires, 
His  panisbmeai>  i£  I  inaf  jiidg^  shal  be  naogb^cls 
hot  the  ^aUiMa 
Bojf^  Ih^  were  tq^  tqr^i  aspiiitoal  iiai^  to 

be  so  extrearoe ! 
Jh  RaL  ^  be  worihv  any  better,  sir?  bow  do 

you  judee  and  deame  ? 
Bay*  I  graivsl  bim  wort|iy  pooishmeat,  but  in 

no  wise  so  great 
Geai.  It  b  a  shaaie,  ich  tal  yoiiplaiae^  for  sacb 
faJee  kn^yeaiatreat 
He  has  almost  undone  us  at,  thai  ie,  as  true  as 
Steele; 
j^  for  al  this  great  ado^  cbaai  never  the 
nere  my  neele. 
Bmf,  Can*st  thou  not  say  any  thing  to  that 

Diccon,  with  least  or  roost  ? 
JDic  Tea,  manr  sir,  thus  much  1  can  say  wel, 

the  nedle  is  lost. 
Bmf,  Nay,  canst  not  thou  tel  which  way  that 

nedie  may  be  found  ? 
Die  NOf  by  my  foy,  sh-,  though  I  might  have  i 
an  banned  pound.  I 


Hod^  TboQ  Her  lickdisb,  didst  not  aa^F  thf 

neele  wold  be  gitten? 
IHc.  No,  Hftdge ;  by  tbe  saoie  token  ]K>«  wer< 

that  time  heshitteo, 
For  fear  of  hobg<^liiig,  you  wot  weLwbat  I  meano. 
As  long  as  it  is  sence,  I  feare  me  yel  ye  be  scarce 

cleaner 
Bay.  Wc),  roaster  Rat;  you  must  both  leame, 

and  leach  us  to  forgeve. 
Since  Diccon  hath  confession  made,  and  is  so 

deane  shreve : 
If  ye  to  me  conscent  to  amend  this  heavy  chaunce^ 
I  viil  iojoyne  him  here  sobm  open  kind  of  peh 

naunce: 
Of  this  ceadition,  where  ye  know  my  £ee  is  tweor 

ty  peace, 
For  the  bioadshed,  I  am.  agreed  with  you  here  to 

dispence ; 
Ye  sImJI  go  quite,  so.  that  ye  graual  tbe  matter 

now  to  run, 
T»  end  with  mictb  aadoag  a»  al,  evea  as  it  was 

begun. 
Ciai.  Say  yea,  master  wear,  aad  be  dial  ansa 

confess  to  be  your  detter, 
And  al  we  that  be  lieare  present  will  love  you 

much  tbe  better. 
Dr  Rai.  My  part  is  the  worst  i  but  since  you 

al  hereon  agree. 
Go  even  to  master  ^ytj,  let  it  be  so  for  aaea* 
Bin/,  How  saiest  thou,  Diccoo,  art  content  this 

sbal  OR  me  depeml  ? 
Die  Go  to,  master  Bayly^  say  on  your  mind, 

I  know  ye  are  my  friend. 
Bay.  Then  maike  ye  wel;  to  rcoompence  this 

thy  former  action. 
Because  thou  bast  offimded  d^  to  make  tbem  sa- 

tis^tien. 
Before  their  focos  here  kneele  dowse,  aod  as  I 

aJial  tbe  teach. 
For  thou  shalt  take  an  oihe  of  Hodge's  leather 

breache; 
First  for  master  doctor,  upon  paine  of  his  curssc. 
Where  he  wil  pay  for  al,  thou  never  draw  thy 

pursse: 
And  when  ye  meete  at  one  pot,  be  shall  have 

the  first  pall ; 
And  tbou  shalt  never  ofier  him  the  cop,  but  it  be 

foil. 


^'  J  cojr0— Vinshien,  in  his  Dictionary,  f627,  (as  quoted  by  Mr  Toilet,  in  Iiis  Yotes  on  Shakespeare, 
VoL  V.  p.  4S3.)  says :  "  Natural  ideots  :md  fools  have,  and  itill  do  accostame  tbenaeivca  to  weare  io 
tbcir  cappcs,.  coekes  fioatkeis,  or  a  hat  with  a  mrke  and  bead  of  a  cock  on  the  top,''  Ac,  From  this 
drcaaistaDce,  Diccoo  p^oliably  calls  Dr  Rat  n  coxe  ;  that  is,  a  coxcomb^  an  ideot. 

^  fWeUj  andife$Mft  no  better^  ye  Uael^  lifthew^  and  Unye — Lyther  is  a?ed  sometimes  for  weak  or  hmbery  at 
other  tiaws  lean  or  pale.  Several  examples  of  the  former  ane  collected  by  Mr  Steevens,  (fiietes  on  Shaken 
speaie,yoLyi.p.26!;.) 

Again,  in  Eupkitet  and  his  Engtmd^  1582,  p.  S4 :  **  For  as  they  that  angle  for  tbe  tortoys,  bavii^  once 
eaoght  Um,  are  driven  into  snch  a  lythemetsey  that  they  loose  all  their  spiriles,  being  benummed  so,*^  &c. 
Of  the  latter,  tbe  following  will  serve  as  a  proof,  Eramass  ProsM  ef  Felie^  Cbaloner's  Translation, 
1548, Sig.  F  ft:  *'  Or  at  lest  hyre  some  younge  Phaon  for  mede  to  dooe  the  thyoge,itiU  danbe  theyr  lUkor 


cbeekes  with  pdotynge,'*  &c. 
TOL.  I. 
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To  good#ife  Chat  thoa  shalt  be  swonie^  eren 

on  the  same  wyse, 
If  she  refuse  thy  mouey  once,  never  to  offer  it 

twise. 
Tboii  shaft  be  bound  by  the  same  here,  as  thou 

dAst  take  it. 
When  thou  maist  drinke  of  free  cost,  thou  never 

forsake  it. 
For  Gammer  Gurtoo's  sake  againa  swome  shalt 

thou  be. 
To  helpe  hir  lo  hir  nedle  againe,  if  it  do  lie  in 

thee; 
And  likewise  be  bound,  by  the  vertue  of  tliat^ 
To  be  of  good  ahering  to  Gyb,  hir  great  cat. 
Last  of  al  for  Hodge,  the  othe  to  scanne. 
Thou  shalt  never  take  him  for  fine  gentleman. 
Hodge,  Come  on,  fellow  Diccon,  chalbe  even 

with  thee  now. 
Bay,  Thou  wilt  not  sticke  to  do  this,  Diccon, 

I  trow? 
Die.  No,  by  my  fatber*s  skin,  my  hand  down 
I  lay  it; 
Loke,  as- 1  have  promised,  I  will  not  denay  it ; 
But,  Hodge,  take  good  heede  now,  thou  do  not 
be»hite  me. 
[And  gave  him  a  good  blow  on  the  buttocke, 
Hodge,   Gog's  hart,  thou  false  villaine,  dost 

thou  bite  me  ? 
.Bag^  What,  Hodge,  doth  he  hart  the  or  ever 

he  begin  f 
Hodge,  He  rlirust  roe  into  the  buttocke  with  a 
bodkin  or  a  pin, 
I  saie,  Gammer,  Gammer ! 

Gam,  How  now,  Hodge,  how  now  I 
Hodge,  God's  malt,  (Simmer  Gurton— • 
Gam.  Thou  art  mad,  ich  trow. 
Hodge,  Will  you  see  the  devil,  Gammer? 
Gam^  The  devil,  sonne !  God  blesse  as. 
*  Hodge.  Chould  iche  were  hanged,  Ganmier. 
Gam,.  Mary,  se  ye  might  dresse  us. 
Hodge,  Chave  it,  by  the  masse.  Gammer^ 


Gam,  What,  not  my  neele,  Hodge? 
Hodge,  Your  neele.  Gammer,  your  neele. 
Gam,  No,  fie,  dost  but  dodge. 
Hodge,  Cha  found  your  neele.  Gammer,  here 

i»  my  hand  be  it 
Gam,  ^^  For  al  the  loves  on  earth,  Hodge,  let 

me  see  it. 
Hodge,  Soft,  Gammer. 
Gam,  Good  Hodge. 
Hodge,  Soft,  ich  say,  tarie  a  while. 
Gam,  Nay,  sweet  Hodge,  say  truth,  and  nol 

roe  begile. 
Hodge,  Cham  sure  on  it;  tch  warrant  you,  it 

goes  no  more  astray. 
Gam,  Hodge,  when  I  speake  so  fiur,  wilt  sdt 

say  me  nay  ? 
Hodge,  Go  neare  the  light.  Gammer,  this  wel 

in  faith  good  lucke : 
Chwas  almost  undone  'twas-  to  far  in  my  but- 
tocke. 
Gam,  Tis  min  own  deare  neele,  Hodge,  ^fy- 

kerly  I  wot. 
Hodge,  Cham  I  not  a  good  sonne.  Gammer, 

cham  I  not  ? 
Gam,  Christ's  blessing  light  on  thee,  hast  made 

me  for  ever. 
Hodge,  ich  knew  that  icb  mutt  finde  it,  elt 

chould  a  had  it  nev^r. 
€kat.  By  my  troth,  gossyp  Gurton,  I  am  even 

as  glad. 
As  though  1  mine  owne  selfe  as  good  a  tume 

had. 
Bay.  And  I  by  my  oonsdence,  to  see  it  so 

come  forth, 
Rejoyce  so  much  at  it,  as  three  nedles  be  wopth. 
l)r  Rat,  I  am  no  whit  sorry  to  see  yon  so  re- 
joyce. 
Die,  Nor  I  much  the  glader  for  all  this  noyce. 
Yet  say  gramercy,  Diooon,  for  spring^ng^  of  tha 

gpune. 


^^  For  al  the  hues  on  earth,  HoigCy  let  me  tee  if— For  the  love  of  God,  of'  heaven,  or  any  thing  sacred, 
are  adjurations  frequently  used  at  this  day,  and  appear  likewise  to  have  been  so  at  the  time  this  play  was 
written.  From  the  indiscriminate  une  of  tbem,  it  became  customary  on  very  earnest  occasions  to  request 
ffall  lave*^  or  for  all  the  loves  on  earth.  Of  these  modes  of  expresbion,  Mr  Steeveos  bath  produced  the- 
following  exaroplcf :  —  coqjuring  his  wife  of  all  lovet  to  prepare  cheer  fitting. — tionett  Wkore^  p.  1. 

Desire  him  of  ail  lovet  to  come  over  quickly. — Fhiut08*s  Men^chmi,  1595.  * 

I  pray  thee /or  aU  looet  be  tbou  my  myode  sens  I  am  thy oe,'-'^colattue,  1589. 

Mrs  Arden  desired  him  of  all  lovet  to  come  backe  againe. 

Holimlied's  CAronfde,  p.  1064.    Notes  of  Sbakespeaie,  Vol«  I.  p.  S79. 
Again; 

Speak  of  all  lovet. — Midsummer't  NighCt  Dream,  A.  S.  8. 3. 

^  fj^ly— Securely,  or  certably.    So,  In  Chaucer*8  Troilut  and  Crttida,  1. 3. 1.  8S3  t-* 

*<  The  drede  of  Icsing  makith  him,  that  he 
Majtin  no  parflte/lreniaMe  ybe." 
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Gam.  Gremercy,  Dicoon,  twenty  fimes;  O 

how  glad  cham ! 
If  thftt  chould  do  so  much,  yoiir  masterdome  to 

eome  hether, 
Master  Rat,  eoodwife  Chat,  and  Diccon  together ; 
Cha  bat  one lmlifpeny«  as  far  as  iche  know  it. 
And  chil  not  rest  this  night,  till  ich  bestow  iL 
If  ever  ye  love  me,  let  us  go  in  and  driake. 
hay.  I  am  content,  if  the  rest  thinke  as  I 

thinke. 
}Uto6tef  fiaty  it  thai  be  best  for  you  if  we  so  doo, 


Then  shall  yon  warme  you,  and  dresse  your  self 

too. 
Die.  Soft,.syrs,  take  us  with  you,  the  company 

shal  be  the  more ; 
As  proude  coms  bebinde,  they  say,  as  anie  goes 

before. 
But  now,  my  good  masters,  since  we  must  be  gom^ 
And  leave  you  bebinde  us  here  all  alotie : 
Since  at  out  last  ending,  thus  mery  we  bee. 
For  Gammer  Gurton's  nedle  sake,  let  us  have  a 

plaudytiep 


EDITIGNS. 


*  A  fyejbt  p^by*  pleaaant,  and  merle  Comedy,  intytoled  Gammer  GurtotCt  Nedle ;  played  on 
stage  not  longe  ^o  in  Christes  Colledge,  in  Cambridge.  Made  hs  Mr  S.  master  of  art.  Imprent- 
•d  at  London  in  Fleetestreat,  beneth  the  Conduit,  at  the  signe  or  S.  John  Evangelist,  by  Thomas 
ColweU.**  Printers  Colophon :  **  Imprinted  at  London  in  FleeCestreaty  beneth  the  Conduit,  at  the 
iigne  of  Sl  John  Evangelist,  by  Thomas  Colwell.    1575."  ^ 

^  A  right  pithy,  pleasant,  and  merry  Comedy,  entitled  Gammer  Gtirton*$  Needle ;  pkyed  on  the 
stage  near  a  hundred  years  ago  in  Christe-College»  in  Cambridge.  Blade  by  BAr  S.  master  of  art. 
Loodon :  Printed  by  Inomas  Johnson,  and  are  to  be  sold  by  Nath.  Brook,  at  the  Angel  m  Comhil^ 
Frands  Kiikman,  at  the  John  Fletcher^s  Head,jon  the  back  side  of  St  Clements,  Tho.  Johnson,  at  the 
Odden  Key  in  Bsul's-Cbi^rcb-yard,  and  Heory  March,  at  the  Princes  Arm^  in  Chancery-lane,  teiv 
flatt-MnBet    Wit!* 


^ 


ALEXANDER  AND  CAMPASPE, 


ZovLYi  Ij^ly  mat  bom  in  ike  '  mlds  ofKent^  about  the  year  1553,  aecorSng  to  the  comfutattM  tf 
Woody^  ^ko  »ay$y  ^  he  became  a  student  in  Magdalet'Ccilege  in  the  beginning  ^1569,  af^ed  dxteem^ 
or  thereaboutty  and  was  afterwards  one  of  the  dismies  or  clerks  of  that  house.^  He  took  the  degree  tf 
A  ^  •4'^  ^9  ^^^^9  ^  ^^  qfM^A,  in  the  year  1575 ;  ^  and  afierwardsy  on  somt  diut^st.  removed 
M,  Cambridge^  from  whenas  he  went  to  courts  where  he  was  taken  notice  of  }m  Qbeeh  Euiakeiky  and 
Jmd.  expectations  qfbeing^pr^erred  to  thepoA  of  Master  ^  the  "RjeceU  ;  which,  ^er  mdnyytfars  ITf- 
ttndanc9,  he  was  Ssapjpomted  itf.  In  what  year  he  died  is  unknown,  but  Wood  iays  he  tfiis  tHUe  ih 
the  year  1597.  »»  k  «  v  ^     ^ 

^fi(f  wa0  an  author  higk^f  e$toemed  hf  his  contemporariesi  by  several  (fwhom,  it»  msk, '  L0d^^ 
.iM*^  ^  fM  plkerSf  he  cm«  much  coaqfUmented.  Drayton^  lumever^  seemk  tb  hate  jfivA  Ms  thit  tho^ 
fwstir^^hinhtHys^ 

**  tke  nobk^ianey  with  tliis  lUst  4rcwe, 

"  Thai  heroe  for  nambera,  and  for  proee  $ 

'*  That  thoroughly  pacM  oar  laognage  aa  to  ihow, 

*'  The  pienteoai  £DgIiih  liand  in  hand  might  go, 

^  With  Greek  and  Latin,  and  did  first  reduce 

'*  Our  tongue  from  Lilly's  writing  then  in  use ; 

'*  Talking  of  stones,  stars,  plants,  of  fishes,  flies, 

*'  Playing  with  words,  and  idle  similies, 

'<  As  th*  English  apes,  and  very  zanies  be 

"  Of  every  thing  that  they  do  hear  and  see, 

*<  To  imitating  this  ridiculous  tricks, 

"  They  speak  and  write  all  like  meer  lunaticks.** 

Blqant,  who  republished  six  of  his  vlayt,  speaks  of  him  in  a  di^erent  manner :  He  iays^  ^  Our  na* 
iion  are  in  his  deotfor  a  new  English  which  hee  taught  them.  Euphues  and  his  England  began  first 
that  language*  All  our  ladies  were  then  his  scoUers  ;  and  that  beautie  in  court  who  could  not  par" 
ley  Euphuesmej  was  as  little  regarded  as  shee  which  now  there  speakes  not  FrenchJ* 

The  principal  work  for  which  he  was  distinguished  is  entitled  **  Euphues.  HU  Anatomy  of  Wit, 
terie  pleasant  for  all  Uentlemen  to  read,  and  most  necessary  to  remember;  wherein  are  contained  the 
delyghts  that  WitfoUoweth  in  his  youth  by  the  pleasantnesse  of  Love,  and  the  happinesse  he  renpetk 
in  age  by  the  perfectnesse  of  Wisedome.  4to.  1580."  And  thts  was  followed  by  *^  Euvhues  and  his 
Engtandf  containing  his  voyage  and  adventures,  mixed  with  sUndrie  pretie  discourses  of  honest  Love, 
the  description  of  the  Countrie,  the  Court,  and  the  manners  of  that  Isle.  Delightful  to  be  read,  and 
nothing  hurtful  to  be  regarded;  wherein  there  is  small  offence  by  lightnesse  given  to  the  wise,  and 
lesu  occation  of  bosenetu  proffered  to  the  wanton.  4/0. 158S.'' 


*  Gildon.  *  Athen.  Ozon.  S06. 

'  Fasti,  108.  «  Ibid.  111. 

'  Apology  of  Pierce  Penniless,  4to.  I59S.    Have  with  you  to  SaffVon  Walden,  4to.  1590* 

«  Wit*s  Misery  and  Words  Madness,  4to.  I59C,  p.  57. 

7  Discoune  of  English  Poetrie,  4to.  \bW. 
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i,  ^^exander  and  Campospe,  1584|  4/a.  1591,  4(0, 

9.  Enditnion,  Ato,  1591. 

S.  Sappho  and  Phaon^  4to.  1591. 

4.  Galatea,  4to,  1593. 

5.  Mydas,  4to.  1592. 

6.  AloMcr  Bombie,  4to.  1594,  4to,  1597. 

7.  The  Woman  in  the  Moon,  4to,  1597. 

8.  The  Maid  her  Metamorphom,  4to.  1000. 

9.  Love  his  MetamorphosiSy  4to,  1601. 

Thejirst  $ix  of  these  plays  were  republished  by  Edward  Blount,  in  YUno,  16S3|  under  the  title  if 
**  Sise  Court  Comedies, 

Besides  these,  he  was  the  author  of  a  piece,  published  in  159$,  called  ^  Pap  with  a  Hatchet,  alias,  a 
J^  for  my  Godson,  or  crack  me  this  nUt,  or  a  Country  Cuf,  that  is,  a  sound  box  on  the  ear  for  th^ 
ideot  Martin  to  hold  his  peace.  Written  by  one  that  dares  call  a  Dog  a  Dog!*  Imprinted Jvr  John 
Ohf. 


THE  PROLbGlJti  AT  THE  BLACK  FRIERS. 


Tbey  that  fear  the  stinging  of  wasps,  make  fans 
of  peacocks  tails,  whose  spots  are  like  eyes :  And 
Lepidus,  which  could  not  sleep  for  the  chattering 
of  birds,  set  up  a  beast,  whose  liead  was  like  a 
dragon :  and  we  which  stand  in  awe  of  report, 
are  compelled  to  set  before  our  owl  Pallas's  shield, 
thinking  hf  her  virtue  to  cover  the  other's  defoi^ 
mity.  It  was  a  sign  of  famine  to  ^^Igypt,  when 
Njlns  flowed  less  than  tw^tve  t^obits,  or  iaoxk 
tton  eighteen;  and  it  may  threaten  despair  unto 
us,  if  we  be  less  curious  than  you  look  for,  or 
inore  cumbersome.  But  as  Theseus  being  pro- 
mised to  be  brought  to  an  eagle's  nest,  and  trave^-^ 
lii^  all  the  day,  found  but  a  wren  in  a  hedge,  yet 
aaid  tUft  M  a  oM :  9  we  ho^  if  th|$  shower  0f 
bur  swi^imi^  nproiintaaiiy  seenung  to;  ^riiig  forth 
some  elephant  perform  but  a  mousei  yp^  will 
gently  say,  this  is  a  i}«A6t.  Basil  spfi^y  touched^ 
^ieldeth  a  awee(  tfoeiit;  bat  chafed  in  the  hand, 
a  rank  savour.  We  fear  even  so,  thi|t  our  labours 
ilify  glanced  Dn,  will  breed  spme.  oont;^nt;  but 
e^aouned  to  tfafspfoof,  spiaU  commendation.  The 
Baste  in  perferraoig  shaH  he  our  excuse,    lliere 


went  two  nights  to  the  begetting  of  Hercule% 
Feathers  appear  not  on  the  phoenix  under  seveq 
months,  and  the  mulberry  is  twelve  in  budding : 
but  our  travails  are  like  the  hare's,  who  at  one 
■time  bringeth  forth,  nourisheth,  and  engendreth 
again ;  or  like  the  brood  of  a  Troch'ilus,  whose 
eggs  in  the  same  moment  that  they  are  laid,  be* 
come  birds.  But  howsoever  we  finish  our  work, 
we  crave  pkrdon,  if  We  oflbdd  in  matter;  and  pa- 
tience, if  we  transgress  in  manners.  We  have 
mixed  mirth  with  counsel,  and  disdpline  with  de- 
light ;  thinking  it  not  amiss  in  the  same  garden  to 
%oi^  potrherbs,  that  we  set  flowers.  But  we  hope^ 
as  harts  that  cast  their  horns,  snakes  their  ^ns^ 
eagles  their  bills,  become  more  fresh  for  any  other 
labour ;  so  our  charge  being  shaken  ofl^  we  shall 
6&  fit  for  greater  ihktt^».  Btit  te«t^  1ik«  the  Vtyn^ 
dians,  we  make  ou^  gates  gr^itet  than  our  town, 
and  that  oar  pla^  runs  out  at  the  preface,  we 
here  conclude ;  wishing,  that  although  there  be  in 
your  precise  judgments  an  universal  mislike,  yei 
we.  ma^  enjoy,  by  your  Wonted  courtesies,  a  g^ 
neral  silence. 


fHfi  t^ROtOGtf^  AT  tH^  COURt. 


We  are  ashamed  ^kaSt  dtnr  biitl,  wh!ch  flutter- 
tfl  \q  t^^l^t,  sliistfnlt^  a  8w^Il6#«  should  be 
fvofM  a  Hit,  set  a^imi  thi^  sun.  But  as  Jupi- 
tuJf^»oe4^  Sfenus^s  ass  atoiong  the  s^rs,  and  Al- 
cuiadeft  covered  his  pictures,  beii^f^. owls 'and 
apea^  with  a  curtain  embroidemi  with  lions  and 


e&gles,  spo  are  w^  enfbf6bd,  lipoh  ^  ^^jH  dis- 
course, to  draw  on  a  smooth  excuse,  in^mbllnE 
lapidaries,  who  think  to  hidethe  chkck  hi  d  Stoti^ 
bjr  setting  it  deep  in  gold.  The  gods  siipp'd  once 
with  poor  Baucis;  the  Persian  kin^  sometimes 
shaved  sticks;  our  hope  iiy  your  highdess  will  at 
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this  time  lend  an  ear  to  an  idle  pastime.  *  Ap- 
pioD  raising  Homer  from  hell,  demanded  only 
who  was  his  father;  and  w.e  calling  Alexander 
from  his  grave,  seek  only  who  was  his  love.  What- 
soever we  present,  we  wish  it  may  be  thought  the 
dandi^  of  Agrippa's  shadows,  who  in  the  mo- 
ment they  were  seep,  werp  of  any  shape  one 


would  conceive;  or  Lynces,  who  having  a  quio^ 
sight  to  discern,  have  a  short  memory  to  forget. 
With  us  it  is  like  to  fare  as  wirh  these  torches, 
which,  giving  light  to  others,  consume  themselves; 
and  we  showing  delight  tq  others^  shame  omy 
selves. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


Alexaidcr, 

Hepbestion, 

Clttus, 

Parhenio, 

Plato, 

Aristotle, 

Diogenes, 

Melippus, 

Crisippus, 

Crates» 


Cleanthes, 

Anaxarcwjs, 

Apelles, 

Granichus,-)  r  Plato^ 

Manes,         yServanti  to<  Diogrme^ 

PSYLLUS,        3  (.  ApELLW. 

Campaspe,  , 

TiMOCLBAf 

Lais. 


SCENE— -4*Aeiw. 


ALEXANDER  AND  CAMPASPE,^ 


ACT  FIRST. 


SCENE  I. 

Clytus,  Parmekio,  Timoclea,  Campaspe,* 
Alexavoer,  Hepbi^stion. 

Clyt.  Parmenio,  I  cannot  tell  whether  I  should 
inorc  commend  in  Alexander's  victories,  courage^ 
or  courtesy :  in  the  one  heing  a  resolution  with- 
out fear,  m  the  other  a  liberality  above  custom. 
Thebes  is  rased^  the  people  not  racked;  towers 


thrown  down,  bodies  not  thrust  aside;  «  conqoesC 
without  confliet,  and  a  cruel  war  io  a  nuld  peace. 
Par,  Clvtus,  it  beoometh  the  son  of  Phdip  to 
be  none  other  than  Alexander  is;  therefore  see- 
ing in  the  father  a  full  perfection,  who  could  have 
doubted  in  the  son  an  excfUency?  For  as  the 
moon  can  borrow  nothing  else  of  the  sun  but 
light ;  so  of  a  sire,  in  wIhmh  nothing  but  virtue 
was,  what  could  the  diild  receive  but  singular? 


*  Appion  raising  Homer  from  hell,  demanded  only  who  was  his  AUher.-— ^Qaurrfft  atipdi,  put  tint  i 
titi  veUret  Magif  ctcm  udoleKentihut  nobii  vitus  Jpimi  GramwMtiuB  arfi$,  prodiderit  cynocephaUam  htrham, 
fiMt  in  JEgyf)to  vocomUur  otyrit^,  divinam,  et  contra  omnia  venencta:  ted$i  ea  erueretur,  ttatim  eum  qui 
truimet,  mori,  Seque  evocaste  umbrat  ad  percantandum  Homerum,  qua  patria  quibutque  parcntUnu  genitua 
tttet,  non  tamen  autut  projiteri,  quid  sibi  retpondiue  diceret,** — C.  Plln.  NaL  Hist  1.  zzx.  c  S. 

9  The  sul^t  of  thb  play  b  taken  firom  Pliny's  Natural  HiaUry^  lib.  zxxv.  c  10. 

**  Tantum  trat  auctoritatijurit  in  regem,aUoquin  iracundum :  quanquam  Alexander  ei  houorem  chtrimt^ 
frteMt  extmplo,  NamqUe  cum  ditectam  iibi  tx  pallacU  jtfii  prttapue  nomine  Campatpem  nudum  pingi  oh 
admirationnn  fomue  ah  ApeUt  juuiitit,  eumque  turn  pari  captum  amoro  tentUtet,  done  earn  dedit,  Magnu9 
animo,  mqfor  imperio  tui,  nee  minor  hoc  facto,  quam  victoria  aliqtuu  Quippe,  se  vicU  nee  torum  tantum  nma^ 
ted  etiam  affectum  donavit  artijici :  ne  dilectet  quidam  retpectu  motut,  ut  qum  mode  regit  fimttt^  mode  pUctt^ 
ri»  etttt.    Sitst  ^i  Venertm  Jtnadjfomtnem  iUo  pictam  extmphri  patent." 
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It  19  for  '^  turauob  to  staiu  emch  other,  not  for 
diamonds ;  in  the  one  to  be  made  a  difierence  id 
guMlucss,  iu  the  other  no  cooDparison. 

Ciyt.  You  mistake  ine,  Pannenio^  if  whilst  I 
CQininend  Alexander,  you  imagine  I  eall  Phi4ip 
into  question ;  unless  haply  you  conjecture,  (which 
none  of  judgment  will  conceive,)  that  because  I 
like  the  fruit,  theiefore  I  heave  at  the  tree ;  or 
covctinjc  to  kiss  the  child,  I  therefore  go  about  to 
poi:»oa  the  teat 

Pur,  Ay,  but  Clytus,  I  perceive  you  are  born 
in  the  east,  and  never  lau^sh  but  at  the  sun-ri^ng; 
which  orgueth,  though  a  duty  where  you  ought,  yet 
Ho  ^reat  devotion  where  you  mi^it. 

Clyt>  We  will  make  no  controversy  of  that 
which  there  oupht  to  be  no  question ;  only  this 
shall  be  the  opmion  of  us  both,  that  none  was 
worthy  to  be  tlie  father  cpf  Alexander  but  Philip, 
nor  any  meet  to  be  the  i»or  of  PfaUip  but  Alexan- 
der. 

Par,  Soft,  Clytu%  behold  the  spoils  and  pri- 
sonerH !  a  pleasant  sight  to  us,  because  profit  is 
ioio*d  with  honour;  not  much  painful  to  thenii 
because  their  captivity  is  eased  by  mercy. 

Timo.  Fortune,  thou  didst  never  yet  deceive 
virtue,  because  virtue  never  yet  did  trudt  fortune. 
Sword  and  fire  will  never  get  spoils  where  wis- 
dom and  tbrtitude  bears  sway.  O  Thebes,  thy 
walls  were  raised  b^  the  sweetness  of  the  harp, 
but  rased  by  the  shrillness  of  the  tAmpet.  Alex- 
ander had  never  come  so  near  the  walls,  had 
Epaminondas  walked  about  the  walls;  and  yet 
might  the  Thebans  have  been  merry  in  their 
streets,  if  be  had  been  to  watch  their  towers. 
\  But  destiny  is  seldom  foreseen,  never  prevented. 
We  are  here  now  captives,  whose  necks  are  yok- 
ed by  force,  but  whose  hearts  can  not  yield  by 
death.  Come,  Campaspe,  and  the  rest,  let  us  not 
be  ashamed  to  cast  our  eyes  on  him^  00  whom  we 
lear'ci  not  to  cast  our  darts. 

Per.  Madam,  you  need  not  doubt^  it  is  Alex- 
mder  that  is  the  €!6nqueror. 

Timo.  Alexander  hath  overcome,  not  conquered. 
Par,  To  bring  all  under  his  subjection,  is  to 
conquer. 

Tuao,  He  cannot  subdue  that  which  is  divine. 
Par,  Thebes  was  not. 
Tmo.  Virtue  is. 

C/y/.  Alexander,  as  he  tendreth  vh-ttie,  so  he 
will  you;  he  drinketh  not  blood,  but  tliirsteth 
•ftcr  honour ;  he  is  greedy  of  victory,  but  never 
satisfied  with  inerc^.  In  fight  terrible,  as  be- 
Cometh  a  captain ;  m  conquest  mild,  as  beseetai- 


eth  a  king.    In  all  things,  than  wluch  nothii 
be  greater,  he  is  Alexander. 

Cam,  Then  if  it  be  such  a  tiling  to  be  Ai 
der,  I  hope  it  nhall  be  no  miserable  thing  t< 
virgin.  For  if  he  save  our  honours,  it  is 
than  to  restore  our  goods.  And  rather  do  ] 
he'd  preserve  our  fame  than  our  lives,  whicl 
do,  we  will  confess  there  can  be  no  greatei 
than  to  be  Alexander. 

AUx,  Clytus,  are  these  prisoners  f  of  vi 
these  spoils  ? 

Cfye.  Like  your  majesty,  they  are  prii 
and  of  Thebes. 
Alex,  Of  what  csdltng  or  reputation  ? 
Clyt,  I  know  not,  but  they  seem  to  be 
of  honour. 

Alex,  I  will  know~  Madam,  of  whence  y 
I  know,  but  who,  I  cannot  tell. 

Timo.  Alexander,  1  am  the  sister  of  The 
who  fought  a  battel  with  thy  father,  befc 
city  of  Chieronte, "  where  he  died,  I  say 
none  can  gainsay,  valiantly. 

Alex,  iaAy,  there  seeni  in  your  words 
of  your  brbOier**  deeds,  but  worser  fort 
your  life  than  his  death:  but  fear  not,  ( 
shall  live  withoat  violence,  enemies,  or  necc 
But  what  are  you,  fair  lady,  another  »i 
Theagines? 

Cam.  No  sister  to  Theagines,  but  an 
handmaid  to  Alexander,  bom  of  tf  mean 
tage,  but  to  extream  fortune. 

Alex.  Well,  ladies,  for  so  your  virtue 
you,  whatsoever  your  births  be,  you  shall 
nourably  entreated.  Athens'  shal  1  be  your ' 
and  you  shall  not  be  as  abjects  of  war,  but 
iects  to  Alexander.  Parmenio,  condoc 
nonourable  ladies  into  the  city,  charge 
dieris  not  so  much  as  in  words  to  offer  th 
offence,  and  let  all  wants  be  suppl/d  so  f 
as  shall  he  necessary  for  such  persons,  1 
prisoners. 

[Exeunt  Parmekio  and  C 
Hcphestion,  it  resteth  now  that  we  have  : 
care  to  govern  in  peace,  as  conquer  in  wi 
whilst  arms  cease,  arts  may  flourish,  and 
letters  with  launces,  we  endeavour  to  be 
philosophers  as  soldiers;  knowing  it  no  le 
to  he  wise,  than  commendable  to  be  valism 
Heph,  Yoor  majesty  therein  sheweth, 
have  as  great  desire  to  rule  as  to  subdi 
needs  must  that  commonwealth  be  fo 
whose  captain  is  a  philosopher^  and  who! 
sopher  is  a  captain.  [ 


'**  TVrfKolt— In  the  first  edition,  Turke$,  *«  Turque«i«,"  says  Malynes,  in  his  Treatise  of  the  C 
XMghnd's  Commons-wealthy  l9mo,  1601,  '<  are  found  in  Malabar,  being  of  Turquey*8  color  by  the  d 
aad  by  niaht,  by  the  light,  greeoe;  they  f^ow  upon  a  black  steoe,  whereof  retaining  some  HttI 
seines  b  Ue  better."  **  It  b/*  as  .^r  Steevcois  observer,  '*  satd  of  the  Tnrky  stone,  that  it  faded  a 
eaed  in  its  colour,  as  the  health  of  the  wearer  increased  or  grew  less."  (Note  on  Merchant  of  $ 
188.  VoL  III.)    8ee  abo  Dr  Morells  Account  of  it,'p.  417.  of  hU  edition  of  ChaucecV  Canierku 

"  CAtcroAld^Chieronie,  in  the  first  and  second  edUions. 
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SCENE  IL 
Manes,  GRANicHUft^  Psyllus. 

jfaaci,  I  serv^  in^teatjl  of  a^  master,  a  mousf, 
ivbdse  upyifie  is  a  tu\^  vihose  (jiinoi^r  is  a  crust,  ap<i 
•*"  wbos^  lied  ij^  ^  bpgrd. 

P«yt  Tben  art  thpu  ia  a  state  of  lif^e  which 
philosophers  commf  p^*  A  crumb  for  thy  supper, 
a  band  for  thy  cup,  and  thy  clothes  for  thy  sheets, 
for  Natwra^paucU  ^qn^enta. 

Gra,  Manes,  it  is  pity  so  proper  a  maQ  should 
1>e  cast  ^yray  upoa  a  phiiosppber;  but  that  Dio- 
genes, that  dog,  shoula  have  Manes  tha<t  dog-bolt. 
It  grieveth  nature,  and  spitetb  art;  the  one  ba- 
Ting  found  thee  SQ  dissQlute,  absolute  I  ^ould  say, 
in  body,  the  other  so  single,  singular  in  mind* 

Manes^  Are  yoja  merry  ?  it  is  a  sign  b)(  the  trip 
of  your  tongue,  and  the  toys  vf  your  head,  that 
you  have  done  that  to-day,  which  1  have  noH  done 
these  three  days. 

PwL  Wha^s  thalt? 

Manes.  Dined. 

Gro.  I  think  Diogenes  keeps  but  cold  chear. 

Idancs.  I  ^voa[i1  it  were  so ;  but  he  keepeth 
aeiiher  hoc  oorcold 

Gra.  ^Viint  then,  luke  warm?  That  made 
llanes  run  fmm  hb  master  the  last  day. 

PftfL  Miines  tmd  reason;  for  his  name  foretold 
m»  much. 

MancB.  Mj  naine !  how  so,  sir  boy  ? 

Ft^l.  You  know  that  it  is  called 'jfoai  i  mO" 
mendiff  bccau^  it  stands  still. 

Jf/anfi*  Good- 

Fiifl  And  thou  ^t  named  ManeSy  d  Jlfanauio^ 
because  thou  nml^t  away. 

Miittt.  FA&!>\n^  reasons !  I  did  not  run  away, 
hut  retire* 

P^yL  To  a.  pri^fin,  because,  thou  woiildat  have 
Icuiurc  (q  ccjutem  plate. 

Mfines.  I  tviLI  prove  that  n^  body  was  k 
ta),  betrai]»E  it  »'!i3  in  prison. 

Orth  A*.lpowf 


Mann;  Did  your  masters  never  teach  you,  thaa 

I  the  soul  is  inunortai  ? 
j      Gra,  Yes. 

Manes.  And  the  body  is  the  prison  of  the  sool. 

Gra.  True. 

Manes.  Why  Ihen,  thu^  to  make  my  body  iow 
'  mortal,  I  put  it  in  prison. 

Gra.  Oh  bad ! 

PsyL  Excellent  ill! 

Manes.  You  may  see  how  dull  a  fastin);  wit  is; 
therefisce,  Psyllus,  let  as  go  to  supper  with  Ora- 
nichoss  Plato  is  the  best  follow  of  all  philoso- 
phers. Give  me  him  that  reads  in  the  morning 
m  the  school,  aa^  at  dooa  in  the  kitchen. 

Psi^  And  me. 

Gra:  Aii,  sira,  m]^  master  is  a  king  in  his  pni^ 
lour  for  the  body;  and  a  Ood  in  \Ss  study  for 
the  soni  Among  all  bis  men  he  commendeth 
one  that  is  ai^  excellent  rausichifi,  tben  stand  I  by 
and  clap  another  on  the  shoulder,  and  s^,  thb  m 
a  passing  good  cook. 

Man^s.  it  is  weU  done,  Granichus;  for  give 
me  pleasure  that  goeti  in  at  the  mouth,  not  th^ 
ear ;  I  had  rather  fill  my  guts  than  my  brains. 

PsyL  I^nre  ApoHes,  who  feedeth  me,  as  Dio- 
geneadoth  Manes;  for  at  dinner  the  one  preach- 
eth  abstinence,  the  other  commendeth  counter- 
feiting :  When  I  would  eat  meat,  he  paints  a  spit ; 
and  when  I  th^t,  O,  saith  be>  is  not  this  a  fkir 
pot?  and  pomts  to  a  table,  whidi  contains  the 
banquet  of  the  gods,  where  are  many  dishes  to 
feed  the  eye,  but  not  to  fill  the  gut. 

Gra.  What  dost  thou  then  ? 

Pijfl.  This  doth  he  then,  bring  in  many  exam- 
plea  that  some  have  lived  by  Savours,  and  provetb 
that  much  easier  it  is  to  grow  fat  by  colours,  and 
tells  of  birds  that  have  been  fatted  by  painted 
grapes  ia  winter;  and  how  many  have  so  fed  their 
eyes  with  their  mistress's  picture,  that  they  never 
desir'd  to  take  food,  being  ghitted  «rith  the  de* 
light  ia.  their  favours.  "^  Then  doth  he  shew  me 
counterfeits,  such  as  have  surfeited  with  their 


*^  Whose  he^isa  boart^-^The  ^t  and  second  editions  read,  whose  hoard  is  a  bed. 

'3  i%en  doth  he  shew  me  counterfeiis — Counterfeit  Vat  a  term  formerly  med  for  any  kiad.  of  pahiting, 
bnt  more  especially  for  a  portrait.  Psyllus  sa^  abpve,  "  for  a  dinner  the  one  pieacheth  abitineace,  the 
other  commendeth  counterfeiting.** 

And,  in  Dekker's  Strange  HomracCf  16—.  B.  S :  — "  and  more  to  dignl^  the  conquerer,  pi^tai^s,  aad 
eounierfeiM  of  aH  the  citties,  moontaines,  rivers,  and  battailes,  from  whence  they  came  vicjtoiS|^  wefe  draw^i 
ia  eniignes  to  the  Uteiiest  portrature,  all  supported  before  the  trinmpher." 

AgaiBy  Arden  of  Feversham^  1698 : 

I  happened  on  painter  yesternight, 
The  onely  conning  man  of  Cbrutoidoome : 
For  he  can  temper  poyson  with  bis  oyle. 
That  whoso  lookes  tipoh  the  worke  he  draves. 
Shall  with  the  bearoes  that  israe  from  his  sight. 
Suck  vennome  to  hb  breast,  and  slay  himselfe. 
Sweet  Ales  he  shall  draw  ^y  counterfeit 
That  Arden  may  by  galzing  on  it  perish^ 
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filthy  and  loAthsome  vomits,  apd  with  the  riotous 
bacchanals  of  the  god  Bacchus,  and  his  disorderly 
crew,  which  are  painted  all  to  the  life  in  his  shop. 
To  conclude, I  fare  hardly,  though  I  go  richly,  which 
niaketh  me  when  I  should  begin  to  shadow  a 
lady's  face,  to  draw  a  lamb*s  head,  and  sometime 
to  set  to  the  body  of  a  maid,  a  shoulder  of  mut- 
ton ;  for  Semper  animus  metis  est  in  patinis. 

Manes,  Thtm  art  a  god  to  me ;  for  could  I  see 
bot  a  cook's-shop  painted,  I  would  make  mine  eyes 
fat  as  butter.  For  I  have  noufiht  hut  sentences 
t&  fill  my  maw ;  as,  plures  occidif  crapula  quam 
gladuu  :  musajejunantibus  arnica  :  repletion  kill- 
eth  delicately.  And  an  old  saw  of  abstinence  by 
Socrates:  the  belly  is  the  head*s  grave.  Thus 
with  sayings,  not  With  meat,  he  maketh  '^  a  gal- 
liroafrey. 

Gra.  But  how  do*st  thou  then  live  ? 

Mane$,  With  fine  jests,  sweet  air,  and  the  dogs 
alms. 

Ora.  WeH,  for  this  time,  I  will  staunch  thy  gut; 
and,  among  pots  and  platters,  thou  shait  see  what 
it  is  to  serve  Plato. 

PnfL  For  joy  of  Granichus,  let's  sing. 

Hiianes,  My  voice  is  as  clear  in  the  evening  as 
in  the  morning. 

Gra.  Another  coranKKlity  of  emptiness. 

SONG." 

Gra.  Ofor  a  bowl  of  fat  canary, 
JtiVA  Palermo,  sparkling  sherry  ; 
Some  nectar  else  from  JunoU  da^f 
O  these  draughts  would  make  us  merry, 

Psyl.  Ofor  a  wenohj  (I  deal  in  faces. 
And  in  other  daintier  things,) 
Tickled  am  I  with  her  emm-aces. 


Fine  dancing  in  such  fairy  rings, 
Mwi^^.  O  for  a  plump  fat  leg  of  mutton. 

Veal,  lamb,  capon,  p^,  and  coney  ; 

None  is  happy  but  a  glutton, 

None  an  ass  but  who  wants  money, 
Cho.  Wines,  indeed,  and  girls  are  good, 

But  brave  victuals  feast  the  blood; 

For  wenches,  zcine,  and  lusty  cheer, 

Jove  would  leap  down  to  surfeit  here. 

SCENE  III. 

Melippus,  Plato,  Aristotle,  Crisippus,  Cra- 
tes, Cleanthes,  Anaxarchus,  Alexander, 

HePHESTION,  PaRMENIO,  ClTTUS,  DiOGEKESr. 

'  MeL  T  had  never  such  ado  to  warn  scholars  to 
come  before  a  king :  first,  I  came  to  Crtsippus,  a 
tall,  lean,  old  mad  man,  willing  him  presently  to 
appear  before  Alexander;  he  stood  staring  on 
my  face,  neither  moving  bis  eyes  nor  his  body ; 
I  urging  him  to  give  some  answer,  he  took  np  a 
book,  sat  down,  and  said  nothing.  Melissa,  his 
maid,  told  me  it  was  his  manner,  and  that  often* 
times  she  was  fain  to  thrust  meat  into  his  mouth ; 
for  that  he  would  rather  starve  than  cease  study. 
Well,  thought  I,  seeing  bookish  men  are  so  block- 
ish, and  so  great  clerks  such  simple  courtiers,  I 
will  neither  be  (partaker  of  their  commons  nor 
their  commendations.  From  thence  I  came  t6 
Plato,  and  to  Aristotle,  and  to  divers  others,  none 
refusing  to  come,  saving  an  old  obscure  fellow, 
\f  ho,  sitting  in  a  tub  turned  towards  the  sun,  read 
Greek  to  a  young  boy ;  him  when  I  willed  to  ap- 
pear before  Alexander,  he  answered,  if.  Alexan-^ 
der  would  fain  see  me,  let  him  come  to  me ;  if 
learn  of  me,  let  him  come  to  me;  whatsoever  it 


Green's  Historie  ofFrjfer  Bacon  and  Frtfer  Bungay,  16S0  : 

After  that  English  Henry  by  his  lords, 

Had  sent  Prince  £dward'8  lovely  counterfeit, 

A  present  to  the  Castile  Elinor, 

The  comly  pourtrait  of  so  brave  a  man,  &c» 

Ibid.  Sig.  G2: 

Seeing  my  lord  his  lovely  eountefeit. 

And  bearing  how  bis  mind  and  shape  stmed, 

I  come  not  troopt  with  all  this  warlike  train,  &c. 

Lyly's  Eupkues  and  his  England,  1582,  Dedication  to  the  Ladies,  ^*  Therefore,  in  my  mind,  you  are  more 
beholding  to  gentlemen  that  make  the  coloars,  than  to  the  painters  that  draw  your  counter faite,"  &c. 

Ibid.  p.  67  :  **  At  last  it  came  to  this  passe,  that  hee  in  painting  deserved  most  prabe  that  could  sf  t 
down  most  colours :  wherby  ther  was  more  conlention  kindled  abou(  ^e  C9lour  than  the  coimter/aif ,  and 
greater  emulation  for  varietie  in  shew  tlian  workemanship  in  substance." 

Empkues,  1581,  p.  53 :  ^  A  certaine  painter  brought  Apelles  the  counterfaiU  of  a  face  in  a  table,**  &c. 

'♦  A  gaiUmafrey.—i.  e.  a  medley.  So,  in  Pierce  Penilesss  Supplication  to  the  Devill,  15?«,  p.  JCT. 
-»*<  They  mingled  them  all  in  one  gallimafry  of  glory.** 

Prologue  to  Wily  Beguiled,  I60d:  "  Why>  noble  Cerberus,  nothing  bat  patch. pannel  stuif,  old  ^oil^^ 
mawfries  and  cotton  camile  eloquence.** 

'^  This  song  is  restored  firom  Blounfs  edition  of  "  Size  Coart  Comedies,**  1032.  }X  is  omitted  in 
all  the  4to  editions. 
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be,  let  him  come  to  ro«.  Why,  caid  I,  he  is 
a  khig ;  he  answered^  why,  t  am  a  philosopher. 
Why,  but  he  is  Alexa&der;  ay,  but  I  am  Dio^ 
penes.  I  was'  half  angcy  to  see  one  so  crooked 
m  his  shape,  to  be  so  crabbed  in  lus  sayings.  So, 
going  my  way,  I  said,  thou  shale  repent  it,  if  thou 
.comcst  hot  to  Alexander ;  nay,  smiling,  answered 
he,  Alexander  may  repent  it,  if  he  come  not  to 
Diogenes ;  virtue  must  bt  sought^  not  offered : 
and  so  turning  himself  to  his  cell,  he  grunted  I 
know  not  what,  like  a  pig  under  a  tub.  But  I 
must  be  gone,  the  philosophers  are  coming. 

[Exit, 
Fia,  It  is  A  difficult  controversy,  Aristotle,  and 
jutfatr  to  be  wondered  at  than  believed,  how  na- 
tural causes  should  work  supernatural  effects. 

Arit.  I  do  not  so  much  stand  upoo  the  af>pa* 
fitioa  seen  in  the  moon,  neither  the  Dsemonium 
of  Socrates,  as  that  I  cannot,  by  natural  reaftoO) 
give  any  reason  of  the  ebbiug  and  ffowing  of  the 
^ca,  which  makes  me.  in  the  dcph  of  my  studies^ 
(0  cry  out,  0  ens  tmtium  miserere  mei  / 

Pla,  Cleanthes  and  you  aitribule  so  much  to 
nature,  by  searching  for  things  wbicli  are  not  to 
be  found,  that  whiUt  you  study  a  cause  of  your 
own,  you  omit  the  occasioo  itself.  There  is  no 
man  so  savage  in  whom  rcsteth  not  tliis  divine 
particle,  that  there  is  an  omnipotent,  eternal,  and 
divine  mover,  which  may  be  called  God. 

C/e.  I  am  of  this  mind,  that  the  first  mover, 
which  you  term  God,  is  the  instrument  of  all  the 
movings  which  we  attribute  lo  nature.  Tho 
^arib,  which  is  mass,  si^immeth  on  the  sea,  sea* 
sons  divided  in  thcmselvts,  fruits  growing  in  themr 
fielves,  tlie  miyesty  of  the  sky,  the  whole  firma- 
inent  of  the  world,  and  whatsoever  else  appeareth 
miraculous,  what  man  almost  of  mean  capacity 
but  can  prove  it  natural  ? 

Anox.  These  causes  shall  be  debated  at  our 
philosopherH  feast ;  in  which  controversy  I  will 
take  part  with  Aristotle,  that  there  is  natura  na- 
turanSf  and  yet  not  God. 

Cra,  And  I  with  Plato,  that  there  is  Dent  op- 
^imus  maximuSf  and  not  nature. 

Aris.  Here  comcth  Alczimder. 

Alex,  I  see,  llephestion,  that  these  philosO* 
phcrs  are  here  attending  for  us. 

Heph,  They  '^  were  not  philosophers,  if  they 
|tnew  not  their  duties. 

Alex,  But  I  much  marvel  Diogenes  should  be 
po  dogged. 

Hep/h  I  do  not  think  but  his  excuse  will  be 
^tter  than  Melippus  message. 

Alex.  I  will  go  see  him,  Hephestion^  because  I 
long  to  see  him  that  would  command  Alexander 
to  come,  to  whom  all  the  world  is  like  to  come. 
Aristotle  apd  the  rest,  sithence  ray  coining  from 


Thebee  to  Atheui,  from  A  pliioe  of  ooft<|Uest  t6  * 
palace  of  quiet,  I  have  r^(>lved  with  myself  in 
my  court  to  have  as  many  philosophefs  as  1  bad 
in  my  camp  soldiers.  My  court  shall  be  a  school, 
wherein  I  will  have  used  as  great  doctrine  io 
peace,  as  I  did  in  war  discipline. 

.^rtf.  We  are  all  here  ready  to  be  commanded, 
and  glad  we  are  that  we  are  commanded ;  for 
that  nothing  better  becometh  kings  than  litera- 
ture, which  maketh  (hem  come  as  near  to  tb« 
gods  in  wisdom,  as  they  do  in  dignity^ 

Alex,  It  is  so,  Aristotle;  but  yet  there  is  among 
you,  yea,  ami  of  your  bringing  up,  that  sought  to 
destroy  Alexander :  Calistenes,  Aristotle,  whosa 
treasons  against  his  prince  shall  nOt  be  borne  out 
with  reasons  of  his  philosophy. 

Aris.  If  ever  mischief  entered  into  the  heart  of 
Calistenes,  let  Calistenes  suffer  for  it;  but  that 
Aristotle  ever  imagined  any  such  thing  jof  Calis> 
teues,  Aristotle  doth  deny. 

Akx,  Well,  Aristotle,  kindred  may  blind  thee, 
and  afi^tion  me;  but,  in  kings  causes  I  will  not 
stand  to  scholars  arguments.  This  meeting  shalft 
be'  fur  a  commtmdment,  that  you  all  frequent  my 
court,  instruct  the  young  with  rules,  confirm  the 
old  with  reasons :  let  your  lives  be  answerable  to 
your  learnings,  lest  my  proceedings  be  contrary 
to  my  promises. 

Heph.  You  said  vou  would  ask  every  one  of 
them  a  question,  wfaicfa  ytsteniight  none  of  us 
could  answer. 

Alex.  1  wilL—Plato,  of  all  beasts^  which  is  the 
subtilest  f 

Flo,  That  which  man  hitherto  ne?er  ln«w. 

Alex,  Anstotle,  how  should  a  man  be  thought 
a  God?  .       . 

Aris.  In  doing  a  thing  impossible  for  a  num. 

Alex,  Crisippus,  which  was  first,  the  day,  or 
the  night? 

Cri,  The  day,  by  a  day. 

Alex.  Indeed,  strange  questions  must  have 
strange  answers.  Clenndies,  what  any  you,,  is  life 
or  death  the  stronger  ? 

Cie.  Life,  that  sufiereth  so  many  troubles. 

AUxt  CnaeSf  bow  long  should  a  man  live  ? 

Cra»  Till  he  think  it  better  to  die  than  to  live. 

Alex,  Anaxarchus,'  whether  doth  the  sea  or 
the  earth  bring  forth  most  creatures  ? 

Anax,  The  earth ;  for  the  sea  is  but  a  part  of 
the  earth. 

Alex,  Hephestion,  methinks  they  have  answer* 
ed  all  well ;  and  in  such  questioits  I  mean  often 
to  trv  them. 

Ueph,  It  is  better  to  have  tn  your  court  a  wlaa 
man,  than  in  vour  ground  a  gotoen  mine.  There- 
fore would  I  leave  war  to  study  wiidoiSy  were  I 
Alexander* 


{«  2^  were  not,  &c^The  third  and  Blonot's  ediaoos  read,  iheso  are  n€i. 
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AUx,  So  «r<>Qkl  I,  were  I  Hephettion:  But 
OMK,  let  at  go  and  give  rele«ie>  as  I  promiced, 
to  oar  Theban  thralls.  [Bieunt, 

Pla,  Thoo  art  forumate,  Aristotle,  that  Alex- 
ander is  thy  scholar. 

Ari$.  And  all  yoo  happy,  that  be  is  yoor  sove- 
rei^. 

Crk  I  coold  like  the  man  wel^,  if  he  could  be 
contented  po  be  but  a  man. 
'   AriL  He  seeketh  to  draw  near  to  the  Oods  in 
knowledgCi  not  to  be  a  God. 

JCa/er  Piogenu. 

Pla.  Let  OS  question  a  little  with  Diogenes, 
why  he  went  not  with  us  to  Alexaiider.-^Dio- 
geatSy  thoa  didst  forgjet  thy  duty,  tliat  thou  went- 
est  not  with  us  to  the  king. 

Dio.  And  you  your  prof^estion,  that  you  went 
to  tbeking» 

Flo.  Thoo  takest  as  great  pride  to  be  peevish, 
as  others  do  glory  to  be  virtuous. 

Dm.  And  thoo  as  great  honoar,  being  a  philo- 


sopher, le  be  thought  ooart^like,  as  others  shame^ 
that  be  courtiers,  to  be  accounted  philosophers.  ' 

Arii,  These  austere  manners  set  aside,  it  is 
well  known  that  thou  didst  counterfeit  monejr. 

Dis,  And  thoa  thy  manners,  in  that  thou  didst 
Bot  oounterfeit  money. 

Arts,  TKou  hast  reason  to  contemn  the  courts 
being,  both  in  body  and  mind,  too  crooked  for  m 
courtier. 

Dio»  As  good  be  crooked,  and  endeavour  to 
make  myself  straight  from  tne  court,  as  to  be 
straight,  and  learn  to  be  crooked  at  the  court. 

Cra,  Thou  thinkest  it  a  grace  to  be  oppout* 
against  Alexander. 

Dio,  '^  And  thou  to  be  jump  with  Alexander 

4nax,  Lei  os  go;  for  in  conumning  him,  we 
shall  better  please  him,  than  in  wondering  at  him. 

Arit,  Plato,  what  dost  thou  think  of  Dio« 
^nes? 

Flu.  To  b«  Socrates^  furious.    Let  us  go. 

[Exeunt  Fhiloi<^M» 


ACT  n. 


SQ£N£L 

DlOG£llE8,  PSTLIUS,  MaVES,  GrAVICHUS. 

FtyL  Behold,  Manes,  where  thy  nuister  i(H 
seeking  either  for  bones  for  his  dinner,  or  pins 
for  bia  sleeveir    I  will  go  salute  biou 

JUiana,  Do  so;  but  mnin,  not  a  wprd  t^t  yon 
saw  Manes. 

Cra,  Then  stay  thou  behind,  and  I  will  go 
with  Psyllns. 

F»j^L  All  hail,  Diogenes,  tp  jrour  proper  per- 
son. 

Dh'  All  hate  to  thy  peevi9h  conditions. 

Org,  Odog! 

Ft^L  What  doest  thou  seek  for  here  ? 

JOio.  For  %  maay  and  a  beait 

6r0,  TbM  i»  e«iy»  wtthoat  thy  fight,  to  be 
(bond^Be  not  all  meae  men  f 

Dm.CtdS^dmem. 

Gra,  What  beast  is  k  thoo  look'st  (or? 


Dio.  The  beast  my  roan,  Manev. 

JP«y/,  He  b  a  beast,  indeed,  that  will  serve 
thee. 

DiOp  80  is  he  that  begat  thee. 

QrQ,  What  wquld*H  thoU  4o>  if  thou  shoald'st 
find  Manes ! 

J)i(K  Give  Urn  loave  to  do  as  he  hath  done 
before. 

GrQ,  What's  that  f 

Dio,  To  run  away. 

PtffL  Why,  hast  thou  np  np?d  of  Manei? 

Dio.  l\,  were  a  sh^mp  fur  Diogenes  to  liave 
need  of  Manes^  and  fpr  Manes  to  hav^  qo  neeu 
of  Diogi^nes. 

Qnt,  Bui  put  the  mte  he  wftie  gone,  woold^ 
thou  entertain  any  of  us  two  } 

Dio,  Upon  condition. 

FtvL  What? 

Dio,  That  yoa  should,  tell,  me  wherefore  any 
Qf  yon  bo^  ff er0  ^ood. 


m  in'iii  ^  in  I  lini  I' 


»7  ^ffd  tk$u  to  be  Jump  wHh  AUxmdfr-^T^  if  jnmff  H  to  nftrmtf 
idiom  to  the  Divdly  p.  89 :  **  Not  two  of  them  Juoip  in  one  tale.*' 
-    ■  |>/W«^afd|JJUA,3,S.n— 


■e,  in  Pierce  PcnUene  his  Suppm 


"  No  pore  fivi  ymi  dMngnifli  of  a  man. 

Than  ef  ki$  oniward  4iew «  which,  God  he  kaews , 

Seldom,  or  tmfgr,jwnp*tk  with  the  heart.*' 


Tariten^f^^MMOitfo/Fiiry^tfMy,  I60O,p.8lt'«MBSieVlcluir,ai6Mme«p  bee  saw  theie,  had  a 
ti  hti  bea^  av^jM^fT  wHh  Ihe  Iravatter  to  baa*  one  i  a  prUe  was  pileht,  &c*' 

It  is  a  coamion  phrase  even  at  present  to  say,  Oreai  wits  jump^  when  two  peisom  concor  In  the 
teagM  witkoat  any  coguranlcation  with  each  other. 
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Gra.  VVhy,  I  am  a  scholar,  and  well  seen  in 


J*si/£,  And  I  a  'prentice,  and  v.rell  seen  in 
painting. 

Dio,  Well  then,  Granichus,  be  thou  a  painter 
to  amend  thine  ill  face;  and  thou,  Psyllus,  a 
philosopher,  to  correct  tliine  evil  manners. — But 
who  is  that^  Manes  ? 

Manet.  I  care  not  who  I  were,  so  I  were  not 
Manes. 

Gra,  You  are  taken  tardy. 

Psi/L  Let  us  slip  aside,  Granichus,  to  see  the 
salutation  between  Manes  and  his  master. 

Dio.  Manes,  thou  know'st  the  last  day  I  threw 
nway  my  dish,  to  drink  in  my  hand,  because  it 
was  superfluous ;  now  I  am  determined  to  put 
away  my  man,  and  serve  myself:  quia  non  egeo 
iui  vel  te. 

Manes,  Master,  you  know  a  while  ago  I  ran 
away ;  so  do  I  mean  to  do  again :  quia  scio  tibi 
non  esse  argentum. 

Dio,  I  know  I  have  no  money,  neither  will  I 
have  ever  a  man :  for  I  was  resolv'd  long  since 
to  put  away  both  my  slaves,  money,  and  Manes. 

Manet,  So  was  1  determined  to  shake  oiT  both 
my  dogs,  hunger,  and  Diogenes. 

Psyt,  '*  O  sweet  consent  between  a  crowd  and 
a  Jew's  harp ! 

Gra,  Come,  let  us  reconcile  them. 

PtyL  It  shall  not  need,  for  this  is  their  use : 
DOW  do  they  dine  one  upon  anothei'. 

[£jrtf  Diogenes. 

Gra,  How  now.  Manes,  art  thou  gone  from 
thy  master  ? 

Manes.  No,  I  did  but  now  bind  myself  to  him. 


Psi/l,  Why,  you  were  at  mortal  jars. 

Manes,  In  faith,  no;  we  brake  a  bitter  jest' 
one  upon  another. 

Gra.  Why,  thou  art  as  dogged  as  he. 

PsvL  My  father  knew  them  both  little  whelps. 

Manet,  Weil,  I  will  hie  me  after  m]r  master. 

Gra,  Why,  is  it  supper-tirae  with  Diogenes? 

Manes,  Ay,  with  him  at  all  times  when  he 
hath  meat. 

P«y/.  Why  then,  every  man  to  bis  home ;  and 
let  us  steal  out  again  anon. 

Gra.  Where  shall  we  meet  ? 

PsyL  Why,  at  Ala  vendibili  suspensa  hadera 
non  est  opus. 

Manes.  O  Psyllus,  habeo  te  loco  parentis^  thou 
blessest  me.  [Exeunt^ 

SCENE  IL 

Alexander,  Hephestion,  Page,  Diogenes, 
Apelles. 

Alex.  Stand  aside,  sir  boy,  till  you  be  calKd. — 
Hephestion,  how  do  you  like  the  sweet  face  of 
Campaspe  ? 

Heph.  I  cannot  but  commend  the  stout  cou- 
rage of  Timoclea. 

^^.  Wit  lOut  doubt,  Campaspe  bad  some  great 
man  to  he   .'ather. 

Heph,  You  know  Timoclea  had  Theagiues  to 
ber  brother. 

Alex.  Timoclea  still  in  thy  mouth !  art  thou 
not  in  love  ? 

Heph,  Not  I. 

Alex,  Not  with  Timoclea  you  mean;  '•  where- 
in you  resemble  the  lapwuig,  who  crieth  most 


'*  O  sieeet  consent  hehceen  a  crowd  and  a  Jew^t  harp  ! — The  word  crowd  is  an  ancient  word  for  a  fiddle, 
and  a  crowder  a  player  on  that  instranient.  It  appears  from  Junius's  Etifmologicon,  in  voce,  and  from 
Spelman's  Glossary^  v.  crotta,  that  it  is  a  term  of  considerable  antiquity,  bat  it  is  very  doabtful  whether  it 
had  originally  the  same  meaning  we  now  assign  to  it.  Probably  it  might  mean  a  musical  instrament, 
irery  different  from  the  violin.    See  Oent.  Mag.  1767,  p.  561. 

Ben  Jonson''8  Cynthia^ t  RtvelSf  A.  l.^,  1  : — **  A  lacquey  that  nins  on  errands  for  him,  and  can  whisper 
a  light  message  to  a  loose  wench  with  some  round  volubility,  wait  mannerly  at  a  table  with  a  trencher, 
and  warble  upon  a  crowd  a  little,  fill  out  nectar  when  Ganymede's  away,^  &c. 

'9  Wherein  you  resemble  the  lapwing^  who  crieth  most  where  her  nest  is  not. — This  simile  occors  in  our 
ancient  writers  perhaps  more  frequently  than  any  other  which  can  be  pointed  oot. 

In  the  Old  Lme,  by  Massioger,  Middleton,  and  Rowley,  A.  4.  S.  2 : 

**  H*as  the  lapwing*8  cunning,  I  am  afraid  my  lord. 
That  cries.most  when  she's  farthest  ft-om  the  nesL" 

The  Witch  of  Edmonton,  1638,  by  Rowley,  Dekker,  and  Ford,  A.  ?.  S.  8  :  "  Like  to  the  lapwing 
have  you  all  this  while  deluded  me  ?  pretending  counterfeit  senses  for  your  dhuiontent,  and  now  at  last  it 
is  by  chance  stole  from  you.*' 

Rowley*!  Search  for  Money^  1609,  p.  22  :  «*— yet  it  may  be  this  sir,  dealt  like  a  lapwing  with  us,  and 
cryed  ftirthest  of  the  nest." 

The  hel-man's  Nif;ht  Walkes^  by  Dekker :  **  It  hath  the  bead  of  a  man  (the  face  well  bearded),  the  eyes 
t  of  a  hawkc,  the  tongue  of  a  lapwing,  which  sales  heere  it  is,  when  the  nest  is  a  good  way  off." 

Lyly  himself  also  uses  it  in  the  Epistle  Dedicetorie  to  Euphues  and  his  EngUmi,  1582  :  **  And  in  this  I 
resemble  the  lapwing,  who  fearing  her  young  ones  to  be  destroyed  by  passengnv,  flieth  with  a  false  eric 
£Brre  from  the  neasts,  making  those  that  Idoke  for  them  seeke  where  they  are  not.*' 

See  other  examples  in  the  Kotes  of  Mr  Stccveos^r  Smith,  and  Dr  Grey,  to  tHiakeftpeare,  Vol.  II.  pp. 
ta.And2lO. 
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where  her  nest  is  not  And  so,  you  lead  me 
firom  espying  your  love  with  Campaspe,  you  cry 
Tioioclea. 

Seph.  Could  I  as  well  subdue  kingdoms  as  I 
caii  my  thoughts,  or  were  I  as  far  from  ambition 
as  I  am  from  love,  all  tbe  world  would  account 
me  as  valiant  in  arms,  as  I  know  myself  moderate 
in  aBSection. 

AUx,  Is  love  a  vice  ? 
Heph.  It  is  no  virtue. 

Ales,  Well,  now  sholt  thou  see  what  small  dif- 
ference I  make  between  Alexander  and  Uephes- 
tion.  And  since  thou  hast  been  always  partaker 
of  my  triumplis,  thou  shalt  be  partaker  of  my 
torments:  I  love  Hephesiion,  I  love  Campaspe; 
a  thing  far  unfit  for  a  Macedonian,  for  a  king, 
for  Alexander.  Why  hangest  thou  down  thy 
head,  Ilcphestion,  blushing  to  hear  that  which  I 
am  not  ashamed  to  tell  ? 

Heph.  Might  my  words  crave  pardon,  and  my 
counsel  credit,  I  would  both  discharge  the  diity 
of  a  subject,  for  so  I  am,  and  the  office  of  a 
friend,  for  so  I  will. 

Alex,  Speak,  Uephestion;  for  whatsoever  is 
spoken,  Uephestion  speakcth  to  Alexander. 

Heph,  I  cannot  tell,  Alexander,  whether  the 
report  be  more  shameful  to  be  heard,  or  the 
cause  sorrowful  to  be  believed  What,  is  the 
son  of  Philip,  king  of  Macedon,  become  the  sub- 
ject of  Campaspe,  the  captive  of  Thebes?  Is 
that  mind,  whose  greatness  .he  world  could  not 
contmn,  drawn  within  the  compass  of  an  idle 
alluring  eye  ?  Will  you  handle  the  spindle  with 
Hercoles,  when  you  should  shake  the  spear  with 
Achilles?  ^  Is  the  warlike  sound  of  arum  and 
trump  turned  to  the  soft  noise  of  lyre  and  lute  ? 
the  neighing  of  barbed  steeds,  whose  loudness 
filled  the  air  with  terror,  and  whose  breaths 
dimmed  the  sun  with  smoke,  converted  to  delicate 
tunes  and  amorous  glances?  O  Alexander,  that 
soft  and  yielding  mind  sliould  not  be  in  him, 
whose  hanl  and  unconqoered  heart  hath  made  so 
niaoy  yield.  But  you  love :  ah  grief !  but  whom? 
Campaspe  ?  ah  shame !  a  maid  fursooth  unknown, 
unnoble,  and  who  can  tell  whether  immodest? 
whose  eyes  are  framed  by  art  to  enamour,  and 
whose  heart  was  made  by  nature  to  enchant. 
Ay,  but  she  is  beautiful ;  yea,  but  not  therefore 
cbaste.  Ay,  but  she  is  comely  in  all  parts  of  the 
body;  yea,  but  she  may  be  crooked  in  some  part 
of  the  mind:  ay,  but  she  is  wise  :  yea  but  she  is 
a  woman.  Beauty  is  like  the  blackberry,  which 
Aeemeth  red  when  it  is  not  ripe,  resembling  pre- 


cious stones  that  are  polished  %vith  honey,  wl^i 
the  smoother  they  look,  the  sooner  they  brfak* 
It  is  thought  wonderful  among  the  seamen,  that  . 
mueil,  of  all  fishes  the  swiftest,  is  found  in  the 
belly  of  the  bret,  of  all  the  slowest:  and  W(aU  it 
not  seem  monstrous  to  wise  men,  tJiat  tM^  hetrt 
of  the  greatest  conqueror  of  the  wo^  should  be 
found  in  the  hands  of  the  weakest  creature  of 
nature  ?  of  a  woman  ?  of  a  captive  ?  Ermins  have 
fair  skins,  but  foul  livers;  sepulchres  fresh  co- 
lours, bat  rotten  bones;  women  fair  faces,  bat 
false  hearts.  Remember,  Alexander,  thou  haat 
a  camp  to  govern,  not  a  chamber ;  fall  not  from 
the  armour  of  Mars  to  the  arms  of  Venus ;  frogi 
the  fiei^  assaults  of  war,  to  the  maidenly  skit^ 
mishes  of  love;  from  displaying  the  eagle  in  tbnie 
ensign,  to  set  down  the  sparrow.  I  sigh,  Alex- 
ander, that  where  fortune  could  not  conquer, 
foUy  should  overcome.  But  behold  all  the  per- 
fection that  may  be  in  Campaspe ;  a  hair  curlinff 
by  nature,  not  art;  sweet  alluring  eyes;  a  faif 
face  made  in  despite  of  Venus,  and  a  stately' 
port  in  disdain  of  Juno;  a  wit  apt  to  conceire, 
and  quick  to  answer;  a  skin  as  soft  as  silk,  qnd 
as  smooth  as  jet;  a  lone  white  hand,  a  ^ne 
little  foot ;  to  conclude,  all  parts  answerable  to 
the  best  part:  what  of  this?  though  she  hive 
heavenly  gifts,  virtue  and  beauty,  is  she  no  ot 
earthly  metal,  fles»h  and  blood?  Yon,  Alexm- 
der,  tnat  wouJd  be  a  god,  shew  yourself  in  tjiis 
worse  than  a  man,  so  soon  to  be  both  over- 
seen and  overtaken  in  a  woman,  whose  false 
tears  know  their  true  times,  whose  smooth  words 
wound  deeper  than  sharp  swords.  There  is  n#  i 
surfeit  so  dangerous  as  that  of  honey,  nor  any  j 
poison  so  deadly  as  that  of  love ;  in  the  one  piiy-  ' 
sic  cannot  prevail,  nor  in  the  other  counsel. 

Alex,  My  case  were  light,  Hephestion,  and  not 
worthy  to  be  called  love,  if  reason  were  a  re- 
medy, or  sentences  could  salve  that  sense  cannot 
conceive.  Little  do  you  know,  and  therffore 
slightly  do  you  regard,  the  dead  embers  in  n  pri- 
vate person,  or  live  coals  in  a  great  prince, 
whose  passions  and  thoughts  do  as  far  exceed 
others  m  extremity,  as  their  callings  do  in  ma*> 
jest^.  An  eclipse  in  the  son  is  more  than  th^ 
falhng  of  a  star ;  none  can  conceive  the  tormenn 
of  a  king,  unless  he  be  a  king  whose  desires  ane 
not  inferior  to  their  dignities.  And  then  jud^^ 
Hephestion,  if  the  agonies  of  love  be  dangerous 
in  a  subject,  whether  they  be  not  more  tliui 
deadly  unto  Alexander,  whose  deep  and  not  to 
be  conceived  sighs  cleave  the  heart  in  shivers; 


,^  /<  the  fcarlike  twnd,  &c.— So,  in  Sbakeipeafe^s  Richard  IIL  A.  1.  S.  1  s 

**  Grim  visaged  war  hath  smoothed  his  wrinkled  Aront ; 
And  now, — Instead  of  mounting  barbed  steeds, 
To  fri|fht  the  souls  of  fearful  adversaries, — 
ile  capers  nimbly  in  a  lady's  chamber, 
To  the  lascivious  pleating  of  a  lute." 
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whdie  ynmndei  dioof^^m  nntficr  be  eiprested 
nor  )ea<l«red>  ^  Cease  chen,  He^heatioiiy  vrkU 
W[)i}ifnents  t»  seek  to  lefell  that  w^di  wkh  their 
deity 4lie  gods  cannot  renst ;  and  let  tins  suffice 
to  ooevper  lihee,  that  it  is  a  king  that  im'eth,  and 
Alrander,  mhom  affeetioas  are  not  to  be  mea- 
tui^  by  reason,  being  kamortal,  nor  I  £par  me 
to  Ihb  bimie,  beiag  int&rable. 

BepA.  I  musti^^ds  yield^  when  neither  reason 
nor  Gonnsei  cao  be  beard. 

Aloe.  Yield,  HepbestioOt  for  Alexaoder  dotli' 
L»Te,  and  therefone  ouist  obtain. 

Heph.  Suppose  she  loree  not  too :  affiectiea 
oimetb  not  by  appototnient  or  biith;  and  then  ai» 
0iod  hated  as  enforoed. 

JJeiL  1  am  king«  and  wiU  eammand. 

Hjsph.  YoQ  roay^  to  yieid  to  iust  Jt^  force ;  but 
;(o  fioofient  to  love  by  iear,  you  cannot. 

Mex,  Why,  ^vHiat  is  that  which  Alexander  may 
IK»t  eoaqaer  as  be  Kat^ 

Hepk.  Wby«  that  wbioh  you  any  the  ^oda  can- 
not Insist,  love. 

Alex.  I  nm  a  >conc|ueror,  ebe  a  cafHive;  I  as 
fiKtuoate  as  abe  fair :  my  greetncas  jnay  answer 
ber  wAuta,  «Bd  the  gifts  of  my  mmd,  the  modesty 
of  kero :  Is  it  not  Jikelv,  tben,  chat  s)ie  ahouAd 
]0T(|  f  is  it  not  reasonable  f 

Math.  You  say  that  in  lore  there  is  no  season, 
and  therefore  there  can  he  no  likelihood. 

Alut.  No  more,  Hepheslion ;  in  this  x»h  I 
^U  use  mine  own  counsel,  and  in  all  othor  thine 
«driee :  tkm  may'st  be  a  food  soklief ,  but  nerer 
a  good  iover.  Cal4  my  page.  [EnUr  Page.] 
^iirah,  go  presently  to  Apelles,  and  mil  him  to 
CAme  to  me,  without  either  delay  or  exouse. 

Pogt.  I  go. 

Ales.  In  the  ncan  aeas^m,  to  recreate  asy  spi- 
rits, being  so  near,  we  will  go  see  Diogenes.  And 
see  vh#ra  his  tub  is-— Diogenes ! 

Dio.  WhocaUetfa? 

AJ^,  Aleinnder'^bow  bappefl*d  it  that  yon 
woqH  not  come  out  of  your  Cub  to  ray  palace  ? 

Pia.  Because  it  was  as  far  from  my  tub  to  your 


paiaoe,  as  from  your  palace  to  my  tub. 

Alex.  Why,  then,  dost  tbon  owe  no  refertncfr 
to  kings  ? 

Dio.  Ka 

Alex.  Whyaof 

Dio.  Because  they  be  no  Gods. 

Ales.  They  be  Gods  of  th»«Mtli.  ' 

Dio.  Yea,  Gods  of  earth. 

Alex.  Plato  is  not  of  thy  mind. 

Dio.  I  am  glad  of  it. 

AUx.  Why? 

Dip.  Because  1  would  have  none  of  Diogenes'a 
mind,  but  Diogenes. 

Alex.  If  Alexander  have  any  thing  that  majr 
pleasure  Diogenes,  let  me  know,  and  uke  it. 

Dto.  Tlien  take  not  from  me  that  yon  cannot 
give  me,  the  light  of  the  world. 

Alex.  What  do'st  thou  want? 

Dio.  Nothing  that  you  have. 

Alex.  I  have  the  world  at  command. 

Dio.  And  I  in  contempt. 

Alex.  Thou  shalt  live  no  longer  than  I  will. 

Dio.  But  I  shall  die  whether  you  will  or  no. 

Akx.  Kow  shoold  one  learn  ro  be  oontentf 

Dio.  Unlearn  to  covet. 

AUx.  Hepliestion,  were  I  not  Aleumdef,  I 
woald  ^visb  to  be  Diogenes. 

Heph,  lie  is  dogged,  but  discreet;  I  cannot 
tell  bow  :  sharp  with  a  kind  of  sweetness,  ftiU  of 
wit,  yet  too  too  wayward. 

Alex.  Diogenes,  %vhen  I  come  this  way  a^ain, 
I  will  both  see  thee  and  confer  widi  tbee. 

Dio.  Do, 

Alex,  But  liere  cometh  Apelles.  [Enter  Apcl- 
LEs.]  liow  now,  Apelles,  is  Venus's  face  yet 
finished? 

ApeL  Not  yet:  beauty  is  not  so  soon  shadowed, 
wbose  perfection  cometh  not  within  tbe  compasa 
either  of  cuiming  or  of  colour. 

AUM'  Wall,  let  it  rest  uoperfect;  and  eooie 
YOU  with  me,  where  I  will  shew  you  that  finish'd 
by  natnre,  that  you  have  been  tnlKng  about  by 
art.  [Exeunt 


ACT  UL 


iBCENEI. 

APEf^tESy  CAMPAaPE. 

4p^JMyf  I  il#ubt  wlietber  there  be  any  co<> 


kwr  so  fresh,  that  may  shadow  a  coontenanoe  so 
fiur. 

Cam.  Sir,  I  bad  thongbt  yon  hnd  been  coQ»* 
■landed  to  paint  with  your  hand,  not  to  glosa 


^'  Grata  then,  Uephcsiion,  with  arguments  to  seek  to  refell — i.  e.  to  refute.    So,  in  Erasmos^s  Praite  of 
F^lie,  bjr  Cbaloner,  Sig.  LI:    *<  Yea,  so  mache  dooe  rhetoriciens  attribute  to  foolishness,  as  ofteotinies 
argunrPty  fWi  h  ftfitUi,  the  saoM  yist  with  sane  laaghiog  and  scotynge  conceits 


what  al^'ection  by  no  ar^ 
tbc<  wolde  have  shifted  of.*' 

M^uphues  and  his  England,  p.  60 : 
nflcr.^ 

ll>id.  p.  08 :    <*— and  thoagh  I  doubt  not  bat  that  Martlus  \»  soffidently  aiaped  to  annsweie  yen,  yei 
^oiild  I  not  have  those  reasons  refdled  which  I  loa^i  to  have  repeated/' 


=  But  I  w1)l  not  refell  thM  hcere,  which  shall  be  conftited  here- 
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wuh  jant  taoipe^0  Bat,  as  1  have  kMrd,  it  is 
the  hardest  thing  in  pabring  to  set  dowti  a  hard 
flirour,  f^hich  maketh  yott  to  despair  of  toy  face ; 
and  tlwn  shall  you  hare  as  great  thanks  to  sfnste 
jour  lahom,  as  to  discredit  your  art. 

ApeL  Mistress,  you  neither  differ  from  your- 
self Doryour  sex;  for,  knowing  youj  owa  per- 
fection, you  seem  %o  dispraise  that  which  meo 
most  commend,  drawing  them  by  that  mean  into 
an  admiration,  where  feeding  themselves,  they 
fall  into  an  c&tasy;  your  modesty  being  the 
i  of  the  one,  and  of  the  other  your  per fcc- 


Cam,  I  am  too  yoong  t(t  understand  your 
speech,  though  old  enough  to  withsund  your  de- 
▼loe;  you  have  been  so  long  used  to  cokitu^ yos 
can  do  nothing  but  colour. 

AptL  Indeed  the  colours  I  see^  I  fear,  will  al^ 
ter  the  colour  I  have.  But  come,  madam,  will 
you  dbaw  near?  for  Aletander  will  be  here  anon. 
l^llttSy  stay  you  here  at  the  window  t  if  any  en* 
ifwrc  for  m^  teiswer  Non  lubei  t$H  demL 

SCENE  IL 
PsYtLtrs,  Makes. 

TnL  It  is  always  my  master's  fashion,  when 
any  mir  gentlewoman  is  to  be  drawn  within,  to 
make  me  to  stay  without.  But  if  he  should  paint 
Jupiter  like  a  bull,  like  a  swpn,  like  an  eagle, 
then  most  PsjUus  with  one  hand  grind  colours, 
and  with  the  other  hold  the  candle.  But  let  him 
aioDcu  the  better  he  shadows  her  face,  the  more 
will  he  bum  his  own  heart  And  now,  if  any 
roan  could  meet  with  Manes,  who,  I  dare  say, 
looks  as  lean  as  if  Diogenes  dropt  out  of  bis  nose. 

Manet,  And  here  comes  Manes,  who  hath  as 
much  meat  iq  his  maw,  as  thou  hast  houesty  in 
diy  head. 

FtyL  Then  I  hope  thou  wt  very  hunmy. 

Manet.  They  that  know  thee,  know  that. 

Pfy/L-But  do'st  thou  not  remember^  that  we 
bare  certain  liouor  to  confer  withal } 

Manet,  Aj,  out  I  have  business ;  I  must  go  cry 
a  thing. 

PmL  Why,  what  hast  thou  lost  ? 

Manet.  Tmit  which  I  never  had,  my  dinner. 

PtyL  Foul  lubber,  wilt  thou  cry  lor  thy  din^ 
ner? 

Manet.  1  mean  I  must  crv,  not  as  one  would 
say  cry,  but  cry,  that  is,  make  a  noise. 

F^L  Why^  fool,  that  is  all  one;  for  if  thou 
cry,  thou  roust  needs  roake  a  noise. 

Manet,  Boy,  tho|i  art  deceived.  Cry  hath 
divers  signi6cations,  and  may  be  alluded  to  many 
things;  ko^  but  one^  ami  can  be  appi/d  but 
to  thee.  '^^^tiMve. 


FmL  Pfpfooraf  Maaes  t 

lUmet.  WeC^cks  are  mad  feltdws;  diifst 
thou  not  iiad  I  did  i|asp  thee  \ 

FtyL  No,  verily  -,  why,  what's  a  quip? 

Mane$.  We  great  gnrdet s  csiU  iv  a  short  tt^ing 
of, a  sharp  wit,  with  a  bitter  sense  in  a  sweec^ 
word. 

FtyL  How  eaast  thou  thus  dhrine,  divide  de- 
fine, dispute,  and  all  on  the  sudden  ? 

Mana.  Wh  will  have  his  swifng:  I  aia  be« 
witch'd^  inspired,  inflamed,  injected. 

Ft^L  Well,  then  will  aoc  I  tempt  thy  gibing 
spirit. 

Manet.  Do  not,  Psyllus;  for  fhy  dall  iiead 
will  he  but  a  griod^stone  for  my  qufdc  wit^  which 
if  thou  whet  with  ovev-fkwarts,  permti^  actum 
est  de  te,  I  have  drawn  blood  at  one's  brciiis 
with  a  bitter  bob. 

P^  Let  me  cituss  myself;  far  I  die  if  I  cross 
thee. 

Manes.  Let  me  do  my  business;  I  myself  am 
afraid,  lest  aiy  wit  should  waa  warm,  and  then 
must  it  needs  consume  some  hard  head  with  fiotf 
and  pretty  je9ts«  I  am  sometimes  in  such  a  veln^ 
that  tor  want  of  some  dull  pate  to  work  on,  I  be- 
gin t()  gird  myself. 

PtyL  The  Gods  shield  me  from  such  a  fine 
fellow,  whose  words  melt  wits  like  wax. 

Manes.  Well  then,  let  03  te  the  matter.  lit 
faith,  my  master  meaneth  to-morrow  to  Hy. 

P^i.  Itisajesc. 

Manes.  Is  it  a  jest  to  fly  ?  shookTst  thou  fly  so 
soon,  thou  ihovld'si  repent  it  m  earm»t. 

F^L  Well,  I  will  be  the  crier. 

Mana  and  FtyL  (one  after  another,)  Qyez, 
Oycz,  Oyez !  All  manner  of  men,  women,  or  dlil- 
dren,  tfciat  will  come  to-«M>rrow  iato  the  market- 
place, betweea  the  hoars  of  nine  aud  ten>  sball 
see  Diogetfss,  the  Cyoick,  ir. 

FwL  I  do  not  think  he  will  ily. 

3iianet.  Tush,  say  fty. 

PtyL  Fly. 

Manet.  Now  let  us  go ;  for  I  will  not  see  him 
again  till  midoigbL  I  have  a  back  way  into  his 
tub. 

FsyL  Which  way  cairst  thou  the  back  way, 
when  every  way  Is  open? 

3iane$.  I  roeao  to  oom#fn  at  his  beck. 

Ft^fL  Well,  let  us  go  away,  that  we  may  re- 
turn speedily.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  hi. 
Apelles,  Campaspe. 

ApeL  I  shall  never  draw  your  eyes  well,  bo- 
cause  they  blind  mine. 

Cam.  Why  then  paint  ffl6  without  eycsj,  for  I 
am  blind. 


**  Not  to  gUm  with  your  tongftt^l^  gUst  is  te  flatter.  8e,  la  Bupktut  and  hit  England^  p.  75:— 
''—hut  wil  beleeve  but  what  the>  Ibt;  and  In  extolling  their  beauties,  they  give  more  creditc  to  theif 
ewae  glaaes,  than  mens  glosses.** 
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ApeL  Were  jon  ever  tbadow'd  before  of  aoj  ^ 

dtfW'  No ;  Aod  woald  jou  couM  to  now  »(ift- 
dow  tMf  that  I  fDiKbt  not  be  perceived  of  any. 

4/7«/,  It  were  pity,  Init  tliat  to  abtolate  s  face 
fhooid  furniib  Veou»'»  temple  amongit  these  pic- 
ture*. 

Cam,  What  are  these  pictares  ? 

Jpel.  This  is  Leda,  whom  Jofe  deceived  in 
likeiieH  of  a  swao« 

Cam,  A  fair  woman ;  but  a  foul  deceit 

ApeL  This  is  Alcmena,  unto  whom  Jupiter 
came  in  sliape  of  Arophitrion  her  husband,  and 
teuat  Hercules. 

Cmn.  A  famous  son,  but  an  infamous  fart. 

Jpri,  lie  midit  do  it,  because  he  was  a  God. 

Cam,  Nuy,  there  fore  it  was  evil  done,  because 
he  was  a  God. 

ApeL  Tliitt  is  Danne,  into  whose  prison  Jupiter 
drir/td  a  eolden  shower,  and  obtained  his  desire. 

Cam,  Whnt !  gold  can  make  one  yield  to  de- 
sire. 

ApeL  This  is  Europe,  whom  Jupiter  ravish*d. 
This  Antiopa. 

Cam,  Wore  nil  the  Gods  like  this  Jupiter  ? 

ApeL  There  were  many  Gods,  in  this,  like  Ju- 
piter. 

Cami  I  think,  in  those  days,  love  was  well  ra- 
tified nmnns  men  on  earth,  when  lust  was  so  fully 
Authoriicd  by  the  (lods  in  hoaven. 

ApeL  Nny,  you  may  imagine  there  were  wo- 
men passing  amiable,  when  there  were  Gods  ex- 
ceeding amorous. 

Cam*  Were  women  never  so  fair,  men  would 
be  fulse. 

ApiL  Were  women  never  so  false,  men  would 
be  fond. 

Cam.  What  counterfeit  is  this,  Apellesf 

AptL  This  is  Venus,  the  goddess  of  love. 

Cam,  What,  ho  there  also  loving  goddes&es  ? 

ApeL  Thh  is  she  that  hnth  poMcr  tocomnuuul 
the  very  alfections  of  the  heart, 

Om.  I  low  is  she  hired,  by  prayer,  by  sacrifice, 
«r  bribes^ 

ApeL  Dv  prayer,  sacrifice,  and  bribes^ 

Cam,  W  hat  prayer } 

AptL  Vows  irrevocable. 

Ceia.  What  sacrifice  ? 

AptL  Hearts  ever  sifthlng,  never  dissembling. 

Cam,  What  bribes? 

ApeL  Roses  and  kisMt.  But  were  you  never 
klotef 

Ceai.  No,  uor  lore  in  me, 

jfytL  Then  have  you  injured  many. 

Ceei.  Uow  so^ 


ApeL  Becaoae  too  have  been  bred  of  luaoy* 

Cma,  Flattered  perchance  of  some. 

ApeL  It  is  not  possible  that  a  face  so  fair,  and 
a  wit  so  sharp,  both  without  comparison,  should 
not  be  apt  to  love. 

Cam.  If  you  begin  to  tip  yoar  tongue  with  con- 
ning, I  pray  dip  your  pencil  m  colours,  and  faU 
to  that  you  must  do,  not  that^Mi  would  do. 

SCENE  IV. 

Clytus,  Pa£menio,  Alexander,  Hephestiokt, 
Crysus,  Diogekes,  Apelles,  Campaspe. 

Ch/.  Parmenio,  I  cannot  tell  how  it  cometh 
to  pass,  that  in  Alexander  nuw-a-days  there 
groweih  an  unpatient  kiod  of  life :  in  the  morning 
be  is  melancholy,  at  noon  solemn  ;  at  all  timea 
either  more  sour  or  severe  than  be  was  accus- 
tomed. 

Par,  In  kings  causes  I  rather  love  to  doubt  ' 
than  conjecture,  and  think  it  .better  to  be  igno- 
rant than  inquisitive :  ^^  they  have  lung  ears  and 
stretched  arms,  in  whose  heads  suspicion  is  a 
proof,  and  to  be  accused  is  to  be  amdemnM. 

Ciy.  Yet  between  us,  there  can  be  no  danger 
to  find  out  the  cause ;  for  that  there  is  no  malice 
to  withstand  it.  It  may  be  an  unquenchable 
thirst  of  conquering  maketb  him  unquiet :  it  is 
not  unlikely  his  long  ease  hath  altered  his  hu- 
mour: that  he  should  be  in  love,  it  is  not  im- 
possible. 

Par,  In  love,  Clytus  ?  no,  no,  it  is  as  far  from 
his  thought  as  treason  from  ours :  he,  whose  ever- 
waking  eve,  whose  never-tired  heart,  whose  body 
patient  ot  labour,  whose  mind  unsatiable  of  vic- 
tory hath  always  been  noted,  cannot  so  soon  be 
melted  into  the  weak  conceits  of  love :  Aristotle 
told  him  there  were  many  worlds,  and  that  be 
hath  not  conquered  one  that  gapeth  for  all  gal- 
leth  Alexander.    But  here  he  cometh. 

Aiex,  Parmenio  and  Cl]^tus,  I  would  have  you 
both  ready  to  eo  into  Persia  about  an  embassage 
no  less  profitable  to  me  than  to  yourselves  ho- 
nourable. 

Cfy,  We  are  read^  at  all  comma^ids,  wishing 
nothing  else  but  contmuallv  to  be  commanded. 

Alex,  Well,  then,  withdraw  yourselves  till  I 
have  farther  considered  of  this  matter.  [Exemnt 
Ci.YTL'S  and  Parmexio.]  Now  we  will  see  how 
Apelles  goeth  forward :  I  doubt  me  that  nature 
hath  overcome  art,  and  her  countenance  his  can- 
ning. 

He^,  Yoo  lore,  and  therefore  think  any  thing. 

Akr,  But  not  30  far  in  love  with  Campaspe  as 


^  IV»  4e»»  faiy  mnemittnttked  mam    So>  la  riialMW,  liBI,  p. 
tbat  klag*  have  le^  anMt,  aad  nskes  laige  ttftcbes  ? 

^  What  then ?  Jm  mmeif  %m^m  rtg^m sasp MBas! 


»: 
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with  BocepbalaSy  if  occasion  serve  either  of  con- 
flict or  of  conquest. 

Heph,  Occasion  cannot  want,  if  will  do  not 
Behold  all  Peraa  swelling  in  the  prid6  of  their 
own  power,  the  Scythians ^retess  what  courage 
or  fortune  can  do:  the  I^ptians  drearoing  in 
the  soochsaying^pf  their  augurs,  and  gaping 
over  the  smoke  o^heir  beasts  intrails.  Ail  these, 
Aleminder,  are  to  be  subdued,  if  that  world  be 
not  slipped  out  of  ypur  head  which  you  have 
tworn  to  conquer  with  that  liaud. 

Alex,  I  confess  the  labour's  fit  for  Alexander, 
and  yet  recreation  necessary  among  so  many  as- 
saults^ bloody  wounds,  intolerable  troubles;  give 
me  leave  a  little,  if  not  to  sit,  yet  to  breathe. 
And  doubt  not  but  Alexander  can,  when  he  will, 
throw  affections  as  far  from  him,  as  he  can  cow- 
ardiso.*  But  behold  Diogenes  talking  with  one  at 
his  tub. 

Cry,  One  penny,  Diogenes,  I  am  a  Cynick. 

I>iog.  He  made  thee  a  be^r,  that  first  gave 
ihee  any  thing. 

Cry.  Why,  if  thou  wilt  give  nothinj^  nobody 
will  give  thee.  * 

I>iog,  I  Want  nothing,  till  the  springs  drj^  and 
die  earth  perish. 

Cry,  I  gather  for  the  gods. 

Diog.  And  I  care  not  for  those  gods,  which 
want  money.  • 

Cfy.  lliou  art  a  right  Cynick,  that  wilt  give 
nothing. 

Diog.  Thou  art  not,  that  wilt  beg  any  thing. 

Cry.  Alexander,  king  Alexander,  give  a  poor 
Cynick  a  groat 

Alex,  It  is  not  for  a  king  to  give  a  groat. 

Cry,  Hien  give  me  a  talent. 

Alex,  It  is  not  for  a  beggar  to  ask  a  talent. 
Away. — Apelles ! 

ApeL  Here. 

Aiex,  Now,  gentlewoman,  doth  not  your  beau- 
ty put  the  pointer  to  his  trump  ? 

Cam,  Yesy  my  lord,  seeing  so  disordered  a 
countenance,  be  feareth  he  shall  shadow  a  de- 
formed counterfeit. 

Alex,  Would  he  could  colour  the  life  with  the 
^feature.  And  me  thinketh,  Apelles,  were  you  as 
cunning  as  report  saith  you  are,  you  may  paint 
flowers  as  well  with  sweet  smells  as  fresh  colours, 
observing  in  your  mixture  such  things  as  should 
draw  near  to  their  savours. 

ApcL  Your  majesty  must  know,  it  is  no  less 


hard  to  paint  savours  than  virtues;  colours  can 
neither  speak  nor  think. 

Alex,  Where  do  you  first  begin,  Vnen  you 
draw  any  picture? 

ApeL  The  proportion  of  the  face  in  as  us 
compass  as  I  can. 

Alex,  I  would  begin  with  the  eye,  as  ajig^^  to 
all  the  rest 

ApeL  If  you  will  paint  as  you  are  a  king,  your 
majesty  may  begin -where  you  please ;  but  as  3F0U 
would  be  a  painter,  you  must  begin  with  the 
face. 

Alex,  Aurelins  woufd  in  one  hour  colour  four 
faces. 

ApeL  I  marvel  in  half  an  hour  he  did  not  four. 

Alex,  Why,  is  it  so  easy? 

ApeL  No,  but  he  doth  it  so  homely. 

Alex.  When  will  you  finish  Campaspe? 

ApeL  Never  finish:  for  always  in  absolute 
beauty  there  is  somewhat  above  art 

Alex,  Why  should  not  I  ^  be  as  cunning  as 
Apelles? 

ApeL  God  shield  you  should  have  cause  to  be 
so  cunning  as  Apelles  ? 

Alex,  Me  thinketh  four  colours  are  sufficient 
to  shadow  any  couuteuance,  and  so  it  was  in  the 
time  of  Phydias. 

ApeL  Then  had  men  fewer  fancies,  and  women 
not  so  many  favours.  For  now  if  the  hair  of  her 
eye-brows  be  black,  yet  must  the  hair  of  her  head 
be  yellow :  the  attire  of  her  head  must  be  diHerent 
from  the  habit  of  her  body,  else  would  the  picture 
seem  like  the  blazon  of  ancient  armory,  not  like 
the  sweet  delight  of  new-found  amiableness.  For 
as  in  garden  knots,  diversity  of  odours  make  a 
more  sweet  savour,  or  as  in  rousick  divers  strings 
cause  a  more  delicate  consort;  so  in  painting, 
the  more  colours  the  better  counterfeit,  obser- 
ving (>lack  for  a  ground,  and  the  rest  for  grace* 

AUx.  Lend  me  thy  pencil,  Apelles ;  I  will  paint| 
and  thou  shalt  judge. 

ApeL  Here. 

Alex,  The  coal  breaks. 

ApeL  You  lean  too  hard. 

Mex,  Now  it  blacks  not 

ApeL  You  lean  too  soft. 

AUx,  This  is  awry. 

ApeL  Your  eye  goeth  not  with  your  hand. 

Alex.  Now  it  is  worse. 

ApeL  Your  hand  goeth  not  with  your  mind. 

AUx,  Nay,  if  all  be  too  hard  or  soft^  so  many 


*^  B0  Of  emu^ng  as  ApelUsf—The  word  cunnings  at  the  time  ibis  play  was  writteoy  had  not  acqof- 
red  iU  present  bad  signification.  It  was  generally,  as  here,  used  synonymously  with  <M{/ii^  So,  in  Lyly's 
EpUtle  Jkdicatorie  to  Euphues  and  hU  England^  1582 :  «»  80  that  whereas  I  had  thought  to  sbewe  •« 
"  cuHfiing  of  a  cbyrargian  by  mine  anatomie  with  » Juiife,  Imast  plaie  the  taikrar  on  the  bboppe  board 
**  with  a  pal  re  of  sheeres." 

Again,  in  his  EpUtU  to  the  Ladies :  *<  It  was  objected  unto  her  by  a  ladie  more  captious  than  cm* 
**  mbtg^  that  in  her  worke  there  wanted  some  colours." 

And  in  the  same  sense  it  is  frequently  used  tbronghoat  the  Eoglish  tramlatioii  of  the  Bible* 

vol-  I.  T 
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rules  aim!  rei^rds,  that  one*sl)and|  one's  eye,  one's 
mindy  must  all  draw  together,  I  had  rather  be  set- 
ting of  a  battle,  than  blotting  of  a  board.  But 
how  have  I  done  here  ? 

Apel.  Like  a  king. 

AUx.  I  think  so :  but  nothing  more  unlike  a 

riinter.  Well,  Apelles,  Campaspe  is  finished  as 
wish,  dismiss  her,  and  bring  presently  her  coun- 
terfeit after  roe, 

Apel.  I  will. 

Atex,  Now,  Hephestion,  *'  doth,  not  this  mat- 
ter o>tton  as  I  would  ?  Campaspe  looketh  plea- 
santly; liberty  will  cncrease  her  beauty,  and  my 
love  shall  advance  licr  honour. 

Hep,  **  I  will  not  contrary  your  majesty ;  for 
time  must  wear  out  that  love  hath  wrought,  and 
reason  wean  what  appetite  nursed. 

AUx,  How  stately  she  passeth  by,  yet  Ijow  so- 
berly !  a  sweet  consent  in  her  countenance,  with 
a  chaste  disdain !  desire  mingled  with  coyness ! 
9nd  1  canhot  tell  how  to  term  it,  a  curst  yielding 
modesty ! 

Hep.  Let  her  pass. 

Alex,  So  she  shall  for  the  fairest  on  the  earth. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  V. 

PsTLLUSy  Manes,  Atelles. 

P«y/.  I  shall  be  hanged  for  tarrying  so  long. 

Mane9,  I  pray  God,  my  master  be  not  flown 
before  I  come. 

FsyL  Away,  Manes,  my  master  doth  come. 

Apel,  Where  have  you  been  all  this  while? 

J^syL  No  where  but  here. 

ApeL  Who  was  here  sithence  my  coming? 

P#y/.  No  body. 

ApeL  Ungracious  wag,  1  perceive  you  "have 
l^ii  a  loitering;  was  Alexander  nobody? 

Pnl,  He  was  a  king,  1  meant  no  mean  body. 


Apel  I  will  cudgel  your  body  for  it,  and  then 
will  I  say  it  was  no  body,  hecnu^  it  was  no  ho* 
nest  body.  Away,  ilk  \^Exit  Psyli.us.]  Unfor- 
tunate Apelles,  anq^ierefore  unfortunate  be* 
cause  Apelles  !  HasMiou  by  drawing  her  beau* 
ty  bfoognt  to  pass,  mt  thocypiuist  scarce  dravr 
thine  own  breath  ?  AikI  by  so  Bph  the  iBore  hast 
thou  increased  thy  care,  by  how  (mich  the  more  thoa 
hast  shewed  thy  running  ?  was  it  not  suflicient  to 
behold  the  fire  and  warm  thee,  but  with  Sat3rraa 
thou  roust  kiss  the  (ire  and*  burn  thee  ?  O  Cam* 
paipe,  Campaspe,  art  must  yield  to  nature,  rea- 
son to  appetite,  wisdom  to  afiection  \  Could 
Pygmalion  entreat  by  prayer  to  have  his  ivory 
tunied  into  flesh;  and  cannot  ApeUes  obtain 
by  plainte  to  have  the  picture  of  his  love  changed 
to  life  ?  Is  painting  to  for  inferior  to  carving  f 
or  dost  tbou^  Venus,  more  delight  to  be*bewed 
with  chissels,  than  shadowed  with  colours^  What 
Pygaialion,  or  ^^  what  Pyrgoteles,  or  what  Lysip* 
pus,  is  he,  that  ever  nmde  thy  face  so  fair,  or 
spread  thy  fame  so  fkr  as  I ;  unless,  Venus,  iis 
this  thou  enviest  mine  art,  that  in  colouring  my 
sweet  Campaspe,  I  have  left  no  place  by  canning 
to  make  thee  so  amiable?  But,  alas !  she  is  the 
paramour  to  a  prince;  Alexander,  the  monarch  of 
the  earth,  hath  both  her  body  and  aflfecticn  For 
what  is  it  that  kings  cannot  obtain  by  prayers, 
threats,  and  promises  ?*Will  not  she  think  it  bet<^ 
ter  to  sit  under  a  cloth  of  estate  like  a  queen,  than 
in  a  poor  shop  like  a  housewife  ?  and  esteem  it 
sweeter  to  be  the  cencubioe  of  the  lord  of  the 
world,  than  spouse  to  a  paiBtec  in  Athens?  Yes, 
yes,  Apelles,  thou  may'st  swim  against  the  stream 
with  the  crab,  and  feed  against  the  wind  with  the 
deer,  and  peck  against  the  steel  with  the  cocha* 
trices  Stars  are  to  be  k>ok^  at,  not  reacb'd  at; 
princes  to  be  yielded  unto,  not  contended  With  ^ 
Campaspe  to  be  honour*d,  not  obtaio*d;  to  bo 
I  painted,  not  possessed  of  thee.  O  fair  face!  Ouih 
'  happy  hand !  and  why  didst  thou  draw  it  lo  fair 


*'  Doth  not  this  matter  cotlon  m  J  «0itMf— T)ie  Cilessacy  to  the  Proin  of  Vorluhire  Ale^  1007,  ex* 
plains  the  phrase  Naught  cottam  weelt^  to  be  Nothing  goei  right  Alexander  therefore  meanSy  dotti  ae| 
this  matter  go  as  J  would?    So,  in  Mom,  ThQmtm^  by  Beaomont  and  Fletcher,  A.  4,  8*  8 : 

"  Still  mistress  Dorothy  ?  thi^  geer  will  cotton."*  4  ^ 

Again,  In  Middleton's  Inner  Temple  MoMque^  1619 : 

**  To  shew  you  good,  bad^  and  indlSeren^  dayes, 

**  And  all  have  Iheir  inscriptions,  h'ere*s  cock  a  boop, 

*'  Yfais  the  geere  cottons^  and  this  faint  heart.*' 

**  Twitt  not  eontrary  your  majeettf ; — 1  will  not  eontradiet  your  mi^csW.  So,  in  tbe  Fable  of  Ferdinandei 
Jeronimi.  Gascoigne's  Works,  1587,  p*S73 :  '*  Tbe  Lady  Fraooces  did  not  secme  to  contrary  bin,  bai 
"  %ither  srolli-d,  &c." 

^7  What  Pyrgoteks^  ftc. — **  Idem  hie  iroperator  [Alexander]  edixit,  ne  quls  ipsmn  alios,  qoan^ 
**  Aprllett  pingertet :  qoam  Pyrgoteles,  scolpseret :  quam  Lysippns^  ex  sere  daccTet:  qas  artcs  plurihpi 
H  inclanyere  exempiy^ »    PUaUAfll.  HM.  lib.  viu  c.  57.    *   ^ 
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»  (kce?  O  beautirol  coantenance!  the  express 
image  of  Venu%  but  somewhat  fresher:  the  onlj 
pattern  f»f  that  eternity  which  Jupiter  dreaminfi; 
a^cep,  dould  not  copeeive  afrain  waking.  Blush, 
Venus,  for  i  am  ashamed  to  end  thee.  Now  roust 
I  paint  things  impossible  fbr  mine  art^  but  agree- 
tUile  with  my  ate^ns !  deep  and  hollow  sighs, 
sad  and  melancholy  thoughts,  wounds  and  slaugh- 
ters of  tonceits,  a'  Hfe  posting  to  death,  a  death 
galloping  from  life,  a  warering  constancy,  an  uiv^ 
settled  res«»lution,  and  what  not,  Apelles?  and 
what  but  Apelles?  bAt  as  they  that  are  shaken 
with  a  fever  are  to  be  warmed  with  clothes,  not 
|;;roans,  and  as  he  that  melteth  in  a  consumption 
» to  be  recared  by  ^cullises,  not  conceits;  so  the 
Iteeding  canker  of  my  care,  the  never-dying  worm 
of  my  heart,  is  to  be  killed  by  counsel,  not  cries; 
^J  ^l|y"^  remedies,  not  by  replying  of  reasons, 
^nd  siui  in  cases  desperate  tliuere  must  be  used 
tDedicines  that  are  eilreme,  I  will  hazard  that 
Ihtle  life  that  is  left,  to  restore  the  greater  part 
"^~"  m  lost;  and  this  sbaU  bs  my  fint  practice; 


for  wit  must  work  where  atitJiority  is  not  Ai 
soon  as  Alexander  hath  viewed  this  portraiture^ 
I  will,  by  device,  give  it  a  blemish,  that  by  that 
means  she  may  come  again  to  my  shop,  and  then 
as  good  it  were  to  utter  ray  love,  and  die  with  de»* 
niai,  as  conceal  it,  and  live  in  d(  spoir. 

Song  by  Apelles.  *' 

Cupid  and  mp  Campatpe  played 

At  cards  for  kisies^  Cupid  paid  ; 

Ht  stakes  his  quiver,  6oa»,  and  arrows  ; 

His  mothers  doves,  and  team  of  sparrows; 

Loses  them  too ;  then  down  lU  throws 

The  coral  of  his  lip^  the  rose 

Growing  on*s  cheek,  (^t  none  knows  how^) 

With  these,  the  crystal  of  hi%  brow, 

And  then  the  dimple  of  his  chin  ; 

All  these  did  my  Campaxpe  win* 

At  but  he  set  her  both  his  eyes, 

She  voa,  xind  Cupid  blind  did  rise. 

O  lote  f  has  xhe  done  this' to  thee  9 

Whst  shady  alas  !  become  ofmef 


Act  IV. 


Sl&ENE  t 


SbLIHI78,  PSYL|.US^  GraMICHUS^  MaN^ 

Diogenes,  Populus. 

SoL  This  is  the  place,  the  day,  the  time,  that 
I>iogenes  hath  appointed  to  fly. 

PsyL  I  will  not  lose  the  flight  of  so  fair  a  fowl 
as  Diogenes  is,  though  my  master  cudgel  my  no- 
body, as  he  threatened. 

Ora.  What,  Psyllus,  wiU  the  .beast  wag  his 
wingB  to-day  I 

PsyL  We  shall  hear,  for  here  cometh  Manes— 
Manes,  will  it  be? 

H^aies.  Be !  he  were  best  be  as  cunning  as  a 
bee,  or  else  shortly  be  will  not  be  at  all. 

Gra.  How  is  hie  furnished  to  fly,  hath  he  fea- 
thers? 

^  ^Manei,  Thou  art  An  ass ;  capons,  geese,  and 
owls,  have  feathers.  He  hath  found  Dedalus' 
old  waxen  win}i^  and  hath  been,  piecing  them 
this  roondi,  he  is  so  broad  in  tlie  shoulders :  O 
^oj||JI  see  him  cut  the  air  even  like  a  tortoise. 

JpFnIethinks  so  wise  a  man  should  not  be  so 
mMp  his  bod|y  must  needs  be  too  heavy. 


Manes.  Why,  he  hath  esten  nothing  this  ^ 
ven-night  but  cork  and  feathers. 

Pfy^  TouA  him.  Manes. 

Manes.  He  is  so  light  that  he  can  scarce  keep 
him  from  flying  at  midnight. 

Populus  intrat. 

Manes,  See,  they  begin  to  flock,  and  behold 
my  master  bustles  himself  to  fly. 

Dio,  Ye  wicked  and  bewitched  AthenianSy 
whose  bodies  make  the  earth  to  groan,  and  whose 
breaths  infect  the  air  with  stench,  come  ye  to 
see  Diogenes  fly  ?  Diogenes  cometh  to  see  you 
sink:  you  call  tkie  dog,  so  I  am,  for  I  long  io 
gnaw  the  bones  in  your  skins.  Ye  term  me  an 
hatfer  of  men ;  no,  I  am  a  hater  of  your  man- 
ners. Your  lives-  dissolute,  not  feanng  death, 
will  prove  your  deaths  desperate,  not  hoping  for 
life.  What  do  you  else  in  Athens  but  sleep  in 
the  day,  and  surfeit  in  the  night?  Back-gods  in 
the  moroing  with  pride,  in  the  evening  belly^ods 
with  gluttony.  You  flatter  kings,  and  call  them 
gods;  speak  truth  of  yourselves,  and  confess  you 
are  devils.  From  the  bee  you  have  taken  not 
the  honey,  but  the  wax  to  mUke  your  religion. 


^  dUUses^'CmtllMs  were  compositions  calcalaM  to  restore  worn  oat  conttitotlons,  and  invigorate  fe^ 
ble  ones.  TiMy  were  of  the  same  kind  as  jellies.— See  Marston  s  Fawiu,  A.  2.  S.  L  Maasingers  8ond- 
mm,  A.  4.  8. 4.  The  Picture,  A.  i  8. 2.  The  Emperor  of  the  East,  A.  1.  H.  t^  ;  and  in  most  of  the  plays 
of  tlM  limes. 

^  Tiiis  elegant  little  aotmct  is  restored  from  Blo0nt*f  edition.  It  is  also  printed  in  the  third  volonie  of 
Dr  Percy's  Heiiquee  of  Ancient  Poetry,  p.  K3«  A  translnlion  of  it  lata  JTreacb,  by  an  BBknown  hand,  \i 
lilLewise  published  in  the  lamc  volnme^  pt  :M8.  '  ^ 


149 


ALEXANDER  AND  CAMPASPE 


[Ltly* 


frwning  it  to  the  time,  not  to  the  truth.  Your 
Wihy  Just  you  cover  under  a  courtly  colour  of 
love  :  injuries  abroad  under  the  title  of  policies 
at  borne ;  and  sacred  malice  creepetli  under  the 
name  of  public  justice.  You  have  caused  Alex- 
ander to  dry  up  springs,  and  pknt  vines;  to  sow 
rocket,  and  weed  endive;  to  shear  sheep,  and 
shrine  foxes.  All  conscience  is  seared  ^o  at  A- 
thens.  Swearing  cometh  of  a  hot  metal,  lying 
of  a  quick  wit,  flattery  o^  a  flowing  tongue,  un- 
decent  talk  of  a  merry  disposition ;  all  tlungs  are 
lawful  at  Athens.  Either  you  think  there  are  no 
gods,  or  I  must  think  ye  are  uo  men.  You  build 
as  though  you  should  live  for  ever,  and  surfeit  as 
though  you  should  die  to-morrow.  None  teach- 
cth  true  philosophy  but  Aristotle,  because  he  was 
the  king  of  school-masters.  O  times!  O  men  ! 
O  corruption  in  manners !  Remember  that  green 
grass  must  turn  to  dry  hay.  When  you  sleep, 
you  are  not  sure  to  wake;  and  when  you  rise, 
not  certain  to  lie  down.    Look  ye  never  so  high, 

Jour  heads  must  lie  level  with  your  feet  Thus 
ave  I  flo4vn  over  your  disordered  lives,  and  if 
you  will  not  amend  your  manners,  I  will  study 
to  fly  father  from  you,  that  I  may  be  nearer  to 
honesty. 

SoL  Thou  ravest,  Diogenes,  for  thy  life  is  dif- 
ferent from  thy  words.  Did  not  I  see  thee  come 
out  of  a  brothel-house?  was  it  not  a  shame  ! 

Dio.  It  was  no  shame  to  go  o^  but  a  shame 
to  go  m. 

Gra,  It  were  a  good  deed,  Manes^  to  beat  thy 
master.  "^ 

Manet.  You  were  as  good  eat  my  master. 

One  of  the  People.  Hast  thou  made  us  all  fools, 
and  wilt  thou  not  fly  ? 

Dio.  1  tell  thee,  unless  tUou  be  honest,  I  will 

PcQ,  Dog,  dog,  take  a  bone. 
Dto.  Thy  father  need  fear  no  does,  but  docs 
thy  father.      ,  6  >       .     "B 

P^.  We  will  tell  Alexander,  that  thou  repro- 
vesl  him  behind  his  back. 

Dio.  And  I  will  tell  him,  that  you  flatter  him 
before  his  face. 

Peo.  We  will  cause  all  the  boys  in  the  street 
to  hiss  at  thee. 


Dio.  Indeed  I  think  the  Athenians  have  their 
children  ready  for  any  vice,  because  they  be 
Athenians. 

Manet.  Why,  master,  mean  you  not  to  fly? 

Dio.  No,  Manes,  not  without  wings. 

Manes.  Every  body  will  account  you  a  liar. 

Dio.  No  I  warrant  you ;  fojJ  will  always  say, 
the  Athenians  are  miscfaievouir 

Pfi/l  I  care  not,  it  was  sport  enough  for  me 
to  see  these  old  huddles  ^'  hit  home. 

Gra.  Nor  I. 

Payl.  Come,  let  us  go,  and  hereafter  when  I 
mean  to  rail  upon  any  body  openly,  it  shall  be  gi- 
ven out  I  will  fly.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  n.     • 

CaMPASPE,  APPLLES. 

Cam.  [sola.']  Campaspe,  it  is  hard  to  judge 
whether  nyr  choice  be  more  unwise,  or  thy  chance 
unfortunate.  Dost  thou  prefer— but  stay,  utter 
not  that  in  words,  which  maketh  thine  ears  to 
glow  with  thoughts.  Tush,  better  thy  tongue 
wag,  than  thy  heart  break.  Hath  a  painter  crept 
farther  into  thy  mind  than  a  prince?  Apelles, 
than  Alexander?  ^^  fond  wench  !  the  baseness  of 
thy  mind  bewrays  the  meanness  of  thy  birth.  But 
alas,  affection  is  a  Are,  which  kindleth  as  w^ell  in 
the  bramble,  as  in  the  oak,  and  catcheth*hold 
where  it  first  lig^teth,  not  where  it  may  best  buro* 
Larks  that  mount  aloft  in  the  air,  build  their 
nests  below  in  the  earth;  and  women  that  cast 
their  eyes  upon  kings,  may  place  their  hearts  upon 
vassals.  A  needle  will  become  thy  fingers  better 
t|ian  a  lute,  and  a  distaff  is  fitter  for  thy  hand 
than  a  sceptre.  Ants  live  safely  till  they  have 
gotten  wings ;  and  juniper  is  not  blown  up,  till  it 
hath  gotten  an  high  top.  The  mean  estate  is 
without  care  as  long  as  it  contiuueth  without 
pride.  But  here  cometh  Apelles,  in  whom  I 
would  there  were  the  like  aroction. 

Enter  Apelles. 

ApeL  Gentlewoman,  the  misfortune  I  had  with 
your  picture  will  put  you  to  some  pains  to  sit 
again  to  be  painted. 


^UhJ,JLt!7A  ^ w'??  "L^.*^^*  «»c«Pt  *»>«  hwt  by  Mr  Dodtlcy.  I  have  retaioed  bis  alteration  j 

3^^  w^  may  probably  be  right,  being  a  term  hi  falconry,  signifying  blinded.  * 

^  f«  nW^!!rT      K  "  ^**"^"P^«>"»  t«rn>  *«  fre<juently  used  by  oar  ancient  writers,  and  U  always  appli- 

ed  to  oW  people,  who  arc  either  covetous  or  aulject  to  any  other  vice  peculiar  to  old  age.  *^"^ 

and  L  h^^^i  «:fl« Jl^*^^  "  ?"' "  *?  *^i  rtomacke  quattcd  with  deinties,  all  delicates  seeme  qneasie, 

aod  ai  be  that  sarfetleth  with  wine,  useth  afterwards  to  aUay  with  water ,  so  these  olde  huddUtlMvioi 

f  j;^5*'^^*'*.te«?7**'*  ^^'^'  *^^«'"P*  «^»  ^^^^^  recreation  mere  follye,"  Ac.  ^ 

«>n«L  ;J?       •'      JW»  ?'d  miser  asklag  of  Aristippos  what  he  woiUdc  take  to  teach  and  bring  on  his 

ii«?:-!  iST*"^  *  1*'T*!**^5~«^  •  a  thousand  groates  God  shield,  answered  this  olde  huddU,  I  can 

3**  i7«  senranto  of  that  price  I"-8ee  also  Tom  TuUr  and  hit  mfc,  1661,  p.  4. 

»»\n^\u!fj:^  observed  by  Mr  Stecvens (/otes  to  Shakespeare,  Vol.  X.  p.  619.)  that  wench  ori- 

ginally  sig^fied  a  young  woman.    The  truth  of  this  observation  will  appear  from  many  instances  In  the 
course  of  these  vohmics.    The  word,  in  the  common  acceptation  of  it,  is  haidlf  yet  dtauird" 
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Cium,  It  is  small  pains  for  me  to  sit  stiUy  but 
iofinite  for  you  to  draw  still. 

ApeL  No,  madaoiy  to  paint  Venus  was  a  plea- 
sure; but  to  shadow  the  sweet  face  of  Cam- 
paspe,  it  is  a  heaven. 

Cam,  If  your  tongue  were  made  of  the  same 
flesh  tliat  your  heart  is,  your  words  would  be  as 
^our  thoughts  an^  but  such  a  common  thing  it 
IS  amongst  you  to  commend,  that  oCtentimes  for 
fashion  sake  you  call  them  beautiful  whom  you 
know  black. 

ApeL  What  misbt  men  do  to  be  believed  ? 

(Atm,  Whet  their  tongues  on  their  hearts. 

ApeL  So  they  do,  and  speak  as  they  think. 

Ccin.  I  would  they  did. 

ApeL  I  would  they  did  not 

Cam,  Why,  would  you  have  them  dissemble  ? 

ApeL  Not  in  love,  but  their  love.  But  will 
500  give  me  leave  to  ask  you  a  question  without 
ol^nce  ? 

Cam.  So  that  you  will  answer  me  another 
without  excuse.  ^ 

ApeL  Whom  do  you  love  best  in  the  world  ? 

Cam.  He  that  made  me  last  in  the  world. 

ApeL  That  was  a  j^od. 

dam,  I  had  thou^t  it  had  been  a  man :  but 
whom  doyou  honour  most,  Apelles  ? 

ApeL  The  thing  that  b  likest  ypu^  Campaspe. 

Cam,  My  picture? 

ApeL  I  dare  not  venture  upon  your  person. 
But  come,  let  us  go  in ;  for  Alexander  will  think 
it  long  till  wc  return.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  m. 
Clytus,  Parmbkio. 
Cfy.  We  bear  nothing  of  our  embassage ;  a  co- 


lour belike  to  blear  oar  eyes^  or  tickle  oqr  ear% 
or  inflame  our  hearts.  Bat  what  doth  Alexander 
in  the  mean  season,  but  use  for  tantara,  sol,  ft^ 
la ;  for  his  hard  couch,  down  beds ;  fur  hi^  hand* 
ful  of  water^  his  standing  cup  of  wine  ? 

Par,  Clytus,  I  mislike  this  new  delicacy  aud 
pleasing  peace;  for  what  else  do  we  sjee  oo«f 
than  a  kind  of  softness  in  every  man's  mindf 
Bees  to  make  their  hives  in  soldiers  helmets,  our 
steeds  are  furnished  with  foot-doths  of  gold  in- 
stead of  saddles  of  steel :  More  time  is  required 
to  scower  the  rust  off  our  weapons,  than  there 
was  wont  to  be  in  subduing  the  countries  of  our 
enemies.  Sithence  Alexander  fell  from  his  hard 
armour  to  his  soft  robes,  behold  the  face  of  his 
court;  youtlis  that  were  wont  to  carry  devioof 
of  victory  in  their  shields,  engrave  now  posies  of 
love  in  their  rings ;  they  that  were  accmtoined  o« 
trotting  horses  to  charge  the  enemy  with  a  iauoce^ 
now  in  easy  coaches  ride  up  and  down  to  court 
ladies;  instead  of  sword  and  tai^t  to  hazard 
their  lives,  use  pen  and  paper  to  paint  their  lovei^ 
Yea,  such  a  fear  and  faintness  is^rov^n  in  court, 
tliat  they  wish  rather  to  hear  the  blowing  of  m 
horn  to  bunt,  than  the  sound  of  a  trumpet  to 
fig^ht.  O  Philip,  wert  thou  alive  to  see  this  alter- 
ation,  thy  men  turned  to  women,  thy  soldiers  t# 
lovers^  ^^  gloves  worn  in  velvet  caps,  instead  of 
plumes  in  graven  helmets,  thou  wouldst  either  die 
among  them  for  sorrow,  or  confound  them  for 
anger. 

Cfy,  Cease,  Pdrmenio,  lest  in  speaking  wiia^ 
becometh  tliee  not^  thou  feel  what  ^^  liketh  thee 
not;  truth  is  never  without  a  scratched  face, 
whose  tongoe,  although  it  cannot  be  cut  out,  yet 
must  it  be  tied  op. 

Far,  It  grieveth  me  not  a  little  for  Hephet- 


35  Ghvei  worn  in  velvet  cape^  instead  ofplumet  tn  graven  helmett^-Ii  is  observed  by  Mr  Steevens  (Notes 
en  Shakespeare,  Vol.  IX.  p.  467.)  that  it  was  **  anciently  the  custom  to  wear  gloves  in  the  bat  on  three 
distinct  occasiom,  vis.  as  the  favour  of  a  mbtress,  tbe  memorial  of  a  friend,  and  as  a  mark  to  be  chal- 
lenged by  an  enemy.  Prince  Henry  boasts  that  he  vill  pluck  a  glove  from  the  commonest  creature,  and  fix 
it  in  bb  helmet ;"  and  Tucca  says  to  Sir  Quintili«in,  in  Decker's  Satiromastrix  :  **  Thou  sbaU  wear  her 

flove  in  thy  worshipftil  kat^  like  to  a  leather  brooch  ;"  and  I^andora,  hi  Lyly's  Woman  in  the  Moot^ 

**  He  that  first  presents  me  with  his  bead. 
Shall  wear  my  glove  in  favour  of  the  deed." 

**  Portia,  In  her  asBomed  character,  asks  Basianio  for  his  ^2ovef,  which  she  says  «Ae  lofU  tsear /or  Ait 
9ake :  and  King  Henry  V.  gives  the  pretended  glove  of  Alen9on  to  Fhiellen,  which  aAerwards  occasions 
the  qaarrel  with  tbe  ijiglisk  soldier." 

i^gain,  in  Hairs  CAronide,  j650,  Henry  IV.  fol.  12  j  "  One  part  had  tbelr  plames  at  whyt,  another 
hedde  them  at  redde,  and  the  tbyrde  bad  tbem  of  several  colours.    One  ware  on  his  head-piece  his  ladies 
sieve,  and  another  bare  on  hys  belme  ihe  glove  of  bis  dearlynge." 
*      And  The  Battle  ofAgincourt,  by  Drayton,  Vol.  I.  p.  16  :— 

"  The  nobler  youth,  the  common  rank  above. 

On  their  courvctting  coursers  mounted  fair. 

One  wore  his  mistress  garter,  one  her  glove  ;  , 

Aud  he  a  lock  of  bis  dear  lady's  hair ; 

And  be  her  colours  whom  be  most  did  love. 

There  was  not  one  but  did  some  favour  wear."  a 

34  liifcelAMss—PleMeththee.  *  J 
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tiOD,  who  tliireteth  for  honour,  not  ease;  but 
buch  is  his  fortune  and  nearness  in  friendship  to 
Alexander,  that  he  must  lay  a  pillow  under  his 
liead,  when  he  would  put  a  target  in  his  hand. 

But  let  us  draw  in,  to  see  how  well  it  becomes 
them  to  ^'  tread  the  measures  in  a  dance,  that 
i¥ere  wont  to  set  the  order  for  a  march. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 
Apelles,  Cawpaspe. 

ApeL  I  have  now,  Campaspe,  almost  made  an 
*«nd. 

Cam,  You  told  me,  Apelles,  you  would  never 
-end. 

ApeL  Never  end  my  love;  for  it  shall  'be  eter- 
nal. 

Cam,  That  is,  neither  to  have  beginning  nor 
•ending. 

ApeL  You  are  disposed  to  mistake,  I  hope  you 
<k>  not  mistrust. 

Cam,  \Vhat  will  you  say,  if  Alexander  perceive 
70ur  love  ? 

ApeL  I  will  say,  it  is  no  treason  to  love. 

Cam.  But  bow,  if  he  will  not  su&r  thee  to  see 
my  person. 

ApeL  Then  will  I  gaze  continually  on  thy  pic- 
ture. 

Cam.  That  will  not  feed  thy  heart. 

ApeL  Yet  shall  it  fill  mine  eye;  beades  the 
^sweet  thoughts,  the  sure  ho{»es,  thy  protested 
iaith,  will  cause  mc  te  embrace  thy  shadow  con- 
tinually in  mine  arms,  of  the  which  by  strong 
imagination  I  will  make  a  substance. 

Cam.  Well,  I  must  be  gone  :  but  this  assure 
-yourself,  that  I  had  rather  be  in  thy  shop  grind- 
ing colours,  than  in  Alexander's  court,  foi lowing 
higher  fortunes.  [Exit  Apelles. 


Cam.  [alone.]  Foolish  wench,  what  hast  thou 
done  ?  that,  alas !  which  cannot  be  undone,  and 
therefore  I  fear  me  undone.  But  content  it 
such  a  life,  I  care  not  for  abundance.  O  Apelles^ 
thy  love  coroeth  from  the  heart,  but  Alexander^! 
from  the  mouth.  The  love  of  kings  is  tike  the 
blowing  of  winds,  which  whistle  sometimes  gen- 
tly among  the  leaves,  and  straightways  turn  tho 
trees  up  by  the  roots;  or  fire,  which  wafmeCh 
alar  ofi^  and  burnetii  near  hand;  or  the  sea, 
which  makes  men  hoise  their  sails  in  a  flattering 
calm,  and  to  cut  their  masts  in  a  rough  storm. 
They  place  affection  by  times,  by  policy,  by  ap- 
pointment ;  if  they  frown,  who  dares  call  tbenx 
unconstant  ?  if  bewray  secrets,  who  will  t^nn 
them  untrue  ?  if  fall  to  other  loves,  who  trembles 
not,  if  he  call  them  unfaithful?  In  kings  there 
can  be  no  love,  but  to  queens :  for  as  near  must 
they  meet  in  nuyesty,  as  they  do  in  affection.  Ft 
is  re<^uisite  to  stand  aloof  from  king's  love,  Jr»ve, 
and  lightning.  [Exit. 

SCENE  V/ 

Apelles,  Page. 

ApeL  Now,  Apelles,  gather  thy  wits  together' : 
Campaspe  is  no  less  wise  than  fair,  thyself  must 
be  no  less  cunning  than  faithful.  It  is  no  small 
matter  to  be  rival  with  Alexander. 

Page.  Apelles,  you  must  corae  away  quickfjr 
with  uie  picture ;  the  king  thinketh  that  now  you 
have  painted  it,  you  play  with  it. 

ApeL  If  I  would  play  with  pictures,  I  have 
enough  at  home. 

Pof^e.  None  perhaps  you  like  so  well. 

ApeL  It  may  be  I  nave  pahited  none  ncr  well 

Page,  I  have  known  many  fairer  faces. 

ApeL  And  I  many  better  boys.  [Exeunt,, 


3'  Tread  the  meanra  hi  a  dance — The  measores  were  dances  soTcmn  aad  slow.  They  were  performed 
ait  court,  and  at  public  entertainments  of  the  societies  •flaw  and  equity  at  their  halls  on  particular  occa- 
afons.  It  was  formerly  not  deejtted  inconsistent  with  propriety,  even  for  the  gravest  ebaractrrs,  to  join  in 
tbem ;  and  accordingly  at  ftte  iret^ls  which  were  celebrated  at  the  Inns  of  Court,  it  has  not  been  unUfoal 
lor  the  first  cbaractecs  in  the  Utw  to  become  performers,  in  trea/Ung  the  meantrct  — See  Dngdale^i  Origimum 
Juridiciaki.    Sir^jmei  Davles,  in  his  poem  called  Orchestra,  16^,  describes  them  in  this  manner^  S.6&  e 

I  •^^'  •  < . ' '  «  Bat  after  these  as  men  more  civit  grew, 
,      iu,'   ^'  He  6\d  more  grave  and  solemn  measures  frame  f 

IVith  such  fair^rder  and  proportion  tme, 
And  correilpomfence  every  wa^-  the  same, 
^/  That  no  faultpftnding  eye  did  ever  blame, 

^.  For  ev*ry  eye  was  moved  M  the  tight,  . 

^ith  sober  wondering,  aii4  with  sweet  delight*" 
Kot  those  young  students  of  the  heavenly  book. 

Atlas  the  great,  Prometheus  the  wise. 
Which  on  the  stars  did  all  their  lifetime  look. 
Could  ever  find  such  measure  in  the  skies, 
80  MX  of  change  and  rare  varieties ; 
J'et  all  thtfeet  whereon  these  meatures  go^ 
^  jire  onltf  spondees^  solemn^  grave,  and  slomif 
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SCENE  I. 

BiooEKES,  Sylvius,  Ptniu^  MilO|  TrycOi 
Manes. 

SyL  I  have  brought  my  sons,  Diogenes,  to  be 
taught  of  thef . 

Via.  What  can  thy  sons  do  ? 

SyL  You  shall  see  their  qualities ;  dance,  sir- 
rah. [Then  Periu  daneeth.j  How  like  yoo  this  ? 
dUth  he  well  ? 

Dio.  The  better,  the  worser.' 

iStf^  The  musick  very  good. 

ijio.  The  musicians  very  bad,  who  only  study 
CO  have  their  strings  in  tune,  never  framing  their 
manners  to  order. 

SyL  Now  shall  you  see  the  other^tumble,  sir- 
rah. [MiLO  tumbUth,]  Uow  like  you  this?  why 
do  yon  laugh? 

bio.  To  see  a  wag  that  was  born  to  break  his 
neck  by  destiny,  to  practise  it  by  art 

^  ML  This  dog  will  bite  me,  I  will  not  be  with 
Bim. 

Dio,  Fear  not,  boy,  dogs  eat  no  thistles. 

Per,  I  marvel  what  dog  thou  art,  if  thou  be  a 
dopj. 

Dio.  When  I  am  hungry,  a  mastiff;  and  when 
my  belly  is  full,  a  spaniel. 


SyL  Dost  thon  believe  that  there  are  any  gods^ 
that  thou  art  so  dogged  f 

Dio.  I  must  needs  believe  there  are  gods;  for 
I  think  thee  an  enemy  to  thenu 

SyL  Why  so? 

Dio,  Because  thou  hast  taught  one  af  thy  sons 
to  rule  his  legs,  and  not  to  follow  learning ;  the 
other  to  bend  his  body  every  way>  and  bis  mind 
no  way. 

Per.  Thou  doest  nothing  but  snarl,  and  bark 
like  a  dog. 

Dio.  It  is  the  next  way  to  drive  away  a  thief. 

SyL  Now  shall  you  hear  the  third,  who  tings 
like  a  nightingale. 

Dio.  £  care  not ;  for  I  have  heard  a  nightin- 
gale sins  herself. 
.    SyL  Sing,  sirrah.  [Tryco  iingeth. 

SONG.w 

Wkai  bird  to  iingty  yet  to  doet  wail  f 
O  *tit  the  ravithed  nightingale. 

And  tltU  her  woet  at  midnight  rite. 
Brave  prick  tong  !  who  iit  now  we  hear  f 
3'  None  but  the  lark  to  thrill  and  clear ; 
How  at  heaven*t  gatet  the  clapt  her  wingtf 
The  mom  not  waking  till  the  titigt. 


36  Soa^— This  song,  as  the  two  former,  is  omitted  in  afi  the  quarto  editions.  It  is  here  restored  ftom 
BlonDt*8  editioD,  wl^ere  it  first  appeared. 

^7  None  but  the  lark,  &c. — Milton  seems  to  have  bad  this  paoage  ia  his  mind,  when  he  wrote  the  foi* 
lowing  lines  In  bis  VJUegro  i — 

«*  To  bear  the  lark  begin  his  flight* 
And  singing  startle  the  dall  night. 
From  his  watch  tower  in  the  skies, 
TUI  the  dappled  dawn  doU  rise.'* 

And  a  late  elegant  writer,  Mr  F.  Coventry,  appean  abo  to  have  been  indebted  to  oar  aathor,  in  the 
l^at  •'«4)e  follQwii^  lines— 

<*  When  mora  retorns  with  doabtftd  light. 
And  Phebe  pales  her  lamp  of  night ; 
Still  let  me  wander  forth  anew. 
And  print  my  footsteps  on  the  dew  | 
What  time  the  swain  with  roddy  cheeky 
Prepares  to  yoke  bis  oxen  meek. 
And  early  drest  in  neat  array. 
The  milk-maid  chanting  thrill  her  lay* 
Comes  abroad  with  milking  pall ; 
And  the  sound  of  distant  flail. 
Gives  the  ear  a  rough  good-morrow 
And  the  lark  fi*om  oat  the  ftirrow. 
Sewn  upright  on  matin  wingt^ 
^nd  at  tho  gate  of  htttvfn  ringt,^ 

?e9haist,aPoe|a,    Doditey's C»«bctf«i ^P^wr, VoLIV. 
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Harky  hark^  toith  what  a  pretty  throaty 
Foot  Robin  Redbreast  tuna  his  note  ; 
Hark  how  the  jolly  cuckoos  sifig. 
Cuckoo  to  welcome  in  the  spring, 
Cuckoo  to  welcome  in  the  spring, 
Syl  Lo,  Diogenes,  I  am  sure  thou  canst  not  do 
so  much. 
Dio,  But  there  is  ittver  a  ihfusb  but  can. 
Si^L  What  hast  thou  taught  Manes  thy  man  ? 
JD/oi  To  be  as  unlike,  as  may  be,  thy  sons. 
Manes.  lie  hath  taught  me  to  fast,  lye  liard, 

and  run  away. 
SyL  How  sayest  thon,  PeriiA,  wilt  thou  be  with 
liim? 
Fer.  Av,  so  he  will  teach  me  first  to  run  away. 
Dio.  Thou  needest  not  be  taught,  thy  legs  are 
80  nimble. 

^  Syl  How  sayest  thou,  Milo,  will  thou  be  with 
liim? 

Dio.  Nay,  hold  your  peace,  he  shall  not. 
5v/.  Why? 

l)io.  There  is  not  room  enough  for  him  and 
me  to  tumble  both  in  one  tub. 

Syl.  Well,  Diog^cs,  I  perceive  my  sons  brook 
not  thy  manners. 

Dio.  I  thought  no  less,  when  they  Icnew  my 
▼irtucs. 

Syl,  Farewell,  Diogenes,  thpu  needest  notliave 
•craped  roots,  if  thou  wouldst  have  followed 
Alexander. 

Dio,  Nor  thou  have  followed  Alexander,  if 
th6u  hadst  scraped  roots.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  n.     . 

ApeL  alone,  '1  fear  me,  ApcUcs,  that  thine  f  yes 
Iwve  blabbed  that  which  thy  ton^oe  dorst  nut. 
What  little  regard  hadst  thou,  whilst  Alexander 
▼iewed  the  counterfeit  of  C^mpaspc !  thou  stoodst 


gazing  on  her  countenance.  If  he  espy  or  but 
suspect,  thou  must  needs  twice  perish,  with  his 
hate,  and  thine  own  love.  Thy  pale  looks,  when 
he'blushed,  thy  sad  countenance,  when  he  smiled, 
thy  sighs,  when  he  questioned,  may  breed  in  him 
a  jealousy,  perchance  a  frenzy.  O  love,  I  never 
before  knew  what  tbou  wert,  and  now  hast  thou 
made  me  that  I  know  not  what  myself  am  I  06 ly 
this  I  know,  that  I  must  endure  intolerable  pas- 
sions, for  unknown  pleasures.  Dispute  not  the 
cause,  wretch,  but  yield  to  it :  for  better  it  is  to 
melt  with  desire,  than  wrestle  with  love.  Cast . 
thyself  on  thy  careful  bed,  be  content  to  live  un- 
known, and  die  unfound.  O  Campaspe,  1  have 
piunted  thee  in  my  heart !  painted  r  nay,  contrm-' 
ry  to  mine  art,  imprinted,  and  that  in  such  deep 
characters,  that  nothing  can  rase  it  out,  unless  i  t 
rub  is^y  heart  out.  [£xi<. 

SCENE  nr. 

MiLECTUs,  Phrtgius,  Lais,  Diogenes. 

Mil.  It  shall  go  bard,  but  this  peace  shall  bring 
us  some  pleasure.  1 

jPAry.  Down  with  arms,  and  up  with  legs,  this 
is  a  world  for  the  nonce.  ^* 

Lais,  Sweet  youths,  if  you  knew  what  it  were 
to  save  your  sweet  blood,  you  would  not  so  fool- 
ishly go  about  to  spend  it.  What  delight  can  there 
be  in  gashing,  to  make  foul  scars  in  fair  faces,  and 
crooked  maims  in  strait  legs  ?  as  though  men  be- 
ing horn  eoodly  by  nature,  would  of  purpose  be- 
come dc^rmed  by  folly;  and  all  forsooth  for  a 
new-found  term,  called  valiant,  a  word  whiqii 
brcedelh  more  quarrels  than  the  sense  can  com- 
mendation. 

Mil,  It  is  troe,  Lais,  a  featherbed  hadi  no 
fellow;  good  drink  makes  good  blood;  and  shall^ 
pelting  words  spill  it? 


3«  This  U  a  world  for  the  nonce^**  That  Is,"  says  Mr  Tyrwhltt,  in  his  Notepon  Chancer,  Vol.  IV. 
207—**  As  I  conceive /or  the  occasion.   This  phrase,  which  was  very  frequently,  though  not  always  v<^y 
precisely,  used  by  our  old  writers,  I  suppose  to  have  been  originally  a  cornmtion  of  corrupt  Latin. . 
From  jvro-nime,  I  suppose  came /or  the  nunc,  and  so  for  the  nonce ;  just  as  from  ad^nunc  came  anon,    1  be 
Spanish  entonces  has  been  formed  in  the  si^e  manner  from  in  fttnc.*' 

To  confirm  this  explanation,  the  following  examples  may  be  produced : 

Erasmus's  Praise  of  Folic,  1549,  Sig.  K  t  v— **  This  man  moumetb,  and  lorde,  what  folles  saietb  be,  and 
dooeth  he,  byrynge  alio  some  plaiers  (as  it  were)  to  wepo  and  bowle /or  the  nones,'* 

Ibid.  Sig.  L  S :— '*  Hche  of  whonie,  in  babyling  maye  compare  with  ten  women  chosen  for  the  nones,''* 

Gascoigne's  Supposes,  1587,  A.  3.  S.  3:—-*'  Step  to  him  all  at  once;  take  bim |  and  with  a  cord  that  I 
liave  lay'd  on  the  table /or  the  nonce,  bind  bim  band  and  foot.'' 

Ben  Jonson's  Volpone,  A.  2.  8.  8  :  "  Here's  a  medicine /«r  the  nones,** 

Nash's  Lenten  Stuff,  1599  :  *<  Norwich  at  her  majesty's  coming  in  progress  thither,  presented  ber  with 
a  shew  of  knitters,  on  a  high  stage  placed /or  the  nonce," 

The  Wonderful  Yeare,  160S,  by  Tho.  Dekker :  **  Ob  lamentable  !  never  did  the  olde  haskinde  trage- 
dy beginne  till  now  :  for  the  wives  of  those  husbands,  with  whom  she  had  played  at  fast  and  loose,  came 
with  their  nayles  sharpened /or  <Ae  nonce,  like  cattes,  and  tongues  forkedly  cut  like  the  stings  of  ad- 
ders, &c." 

Gascoirne*s  Works,  1587,  p.  S7t :— ^*  In  the  ende  she  tooke  out  a  booke  (which  she  bad  brought  /or 
^he  If  once  J  and  bound  him  by  othe  to  accomplish  it." 
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Pkry,  I  mean  to  enjoy  the  worlds  and  to  draw 
oQt  m^  life  at  the  wircdrawer's,  not  to  curtail  it 
off  at  the  cutler^s. 

Zfli'f.  1^ou  may  talk  of  war,  speak  big,  conquer 
worlds  with  great  words ;  but  stay  at  home,  where 
instead  of  alarms  you  shall  have  dances;  for  hot 
battles  with  fierce  men,  gen|||  skirmishes  with 
tear  women.  These  pewter  coats  can  never  fit  so 
well  as  sattin  doublets.  Believe  me,  you  cannot 
conceive  ^he  pleasure  of  peace,  unless  you  des- 
pise the  rudeuess  of  war. 

^  MiL  It  is  so.  But  see  Diogenes  pryiug  over 
his  tub  ! — Diogenes,  what  sayest  thou  to  such  a 
morsel? 

Dio,  I  say,  I  would  spit  it  out  of  my  mouth, 
because  it  should  not  poison  my  stomach. 

Phry,  Thou  speakest  as  tliou  art,  it  is  no  meat 
for  dogs. 

Dio,  I  am  a  dog,  and  philosophy  rates  me  from 
carnon. 

Lait.  iTncivit  wretch,  whose  manners  are  an- 
swerable to  thy  calling!  the  time  was  thou  would- 
est  have  had  my  company,  had  it  not  been^  as  thou 
aaidst,  too  dear. 

Dio.  I  remember  there  was  a  thing,  that  I  re- 
pented me  of,  and  now  thou  hast  told  it :  indeed 
It  was  too  dear  of  nothing,  and  thou  dear  to  no- 
body. 

Lais,  Down)  villain,  or  I  will  have  thy  head 
broken. 

MiL  Will  you  couch  ? 

Phry.  AvauntyONT.  Come,  sweet  Lais,  let  us 

to  sume  place,  and  possess  peace.    But  first 

t  OS  sing ;  there  is  more  pleasure  in  tuning  of  a 
Toice,  than  in  a  volley  of  snot.  ^' 

MiL  Now  let  us  make  haste,  lest  Alexander 
find  us  htfe.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV. 

Alexander,  HsPHESTroN,  Page,  Diogenes, 
Apellbs,  Campaspe. 

AloF.  Me  thinketh,  Hephestion,  you  are  more 
ttielancholy  than  you  were  accustomed;  but  I 
perceive  it  is  all  for  Alexander.  Yon  can  neither 
brook  this  peace,  nor  my  pleasure :  be  of  good 
cbear;  though  I  wink,  1  sleep  not. 


ft 


Heph,  Melancholy  I  am  not,  nor  well  content  i 
for  I  know  ik>t  how,  there  is  snch  a  rust  crept  in> 
to  my  bones  with  this  long  ease,  that  I  fear  I  shalf 
not  Stiower  it  out  with  infinite  labours. 

Alex.  Yes,  yes,  if  all  the  travels  of  conquering 
the  world  will  set  either  thy  body  or  mine  in  tone, 
we  will  undertake  them.  But  what  think  you  of 
Apelles  ?  did  ye  ever  see  any  so  perplexed  ?  he 
neither  answered  directly  to  any  qtiestion,  nor 
looked  stedfastly  upon  any  thing.  I  hold  my  life 
the  painter  is  in  love. 

Heph.  It  may  be ;  for  commonly  we  see  it  in«> 
ddent  in  artificers  to  be  enamoured  of  their  own 
works,  as  Archidamus  of  his  wooden  dove,  Pyg»> 
malion  of  his  ivory  image,  Arachne  of  his  wooden 
swan ;  especially  painters,  who  playing  witli  their 
own  conceits,  now  coveting  to  draw  a  glancing 
eye,  then  a  roUin|,  now  a  winking,  still  mending 
it,  never  ending  it,  till  they  be  caught  with  it ;  ' 
and  then  (poor  souls)  they  kiss  the  colours  with 
their  lips,  with  which  before  they  were  lotli  to 
taint  their  fingers. 

Akx,  I  will  find  it  out  Page,  go  speedily  for 
Apelles,  will  him  to  come  hither^  and  when  you 
see  us  earnestly  in  talk,  suddenly  cry  out,  Apei^ 
les*s  shop  is  on  fire. 

Page.  It  shall  be  done. 

Alex,  forget  not  your  lesson. 

Heph.  I  marvel  what  your  device  shall  be. 

Alex.  The  event  shall  prove. 

Heph.  I  pitv  the  poor  painter,  if  he  be  in  love. 

Alex.  Pity  him  not,  I  pray  thee;  that  severe 
gravity  set  aside,  whut  do  jrou  think  of  love  ? 

Heph.  As  the  Blaoedonians  do  of  their  herb 
beet,  which  looking  yellow  in  the  ground,  aifd 
black  in  the  hand,  think  it  better  seen  than  touch* 
ed. 

Alex.  But  what  do  you  imagine  it  to  be  ? 

Heph.  A  word  by  superstition  thought  a  god, 
by  use  turned  to  an  humour,  by  self-will  made  a 
flattering  madness. 

Alex.  YoQ  are  too  hard-hearted  to  think  so  of 
love.  Let  us  go  to  Diogenes. — Diogenes,  thou 
mayest  think  it  somev^at,  that  Alexander  co« 
roeth  to  thee  again  so  soom 

Dio.  If  yon  oouie  to  leom,  yovisoold  not  come 
soon  enough ;  if  to  laugh,  yon  be  como  too  soon* 


^  Than  in  a  volley  d/thot^The  writers  of  the  sixteenth  and  sei^cnteeath  centuries,  paid  very  little  qt* 
tentton  to  the  maooets  and  costoms  either  of  the  times  or  the  coontry  In  which  the  scenes  of  their  dra- 
toas  were  laid.  They  ft-eqaeatly  introduce  allosioiis  to  facts  and  circamfttaoces  i|'one  age  and  coontry  pe- 
catiar  only  to  another,  iad  perpetoally  violate  every  rale  of  chronology*  Beaomont  and  Fletpber  intro- 
dace  one  of  the  succesiors  of  Alexander  with  a  pistol,  and  Shakespeare  is  eVer  at  war  with  propriety  and 
probability.  Ben  Jooson  seems  the  only  poet  of  the  times  to  whom  the  charge  of  uniting  dissimilar  man- 
ners and  discoMartt  periods  Is  not  to  be  laid.  Later  writers  have  been  mere  careful  of  falling  into  these 
mistakes ;  but  improvements  in  these  particulars  by  the  directors  of  our  theatres  have  not  kept  pace  with 
others  which  have  been  with  propriety  adopted.  It  may  be  said,  that  these  gentlemen  have  rather  In- 
.  creased  the  number  of  their  authors*  errbi'S,  and  made  them  guilty  of  anachronisms,  where  their  writings 
do  not  give  the  least  countenance  for  thein.  Absnrd  as  it  must  appear  to  every  intelligent  spectator,  and 
Incredible  to  every  informed  reader,  yet  it  Is  certainly  true,  that  Hamlet  has  been  lately  represented  wkb 
all  the  decorations  of  a  modern  order,  that  of  the  Llephant;  and  it  i^i  reported  a  late  actor  was  with  dif* 
Icalty  prevailed  upon  to  forbear  arming  Macbeth  with  a  case  of  pistols  at  hb  girdle.  # 

VOX..  I.  U 
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Hqi)h,  It  would  lietter  become  tbee  to  be  more 
courteous,  and  frame  thyself  to  please, 

Dio.  And  you  better  to  be  less,  ifyou  durst 
displease. 

Alex.  What  dost  thou  think  of  the  time  ^e 
have  here  ? 
.    Did.  That  we  ha?e  little,  and  lose  much. 

Alex,  If  ooe  be  sick,  what  wouldst  thou  hate 
him  do  ? 

Dio,  Be  sore  that  he  make  not  his  phyadas 
his  heir. 

Alex,  If  thou  mightest  ha\re  thy  will,  how  mudi 
ground  would  oontent  thee  ? 

Dio,  As  much  as  you  in  the  end  must  be  con* 
tented  withal. 
■    AUx,  What,  a  world  ? 

Dio,  No,  the  length  of  n^  body. 

Alex,  Hephestion^  shall  I  bo  a  little  pleasant 
with  him? 

^    H^ph,  You  rony ;  but  he  will  be  very  perverse 
with  YOU. 

Afex,  ^'  It  skiUeth  not,  I  cannot  be  angry  with 
him.  Diogenes,  I  pray  thee,  what  dost  thou  think 
pf  love  ? 

Dio,  A  little  worser  th^  I  can  of  hate. 

Alex,  And  why? 

Dio,  Because  it  is  better  to  hate  the  things 
which  make  ta  love>  than  to  love  the  thing*  wfaioi 
give  occasion  of  bate. 

Alex.  Why,  be  not  women  die  best  creatures 
in. the  world? 

Dio.  Next  men  and  bees. 

Alfx,  What  dost  thou  dislSie  duefly  k  «  wo- 
man? 

Dio,  Ooe  thing.. 

Alex,  What? 

Dio.  Tljat  she  is  a  woman. 

Aiex.  In  mine  opinion  thou  wert  never  bom  or 
a  woman,  that  thou  thinkest  so  hardly  of  women. 
But  now  Cometh  Apelles,  who  I  am  sure  is  as  fiir 
from  thy  thoughts,  as  thou  art  from  his  cunnings 
Diogenes,  I  will  have  thy  cabin  removed  nearer  to 
my  court,  because  I  will  be  a  philosopher. 

Dio.  And  when  yon  have  oone  so^  I  pray  you 
•  remove  your  court  farther  from  my  cs^n,  because 
d  will  not  be  a  courtier. 

Enter  Apellcs, 

Alex.  But  here  cometh  Apelles.  Apelles^  what 
piece  of  work  have  you  now  in  hmid  ? 

ApeL  None  in  hand,  if  it  like  your  majesty ; 
but  I  dm  devising  a  pjptform  in  my  head. 

Alex,  1  think  your  handput  it  into  your  head. 


Is  it  nothing  about  Venus  ? 

Apel.  No,  but  something,  ♦■  above  Vemis. 

JPo^e.  Apelles!  Apelles!  look  about  jou^ your 
shop  is  on  nre. 

ApeL  Ay  me !  if  the  picture  of  Campaspe  be 
burnt,  I  am  undone. 

Alex.  Stay,  ApAes,  no  haste,  it  is  your  heart 
is  on  fire,  not  four  shop ;  and  if  Campaspe  Jiang 
there,  1  woald  she  were  burnt.  But  have  you  the 
picture  of  Campaspe  ?  belike  you  love  her  well, 
that  you  ca^  not  though  all  lie  lost,  so  she  be 
safe. 

Apel,  Not  love  her :  but  your  majesty  knows 
that  painters  in  their  last  works  are  said  to  excel 
themselves ;  and  in  this  I  have  so  much  p1ease4 
myself,  that  the  shadow  as  much  delighteth  me, 
being  an  artificer,  as  the  substance  doth  others 
that  are  amorous. 

Alex,  You  lay  your  colours  grossly ;  though  I 
could  not  paint  in  vour  shop,  I  can  spy  into  your 
excuse.  Be  not  ashamed,  Apelles,  it  is  a  gentle- 
man's sport  to  be  in  love.  Call  hither  Campaspe. 
Methinks  I  might  have  been  made  privy  to  your 
afiection ;  though  my  conuse!  had  not  been  ne* 
cessary,  yet  my  eountenance  might  have  been 
thought  requisite.  But  Apelles,  forsooth,  loved 
under  hand,  yea  and  under  Alexander's  nose,  and 
— but  I  say  no  more. 

ApeL  Apelles  loveth  not  so ;  but  he  liveth  to 
do  as  AJennder  will. 

Enter  Ckuvktfn^ 

Akx.  Campaspe,  here  is  news;  Apelles  is  in 
love  with  you. 

Cam,  It  pleaseth  your  majesty  to  say  so. 

Alex,  Hephestion,  I  will  tiy  her  too. — Cam- 
paspe, for  the  good  qualities  I  know  in  Apelles, 
and  the  virtue  I  see  in  you,  I  am  determined  you 
shall  enjoy  one  another.  How  say  you,  Campaspe, 
would  you  say  ay  ? 

Cam.  Your  handmaid  must  obey,  if  you  com- 
ound* 

Alex,  Think  you  not,  Hephestion,  that  she  would 
fain  be  commanded? 

Hq>h,  I  am  no  thoughtrcatcher,  but  I  guest 
wihappily. 

Alex,  I  will  not  enforce  marriage,  where  I 
cannot  compel  love. 

Cam.  But  your  majesty  may  move  a  question, 
where  you  be  willing  to  have  a  matdi. 

Alex.  Believe  me,  Hephestion,  these  parties  are 
agreed ;  they  would  have  me  both  priest  and  wit- 
ness.—Apefies^  take  Campa^ie*   Why  move  ye 


^  Jit  tkilUth  not^  L  c.  it  matters  not  $  it  is  of  no  Importance.    So,  in  Lyly's  Eupkuet^  and  his  MngUadl^ 
158)1,  p.  82 :— **  Whether  it  be  an  inchannted  leafe,  a  vearse  of  Pytbia,  a  tore  of  Amphieo,  a  charac- 
.  ter  of  ABcfaanes,  an  image  of  Venus,  or  a  braanch  of  Sybilla,  U  skilleth  nct,**^ 

.,  Again,  p.  84  :^*<  saying  that  itskilUth  not,  how  long  thii^  were  a  doing,  but  how  well  tbey  were 
done." 
^'  Above-^Tormtr  editions  read  about^ 


\ 
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alexanhbr  and  campaspe. 
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Dotf— CampMpe,  tak«  Apdles.  Will  it  not  be? 
If  yoa  be  ashamed  one  of  the  other,  by  mj  con- 
aeot  yoa  shall  never  come  together.  Bat  dissem- 
ble Doty  Campaspe>  do  yoa  love  Apclles } 

Cam,  PiMrdoo,  ni^  kxd,  I  bve  ApeUe*. 

AkM»  Apdks,  it  wiere  a  tbaiiie  for  yov,  being 
loved  so  epenVy  of  so  fkir«  virgio)  to  s^dbe  coo* 
crarf .    D»  yoa  b^e  €ampai|ie  ? 

ApeL  Cray  Campaspe. 

Aiex,  Two  kMitg  woriBt,  Hepbesiioo  !  I  per- 
ceire  Akiaoder  cannot  sabdae  the  affectioos  of 

]>ve 


tthoogb  he  ooaqoer  their  countrtes. 
h  like  a  dew,  as  well  opon  the  low  ^ra»y  as 
riie  hi|^  cedar.  Sparks  have  their  heat, 
thdr  ^i|  flies  tfieir  ipleeii.-*Welly  emoy 
mother ;  I  gMre  her  thee  fraaUy,  Apelles. 
Thoo  shalt  see  that  Alexander  maketh  but  a  toy 
of  love,  and  leadeth  affsction  in  fetters ;  using 
fiuM7  as  a  fool  to  make  him  sporty  or  a  minstr^ 
to  a!ake  him  mernr.  It  b  not  the  amorous  glance 
of  an  eye  can  settle  an  idle  thoopht  in  the  heart ; 
no,  no^  it  is  children's  game,  a  hfe  for  sempstors 
and  scholars :  the  one^  pricking  in  clootie  have  no- 
thing else  to  think  on ;  the  o^er,  picking  fancies 


out  of  books,  have  little  else  to  marvel  at  Go, 
Apelles,  take  with  yoa  your  Campaspe ;  Alexan- 
der is  doyed  with  looking  on  that,  which  thoo  woo- 
derest  at 

«ipa^  Thanbt  to  Tovr  ttijeety  on  bended  knee : 
yea  have  hooearcd  Apelles. 

CoML  Thanks  with  bo  wad  heart ;  yoa  have  blest 
Camnaspe.  [Etmnt* 

J/er4  Vage>go  wam  Clytoa  and  Parmenio,  and 
the  tuber  Mbi,  la  be  in  readiness;  letlhetnMi* 
pet  seood,  strike  up  the  dmoi*  and  I  wHl  present 
ij  into  Pewiar  iHow  now,  Hephestkwi^  is  Alei* 
ander  able  to  fcsist-iove  as  he  list? 

Apft.  The  coDqaerin|^  of  Thebes  was  not  •• 
hoooiavble  as  the  sobdamg  ^  diete  thoo^to. 

Aks,  It  wen  a  shame  Alexander  shmdd  de- 
sire le  rommaad  the  world,  if  he  conld  oof  ooo^ 
mand  himself.  But  come,  let  us  go,  I  will  try 
whether  I  can  better  bear  my  hand  with  my 
heart,  than  I  could  with  mine  eye.  And,  good 
Hq>hestion,  when  all  the  world  is  won,  and 
every  oonn^y  is  thine  and  mine,  either  find  ma 
out  another  to  subdue,  or  on  my  word  I  will  fall 
in  love.  [ExeunU 


THE  EPILOGUE  AT  THE  BLlCKFMBftS, 


Where  the  rainbow  toucheth  the  tree,  no  oa^ 
terpillers  will  hane  on  the  leaves;  where  the 
glow-worm  creepeth  in  the  night,  no  adder  will 
go  in  the  day :  We  hope,  ia  the  ears  where  our 
travails  be  lodged,  no  carping  shall  harbour  in 
those  tongues.  Our  exercises  must  be  as  your 
judgment  is,  resembling  water,  which  is  always 
of  the  same  colour  into  what  it  runneth.  In  the 
Trojan  horse  la^  couched  soldiers,  with  children ; 
and  in  heaps  of  many  words  we  fear  divers  unfit. 


among  some  ayowhbla  Bat  as  Demosthenes, 
with  ofteu  breathing  op  «he  bill,  amended  his 
stammering;  so  we  hope,  with  sundry  labours^ 
against  the  hair,  to  correct  our  studies.  If  the 
.tree  be  bksted  that  blossoms,  the  fault  is  in  the 
wind,  and  not  in  the  root;  and  if  our  pastimes- be 
misliked,  that  have  been  allowed^  you  must  im- 
pute it  to  the  malice  of  others,  and  not  our  en- 
deavour.— And  so  we  rest  in  good  case,  if  you 
rest  well  content 


^^  Jgainsi  the  Aoir^— This  j^brase  occun  Ui  the  Iferry  Wives  of  Windsor^  A.  2.  8.  S. ;  and  Mr  Steevf  ns 
observes,  that  it  Is  **  proverbial,  and  is  taken  from  stroking  the  hair  of  animab  a  contrary  way  to  that 
in  which  It  grows.    We  now  say  agaMist  the  grain.'* 

8o,  In  Dekker's  Satitffkastrix :  «<  Go,  let  hun  lift  ap  baldness  to  the  sky  j  and  tho^  sbalt  see  'twiU 
tarn  Mhiever*s  heart  qidte  agairut  the  hair." 

Middleton'f  Jfn^or  of  Quinborough^  A.  3.  8. 8  s 


^'  Books  in  women^s  hands  are  as  much  against 
The  hair  n|etkhikt»  as  to  see  men  we^r  stomachers," 
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ALEXANDER  AND  CAMPASPE- 


[Ltlt. 


THE  EPILOGUE  AT  THE  COURT. 


We  oumot  tell  whether  we  are  falleD  among 
Dioroedes's  birds  or  his  horses ;  the  one  received 
some  men  with  sweet  notes,  the  other  bit  all  men 
with  sharp  teeth.  But  as  Homer's  gods  conveyed 
them  into  clouds,  whom  they  would  have  liept 
from  cnrses ;  and  as  Venus,  lest  Adonis  should 
be  pricked  with  the  stings  of  adders,  covered  his 
face  with  the  wings  of  swans ;  ao  we  hope,  being 
shielded  with  your  highnesses  countenance,  we 
flhall,  though  we  hear  Uie  neighing,  yet  not  feel 
the  kicking,  of  those  jades ;  and  receive,  though 
no  praise,  (which  we  cannot  deserve,)  yet  a  par- 
don, whidi  in  all  humility  we  desire.    At  yet  we. 


cannot  tell  what  we  should  term  our  labours,  iron, 
or  bullion  ;  only  it  belong<eth  to  your  roiyestijr  to 
make  them  fit  either  for  the  forge  or  the  mmt ; 
current  by  the  stamp,  or  counterfeit  by  the  anviU 
For  as  nothing  is  to  be  called  white,  unless  it  had 
been  named  white  by  the  first  creator,  so  can 
there  be  nothing  thought  good  in  the  o^anion  of 
others,  unless  it  be  christened  good  by  the  judge- 
ment of  yourself*  Fx>r  ourselves  again,  we  are 
like  these  torches,  wax,  of  which,  being  in  yoiv 
highoess's  hands,  you  may  make  doves  or  vulture^^ 
roses,  or  nettles,  laurel  fv  ^  g(u-huid,  or  el()er  for 
>a  disgrace. 


EDITIONS. 

(1.)  **  A  moste  excellent  Comedie  of  Alexander,  Campospe,  and  Diogenes,  played  beefore  the 
Queene's  Majestic  on  twelfe-day  at  night,  by  her  M^esties  duldren,  and  the  children  of  Paules.  Im-: 
printed  at  London,  for  Thuiuas  Cadman,  1584,  4to.'^ 

(2.)  "  Campaspe,  played  beefore  the  Queene's  Majestic  on  New-yeares-day  at  night,  by  her  Ma- 
jesties children,  and  the  children  of  Paules.  Imprinted  at  London,  for  Thomas  Cadman,  1584,  4to.'* 

(9.)  **  Campaspe,  played  beefore  the  Queene's  Majestic  on  twelfe-day  at  night,  by  her  Majesdey 
children,  and  the  children  of  Paules.  Imprinted  at  London,  by  Thomas  Orwin,  for  William  Broome^ 
1591,  4to.'' 

(4.)  ^  Campaspe,  played  before  the  Queene's  Majestie  on  twetfe-day  at  night,  by  her  Mmesties 
children,  and  the  duldren  of  Paules.  London^  printed  by  WilBam  Stansby,  for  Edward  Blount. 
i6S%  ISmo,** 


\ 


/^EDWARD   II. 


CHmiSTOPBER  MabloW,  a  writer  tf  c<msiderubk  eminence  in  hii  time,  ntas,  according  to  Old^  ' 
hem  in  the  former  part  of  the  reigv  of  Edward  the  Sisth^  and  reeeifoedMt  edmcatien  at  Cambrui^ 
ne  fUee  of  hie  wUh  it  unknoem,  ae  are  the  drcumetaneee  of  hitparetUe,  andthe  reatan  which  tn^ 
ehieed  Am  to  quit  the  destination  jfitr  whichy  by  the  nature  qfka  edueation,  he  teemed  io  he  intended. 
4fier  leaving  tite  univenity,  he  appeared  upon  the  itage  with  appiauee  a$  an  actor,  and  then  eom^ 
meneeddramatie  writer  wouh  no  inconrnteMle  degree  of  reputation.  Hit  character  at  a  man.doea 
mot  appear  in  a  favourable  Ught.  He  it  repretented  by  an  author,^  quoted  in  Woo^t  Athena^ 
jp.  Sd8»  at  ^  gixnng  too  large  a  swing  to  hit  own  wit,  and  suffering  his  lust  to  have  the  full  reintp 
ty  which  means  he  fell,  to  t£st  outrage  and  extremity  as  JodeUe,  a  French  tragical  poet  did,  {being 
an  emeure  and  atheist,)  that  he  denied  God  and  his  Son  Christ,  and  not  only  in  word  blasphemed 
the  Jirinity,  but  also,  as  was  credibly  reported^  wrote  divers  discourses  aguiutt  it,  affirming  our  So- 
viour  to  be  a  deceiver,  and  Motet  to  be  a  conjuror;  the  Holy  Bible  also  to  contain  only  vain  and  idle 
eioriet,  and  all  reUgion  but  a  device  ofpoUcy.**  ^  A  late  writer  ^  it  w'dUng  to  believe,  thai  the  whole 
of  Mqrlae^s  effmte  was  daring  0  reason  ou  maiters  of  religion ;  than  which  nothing  could  be  « 
greater  crime,  in  the  opinion  of  those  who  did  not  dare  to  t/unkfor  themteboes.  But  the  opinion  of 
tAis  gentleman  will  heme  lett  weight,  when  the  violence  qf  hitpr^udices  against  every  Kind  of  relight 
out  establishment  are  considered. .  Marlow  was  most  probably  a  dissipated,  abandoned  man  ;  and  tku 
circumstances  of  hit  death,  at  related  by  Wood,  tujffUientfy  prove  it :  **  Being  deeply  in  love  with  m 
certain  woman,  he  had  for  hit  rival  a  iawdy  terving-man,  one  rather  ft  to  be  a  pimp,  than  an  inge^ 
niout  amoretto,  at  Marlow  conceived  himte^  to  be.  Whereupon  Marlow,  taking  it  to  be  a  high  of- 
front,  rushed  in  upon,  to  stab  him  with  his  dagger ;  but  the  seroingrman,  being  very  quick,  so  aVOtd^ 
ed  the  stroke,  that  withal  catching  hold  of  liarlow^s  wrist,  he  stMed  hie  own  dagger  into  his  otcm 
head,  in  such  sort,  that  notwithstanding  all  the  means  of  surgtry  that  could  he  wrought,  he  shw^tly 
^ier  died  (fhis  wound  before  the  year  1593.^ 

As  a  writer,  Marlow^s  character  stand*  in  a  mudit  fairer  Ught^  Langbaine  ^  observes,  that  he  was 
sKcounted  an  escellent  poet  by  Jonton  ;^  and  H^fwood,  hit  fellowf actor,  stUet  him  the  bett  rfpoett. 
Meres''  names  him  with  Sidney,  Spenser,  Shakespeare,  Daniel,  Sfcfor  hasnng  mightily  enriched  and 
gorgeously  invested  in  rare  ornament t,  anfl  resplendent  habilimentt,  the  EngHth  tongue.  Carew* 
the  Cormth  antiquary,  placet  him  along  with  Shakeispeare,  where  he  says,  **  Would  you  read  Catullus^ 
take  Shakespeare  and  Mar^^s  fragments.''  Nash,^  speaking  of  Hero  and  I^ander,  says^  "  Of 
whom  divine  Mutmts  sung,  and  a  diviner  muse  than  he,  Kit  lH&rtow*'^  The  author  of  The  Reliiriio 
bmnFenaa^B^^  characterizes  him  thus: 

*'  Marlowe  wa§  happy  In  n  bnsklii'd  mMe, 
Alas  I  unhappy  in  his  life  and  end : 
Pity  it  is  that  wit  so  ill  should  dwell, 
yfiyki  Mm  be«?*D,  but  yiees  sent  firom  hell." 


Pity  It  u 
WiUfiit 


'  MS.  Additions  to  Langbaine.  ^  Beard's  Theatre  of  God's  Judgments, 

s  Among  the  papers  of  Lord  Keeper  Puckering,  in  the  British  Museum,  are  some  which  give  an  ao- 
comit  of  Iribrlow^s  principles  and  teneU.  ♦  Berkenhout*s  llistoria  Literaria,  Vol.  I.  p.  368. 

^  P,  d4i»  «  Verses  to  the  memory  of  Shakespeare. 

I  Second  Part  of  Wlt*s  Commonwealth,  p.  280.  *  Excellencies  of  the  llni^lish  Tonne,  n.  IS. 

»  tenten  Stuff,  4to.  1699,  p.  42.  !°  ie06,  A.  1.  S;2.  y^    *v  *«^ 
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Dr9^9m  "  m  tk€$t  terwu : 

«  Next  Marlow,  Iwtbed  in  tli#  Tbetpiaa  spriDgB» 
Had  in  him  tboM  bimve  Mblonnry  thiogs, 
*    That  yoar  fint  poets  had ;  bit  rajptaret  were 
All  air  and  fire,  which  made  bk  yaiiM  clear : 
For  that  fine  madnees  still  he  did  ralate, 
Which  rightly  shoold  posseM  a  poet*t  ImIo." 

And  Oearge  Peek,  in  The  Honour  of  the  Garter,  4t04 1593»  or  09,  meniicm  Mm  in  Mm  numner  : 

<«UBkappv|othyeBd, 

Marlowt  the  niiies  dArling;  for  thy  rtne^ 

Fit  to  write  paasioos  for  the  souls  below,  • 

If  any  wretched  soak  in  paisioai  speak.*' 

His  Dramatic  Warki  are  oMfolkm  :  v 

1.  The  Tragedie  of  Dido,  gueene  tfCartkage.  Tkyed  hy  the  ikMnm  cfher  Majesties  ckappeL 
Written  by  Ckri$topher  Marlowe  and  Thoma»  Nask^  gent:  1594,  4to, 

S.  2%e  troublesome  ^dgne  and  lamentable  Death  ^Edmarde  the  Second^  4rc. 

S.  Tamberlaine  the  br^tte,    Wkoy  Jram  tha  Siitae  of  a  Skephotd  in  Seytikm,  hf  his  rare  wsd  won^ 
derfml  Conquests,  became  a  most  puissant  and  mightie  MonarquCf  14i06»  4t0.  tst  Part^  B.  L. 
'    4w  Tamberlaine  the  Greate.  With  his  mpatmmmtefsitie,Jor  the  death  of  his  Xody  Ufsd  LoOeJidre 
Senoerute :  his  Jorme  of  exhortation  and  diodplino  to  his  three  spsmeSf  amd  tha^i^ainnor  of  his  owne 
ekath.    The  second  Pari,  4to.  t€06, 4io.  R  L. 

5.  The  Masoscre  of  Paris,  ssith  the  Death  o/tke  Duke  ofGmso,  A  Tragedy  fl^d  by  Me  Bi^ 
SommrMa  the  LordAdmiraPs  Seroants.  Sto.  N.  D. 

6.  Thefamous  Traa^  of  the  rich  Jew  ofMuHa. 

r.  The  Tiragicall  Uistone^the  Ufe  md  Death  Of  Doctor  Fmmtus,  «pM  ttew  adiOione,  t€9U 
4to.  B.  L.  iees,  4to.  RL. 

8.  Lust^s  Dominion  ;  or,  the  Lasdvieus  Queen,    A  lYago^  t9mo,  1661. 

Besides  these,  he  tsas  the  Author  of 

1.  HoroandLeander,  translated  from  Muutus,  with  the  first  Book  qf  Luean,  41*.  laoo.  Ttie 
translation^  or  at  kast  MarkwU  part  4f  it,  nmsi  ham  bean  vubUskOd  b^ore  1599»  being  mentiqtsedby 
weneral  writers  earlier  than  that  yoar.  It  was  entered  at  Stationer^  Mali,  in  1599  and  159r}  and 
'^  Henry  Petosn^s  Second  Part  tf'it  appeored  Mi  1598.    MoHos^s  part  was  l^  ut^iuiiMlfandwaa 


"  Ce^mr^ofPoets^p.  19S6. 

>*  Tbk  anthor  exceeds  all  the  paiMfyrkti  of  Mariow  in  the  Mtmvacaae^  of  hk  ealogiifli.    The  fol« 
lowMy  )iaes ^ ti^ea froas  hk poemx-r- 

*'  Marlow  admired,  whose  honey  flowing  tatttfi 

No  Engikh  Writer  caa  as  yet  attalne.     y 

Whose  nartie  in  FMiie*s  iomortaU  trMsvnct 

Trath  shall  record  to  endies  neaNMie.  •'  » 

Mario  late  mortall,  now  ffam'd  aU  din|ie« 

What  soole  mc^  happyt  than  tliat  f<ple  of  thine  | 

Uye  still  in  heaven  thy  soale,  thy  fpMie  on  earth 

(Thott  dead)  qf  Marions  hero  fimks  a  dearth.**  * 

<<  What  mortaU  sonle  with  BfalwUight  coatead. 

That  could  against  reason  forceHJm  stoope  or  bend  ? 

Whose  silver  charming  ioang  niov*d  such  deUgfat, 

Thi|t  men  would  shun  titeir  sleepe  in  still  dark  B^t»     ^ 

To  meditate  upon  hk  gooldcn  jynes,  ^         ^ 

Hk  rare  concepts  and  svreete  according  rlnci*  * 

But  Mario  stUl  admired  Marlol  goi^  * 

To  live  with  beaatie  in  Klvxhua, 

Immortal  beautie  who  desires  to  beaittt 

Hk  sacred  poesies  sweete  in  every  eare  t 

Marlow  must  fhune  to  Orpheus  melodiey 

Himnes  all  divine  to  make  heavcp  hannonie^ 

There  ever  live' the  prince  of  poetriei 


Again, 


live  with  the  UvImt  Iq  otcraitie.** 


be  prii 
'mgUi 


Mmaw.] 
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»«» 


tmtfhitii^CktpmMU,    Mhmgk  <i<  fSwf  Bmh  cf  Luam  i$  mtntimed  i»  IJto  iUh'puge,  n§i  m 
Ume^tftkt^mmikarutohefmmdwiihMarloa/tWork. 

2.  Certmme  of  Omits  lUegim;  6^  C.  lidrkmy  13m#.  ««  MMkburgh,  no  dble.  4/^«nMriv  jmi&- 
fiift«ii,  «^A  «iji<i0iii^  wMfer  #Ae  ^ii/e  ef  iltf  OoMfa  Elegk$,  Three  Booki;byC.  Jl  «/  Middkburgk, 

JUr  SfMwnt  ioyc,  (JInt  ifohme  wf  Skmke^^emrt,  p.  ^)  timt^  in  thtfort^fcnt  afQMtm  BUwaketk, 
tkim  trmtuUiiom /rmm  Ovid  were  cswmmuM  ^  the  ArckbUhap  of  Cenierhury  mmd  the  BUkap  xf 
J^p^fl^m  t0  5(  brnmi  mt  Simtumer^i  HalL 

HewasaUotke  author  of  thai  keautUul  Sonnet,  quoUd  in  The  Merry  Whrcs  of  Wrndsor,  A.X 
&,  1.  caUed  The  PkMiaDate  Shepherd  to  his  Lore;  to  which  Sir  Walter  Bsleigh  wrotoa  lUf^.  Both 
them  piecei  are  printed  in  Dr  Ftrafs  Beliqaet  of  Agcieac  Poetry,  ¥oL  Lp,  %Vk 
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Edwaed  IIL 
Gatsstov. 

SPBveiBy  Sen* 
SmiCBBy  Jim. 
Earl  MomTiMEm,  Sen, 

HoftTlSIBlly  Jllfl. 
LAVeASTlB. 

LiieE9TBm« 
Kbitt. 

AmUWDEL. 

Waewick* 


PsMBROKb 

ArehlMhop  efCk'nmMfKt. 
BUh^  of  Wimcmmv^ 

BUhap  ^COVKMTET. 

XonlMATEEtis. 

^  John  Ha1iiavlt« 

Lewmi. 

Balsock^ 

BiAtEBTra^  OtrEVTBy  RlCB  AP  HoWBt, 
LfORTBOEKB,  AbBOT,  MeSSBV^BES^  StC 

Qllieil  ISABBLLA. 


^ 


EDWARD  II, 


Enter  Gavestoit,  reading  a  tetter  that  w^ 
brought  him  from  the  King, 

Gw.  My  fat  her  is  deeeaid :  come,  OaoestoiL^ 
And  share  the  kingdom  with  thy  dearest  friend:' 
Ah !  wcMrds  that  meke  me  sorfeit  with  delight ! 
WlMt  greater  bliss  can  bap  to  OaTestoh| 
Tbao  Hfe  and  be  tliB  favourite  of  a  king ! 
Sweet  prince,  I  coine ;  these,  these  thy  amorous 

lines 
Bfi^  have  enforced  me  to  bare  swiim  from 

France, 
And,  like  Leander,  gaeped  apon  the  sand, 
So  thoo  wouUbt  smile,  and  take  me  in  thine  arms. 
The  mght  of  London  to  my  eiil'd  eyes, 


Is  as  Elysimn  (o  a  new-come  soul ; 
Mot  that  I  lore  the  city,  or  the  men, 
Bat  that  it  harbours  him  I  hold  so  dear^ 
The  king,  upon  whose  bosom  let  me  lie. 
And  with  the  world  be  still  at  enmity. 
What  need  the  ardck  people  love  star-light. 
To  whom  the  sqn  shines  both  by  day  and  night? 
Farewell  base  stooping  to  the  lordly  peers; 
My  knee  shall  bow  to  none  but  to  the  king. 
As  for  the  multitade,  they  are  bat  sparks^ 
Raked  up  in  embers  of  their  pover^, 
Tanti :  Til  fan  first  on  the  wind, 
That  gUmoeCfa  at  my  lips,  and  flieth  away. 
Bat  how  now,  what  are  these? 
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{MABLo4r» 


Poormen.SQch  os  ddsire  ybur  worship's  aervice. 

Gav.  What  caost  thou  do  ? 

1  Poor.  I  can  ride. 

Gav.  Bttt  I  liave  no  bone  -«-Wfaat  art  tbpu  ? 

«  Poor.  A  traveller. 

Gav.  Let  roe  see— thou  wouldst  do  well 
To  wait  at  m^  trencher,  and  tell  me  lies  at  din- 

ner-tuoe; 
And  as  I  like  your  discoursing,  FU  have  you.;-— 
And  what  art  thou  ? 

3  Poor.  A  -soldier,  that  hath  served  against 
the  Scot 

Gav,    Why  there  are  hospitals  for  such  as 
you; 
I  have  no  war,  and  therefore,  sir,  be  ^one. 

SoL  Farewell,  and  perish  by  a  soldier's  hand. 
That  would'st  reward  them  with  an  hospital ! 

Gav.  Ay,  ay,  these  words  of  his  move  me  as 
much. 
As  if  a  goose  should  play  the  porcupine, 
And  dart  her  plumes,  thinking  to  pierce  my 

breast. 
But  yet  it  is  no  paiu  to  speak  men  fair ; 
Vll  flatter  these,  aud  make  tlieiu  live  iu  hope. 

[Mide. 
You  know  that  I  came  lately  out  of  France, 
And  yet  I  have  not  view^  niy  lord  the  king ; 
If  I  speed  well,  FU  entertain  you  all, 

Omnes.  VVe  tliank  your  worship, 

Gav.  I  have  some  business.      Leave  me  to 
myself. 

Otnnet.  We  will  wait  here  about  tlie  court. 

[Ejeunt: 

Gav.  Do: — these  are  not  men  for  me ; 
I  must  have  wanton  poets,  pleasant  wits. 
Musicians,  that  with  touching  of  a  string 
May  draw  the  pliant  king  which-way  £  please: 
'^Musick  and  poetry  are  his  delight; 
Therefore  Fll  have  Italian  masks  by  night. 
Sweet  speeches,  comedies,  and  pleasing  shows; 
And  in  the  day,  when  he  shall  walk  abroad. 
Like  Sylvan  nymphs  my  pages  sliall  tie  clad ; 
My  men,  like  satyrs  grazing  on  the^awns 
Shall  with  their  goat^feet  dance  tlie  antick  hay. 
Sometimes  a  luyely  boy  in  Dian*8  shape. 
With  hair  that  gilds  the  water  as  it  glides, 
Crownets  of  pearl  about  his  naked  arms. 
And  in  his  sportful  hands  an  olive-tree, 
To  hide  those  parts  which  men  delight  to  see, 


Shalt  batfio  hiim  in  &  s^ug;  and  diere  hard-4iyi 
'"^One,  like  Acteon  peeping  throo^  thegrove^ 
Shall  by  the  angry  ^diess  be  transform^. 
And  running  in  the  likeness  of  an  hart, 
By  yelping  hounds  pulfd  down,  shall  seem  to  die  ^ 
Such  tnings  as^  these  best. please  his  majesty. 
My  lord  here  comes ;  the  king  and  the  nobles, 
From  the  parliament.    Fll  stand  aside* 

Enter  the  King,  Lancaster,  Mortimer  senior^ 
MoRTiuEn  junior,  Edmund  Eart  of  Kent, 
Gt?Y  jEflr/o/' Warwick,  Sfc, 

Edzo.  Lancaster. 

Lan.  My  lord. 

Gav.  That  earl  of  Lancaster  do  I  ahhor.  [Atide* 

Edw.  Wili  you  not  grant  me  tins?  In  spite  of 
them 
Fll  have  my  will;  and  these  two  Mortimers, 
That  cross  me  thus,  shall  know  I  am  displeased. 

Mort.  ten.  If  you  love  us,  my  lord,  hate  Gave- 
-ston.  .    , 

Gav.  Hiat  villain,  Mortimer,  Fll  be  his  death. 

[Atide. 

Mort.jun,  Mine  uoqIc  here,  this  earl,  and  I 
myself. 
Were  sworn  unto  voiir  father  at  his  d^th. 
That  he  sh.aukl  neer  return  into  the  realme  : 
And  knowj  my  lord,  ere  I  will  break  my  oath. 
This  sword  of  mine,  that  should  offend  your  foes. 
Shall  sleep  within  the  scabbard  at  thy  need, 
And  underneath  thy  banners  march  who  will. 
For  Mortimer  will  hang  his  armour  up. 

Gav.  Mort  dieu  /  [Asitfe^ 

Edw,  Well»  Mortimer,  Fll  make  thee  rue  these 
words. 
Beseems  it  thco  to  contradict  thy  king? 
Frown'st  thou  thereat,  aspiring  Lancaster  ? 
The  sword  shall  plain  the  furrows  of  thy  brows,  "x 
AikI  hew  these  knees  that  now  are  grown  so  stiflT*^ 
I  will  have  Gaveston ;  and  you  shall  know 
What  danger  'lis  to  stand  against  your  kinz. 

Gav.  Well  done,  Ned.  [Aside.. 

Lan,  My  lord,  why  do  yon  thus  incense  your 
peers. 
That  naturally  would  love  and  honour  yon^ 
But  for  that  base  and  obscure  Gaveston  ? 
Four  earldoms  have  I,  besides  Lancaster; 
Derby,  Salisbury,  Lincoln,  Leicester : 
These  will  I  sell,  to  give  my  soldiers  pay, 
£re  Gaveston  shiill  stay  within  the  realm ; 
iriierefore,  if  he  be  come,  expel  him  straight. 


'3  MwHe  and  pottty,  &c.-^How  exactty  the  aothor,  as  the  learned  Dr  Hurd  otMerves,  fias  painted  fbr 
humour  of  the  times  which  esteemed  masks  and  ihoW8%s  the  highest  Indulgence  that  could  be  pruvidfil 
for  a  hixurious  and  happy  niooarcb,  we  niaj  see  iVotn  the  entertainment  provided,  not  many  years  after» 
for  the  reception  of  King  Jnmrs  at  Altbrop,  in  ^ortbamptooshire;  where  tU»  very  dndgn  of'  SiUmm 
ffymphM^  Satyrtf  and  Acttvn^  was  executed  m  a  masque  by  om  Jonf fii«-*Moral  and  Politick  Dlalogoci^ 
Vol.  I.  p.  Ii)4. 

'^  Ona  liku  Acteon^  &c.— See  Grim  HU  Colter  of  Cro^dau 
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Eim.  Buona and «arisy  joor pride hsthmade 
me  mute; 
But  DOW  Til  spemky  aod  to  the  proof,  I  hope. 
I  do  remember,  in  mr  father^s  days, 
*     Lord  Piercjf  of  the  North,  being  highly  moved, 
Braved  Moobery  in  presence  of  the  kinj^; 
For  which,  had  not  his  highness  loved  hiin  well. 
He  aboold  have  lost  his  Ivead ;  but  with  his  look 
The  undaunted  spirit  of  Piercy  was  appeaftd, 
And  ^oabery  and  he  were  reconciled. 
Yet  dare  you  brave  the  king  unto  his  face :— > 
Brother,  revenge  it,  and  let  these  their  heads 
w- Preach  upon  poles,  for  trespass  of  their  tongues. 
^     War.  O,  our  heads! 

JSdv.  Ay,  yours ;  and  therefore  I  would  wish 

you  grant — 
lf«r.  Bridie  thy  anp;er,  gentle  Mortimer. 
Jlfor.  jun,  I  cannot,  nor  I  will  not;  I  must 
speak. 
CooMn,  our  hands  I  hope  shall  fence  our  Iieads, 
And  strike  off  his  that  makes  you  threaten  us. 
Come,  uncle,  let  us  leave  the  brainsick  king. 
And  henceforth  parley  with  our  naked  swords. 
JHor.  sea.  Wiltshire  bath  men  enough  to  save 

our  heads. 
War.  All  Warwickshire  will  love  him  for  my 

sake. 
Lan.  And,  northward,  Gavestoo  hath  many 
friends. 
Adieu,  my  lord,  and  either  change  jrour  mind. 
Or  look  to  see  the  throne,  where  you  should  sit. 
To  float  in  blood;  and  at  thy  wanton  head, 
The'^  glozing  head  of  thy  base  miiiiou  thrown. 

[Exeunt  Nobiei. 
Edw.  I  cannot  brook  these  haughty  menaces; 
Aod  I  a  king,  and  mast  be  over-rul*d  ?— 
Brother,  dbplay  my  ensigns  in  the  field ; 


111  '^  bandy  with  the  barons  and  the  eaHs, 
Aod  either  die  or  live  with  Gaveston. 

Gave.  I  can  no  longer  keep  me  from  my  lord. 

Edw.  What,  Gavestou !  welcome— Kiss  not  m j 
hand; 
Embrace  me,  Gaveston,  as  I  do  thee. 
Why  shouid*st  thou  kneel  ? 
Know'st  thou  not  who  I  am? 
Thy  friend,  thyself,  another  Gavestoir! 
Not  Hilas  was  more  mourned  for  Hercules,    '^^ 
Than  thou  hast  been  of  me  since  thy  exile. 

Gave.  And  since  I  weut  from  hence,  uo  soul 
in  hell 
Hath  felt  more  torment  than  poor  Gaveston. 

Eclw,  I  know  it--^Brother,  welcome  home  mj 
friend. 
Now  let  the  treacherous  Mortimers  conspire, 
And  that  high-minded  enrl  of  Lancaiter : 
I  have  my  wi»h,  in  that  I  joy  thy  sight ; 
And  sooner  shall  the  sea  o'erwhelm  my  land. 
Than  bear  the  ship  that  shall  transport  thee  bcooe. 
I  here  create  thee  lord  high  chamberlain, 
Chief  secretary  to  the  state  and  me, 
Earl  of  Cornwall,  king  and  lord  of  Mao. 

Gave.  My  lord,  these  titles  far  exceed  my 
worth. 

Kent.  Brother,  the  least  of  these  may  well 
suffice  ' 

For  one  of  greater  birth  than  Gaveston. 

Ed».  Cease,  brother;  for  I  cannot  brook  these 
words. — 
Thy  worth,  sweet  friend,  is  far  above  my  gifti^ 
Therefore,  to  equal  it,  receive  my  heart; 
'^  If  for  these  dignities  thou  be  envied, 
m  give  thee  more ;  for  but  to  honour  thee. 
Is  Edward  pleased  with  kingly  regiment.  '^ 
Fear^st  thou  thy  persoa?  thou  shalt  have  a  guard 


■<  GlMlRf^Flattering.    See  Note  92  to  Jlexander  amd  CMHpmp^^  p.  U  L 

■6  Bamdif — Oppose  with  all  my  force,  totU  virihu  Me  opponere^  says  8k inner,  voce  handif, 

'7  Jf/ar  tke9e  difnUin  thou  be  envied— That  is,  hated ;  in  this  seme  the  word  is  frequently  used. 

Green*s  TkUoet  faUmg  out : — **  The  mayd  replyed,  that  she  spake  not  of  envy  to  Mm,  bat  of  meere  love 

she  bare  aato  Mm.** 

I«yly*s  Emphuesy  p.  47  : — "  Although  I  have  b^ae  bolde  to  invay  against  many,  yet  am  I  not  so  brutish 

tm  tmoie  tbem  alL" 

Ben  JoasQO*siXooti  is  m  An^  A*  S.  8. 5  x^ 


"And.Iarajustlypay'd, 


That  might  have  made  my  pro|^t  of  his  service; 
But  by  raiftaklog  have  drawn  on  Ait  ejuiy. 
And  dene  the  worst  defeat  upon  myself.*' 

See  also  Mr  Steevem*s  Note  on  the  Merdmd  of  Venice^  A.  4.  S.  1. 


'*  JUsr^ivfiMtii^-oKioi^ygoveraroent. 

Empkmo  mid  hU  Emgkmd,  p.  1 II  :•— 7As  regimeid  that  they  have  dependeth  upon  statute  law>  and  thai 

S.  Ot- 


is by  parliaawm,  dE€< 

AgaJa,  Aniaa^  aod  Cleopatra^  A.  3, 

**  Afii^  gives  his  potent  regiment  to  a  trull." 

See  Mr  Stcevcns*!  Note  on  the  H»t  pasagc.. 
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Want^sfc  thoa  gold  ?  go  to  my  treowiry. 
Woul^fst  thou  be  loved  and  feared?  rooehro  o^ 

seal, 
Save  or  condeum,  and  m  oar  naoie  oommai^  ..: 
What  90  thy  mind  nfkcUt  or  fancy  likes. 

Gave,  It  shall  suffice  roe  to  er^y  yoor  kire, 
Which  wMles  I  have,  I  think  myself  as  great 
As  Cmaar  riding  in  the  Roman  street, 
^ithcaj^ivekirig^^t^triampluuitoar.       f  . 

Enter  the  BUkapt^Coyj^iitiT^r' 
Edw.  Whither  gnes  my  lord  of  Covcnt»y  so 

fast? 
Bish.  Tb  celelraie  yoar  fatherV  exeiiaiea.      ^ 
Bat  is  that  wicked  Gavestoo  returned  f 
Edw.  Ay,  priest  and  Eves  to  he  revenged  on 
thee, 
lliat  wert  the  only  cause  of  his  ettle.. 

GcPf.  Tis  true;  and  but  for  re\'ereiioe  of  these 
ro!>68,'   '  ""      ^ 

Tho^'shdoid'st  not  plod  one  loot  teyieiKl  this 
phiee. 
Buk.  IdidnoiDoretiMQl«KtslKMl94J»4liM 
And,  Gaveston,  unless  thou  he  redaimedy 
As  then  I  did  incense  the  parliaiii#nt|, 
So  Willi  BOW,  and  thou  ihalt  hac*  to  France. 
GoM.  ftiting  yoiir  fevei«iiae,.ylNi  WW*  pMilon 

Jg^.  Throw  off  his  goMen  tmM,  vMHt^  Im» 
stole,  "     > 

And  10  the  channel  (;)lristen  him  siieir**      ^ 
Kent.  AK  brother,  lay  not  TafiaiK  Iwm*  on 
hitn, 
tor  hell  conu)laitt  onto  the  sec^if  Rdtae. 

Gave.  Let  him  complain  onto  th«  see  of  hell, 
ni  he  re? <?ng6d  on  him  fer  ray  eadler 

Edw.  No,  spare  his  life,  but  »ebi  opoa  ka 
goods; 

Be  thou  lord  bishop^  and  receive  his  rents, 
And  make  him  serve  thee  as  thy  chaplain: 
I  give  him  thee— here,  use  him  as  thou  wilt 
Gave.  Ke  shall  to  prison,  and  there  die  in  koltB^ 
Edw.  Ay,  to  the  Tower,  the  Fleet^.oe  where  tho« 
wilt.  ^.^   , 

Biah.  For  this  oflfeoce,  be  thoa  accurst  of  God% 
Eda.  Who's  there  ^  Convey  this  priest  tp  the 

.    Towr- 

Biih.  Do,  do. 

Edw.  But  in  the  mean  time^  Oav^eston,  away,^ 
And  take  possession  of  his  house  and  goods. 
Come,  follow  me,  and  thoa  shalt  have  my  gMyft. 
To  see  it  done,  and  hnng  thee  safe  aggm.   jk 

Gave.  What  should  a  priest  do  wuh  so  imr  a 
house?   .       •  '  '    .. 

A  prison  may  best  beseem  Ws  holinesa. 

Enier  hih  the  Mortimjees,  ^ffARWici ,  <»Mf 
Lancasteb.  '  "      I 


War.  Tis  true!  the  UAop  is  in  dw  To#er, 
And  goods  and  body  given  to  Gare^tnn. 

Lan.  What!  wift^tfcvcy  tymniiise  apMi  iw 
church  ? 
Ah,  wicked  king!  accursed Ga^reston f 
This  ground,  which  is  oorropled  with  their  steps^ 
Shall  be  thdr  timejess  sepulchre,  or  mine. 
Mor.  jun.  Well,  let  that  peevish  Frenchman 
guard  him  sore; 
Unless  his  breast  be  sword-procff,  he  AaH  di^. 
Mor.  9/tK.  IIuw  ttowi  why  droops  the  earl  of' 

Lancaster? 
Mot.  jun.  Whewfbro  is  Guy  of  Warwick  dis- 
content f 
Lan.  That  vUlaui  Oaveston  u  made  an  earl.. 
Mor.  $en.  An  earl ! 

War.  Av,  and  besides^  lord  chamberhun  of 
the  reafan. 
And  secretary  too,  and  lord  of  Man. 
Afor.  ten,  Wti'maynot,  nor  we  will  not  snfier 

this, 
Mor.  jun.  y^j  post  we  not  from  henoe  t» 

levy  men^ 
Lan.  My  ford  of  ComwaQ  now,  at  e^ry  word ! 
And  happy  is  the  man  whom  he  vouchsares, 
''  For  vamng  of  hb  bonnet,  on^  good  look. 
Thus,  arm  in  arm,  the  king  and  he  doth  march  ^ 
Nay  more,  the  guard  upon  his  Ibrdship  waits; 
And  aU  the  court  begins  to  flatter  him.    ' 

War.  Thusleaning  on  theshoulder  of  the  king, 

lie  nod9,  and  scorns^  and  smiles  at  tho^  that  pass.. 

Mor.  ten.  Doth  nb  inaA  take  exceptions  at  the 

skvef 
Lan.  AH  stmnach  Um,  but  none  dare  sp^  a 

word. 
Mor.  jun.  Ah,  that  bewrays  their  basenesf » • 
l4mcaster. 
Were  all  the  earis  and  barons  of  my  mind. 
Well  hale  him  from  the  boaom  of  tlie  king. 
And  at  the  court-gate  bang  the  peasant  ud; 
Who,  swoln  with  venom  of  ansbitious  pride, 
Will  be  the  ruin  of  the  reaha  and  us. 

,     ^sr  tba  JrchbUhop  qfC^vi^tn^vtiYp 

War.  Here  comes  my  lord  of  Caater^ryV 

grace. 
Zan^  His  countenance  bewrays  he  it  displeased. 
ArcL  Fir^  were  his  sacred  garmjents  rent  and 

torn,.  , 
Then  laid  they  npleot  hands  upon  him ;  next 
Himself  impnsonfd,  and  his  goods  asseiied : 
Thlscarti^,  tha  jpppe }— awav,  take  horse. 
JEoa.  mj  lord,  will  yoo  take  arms  against  the 

king?  , 
Jrch.yna^  naod%l  God  himMlf  is  «p  ia 
'.   aHhs, 
^IThen  nolenoe  M  offered  to  the  cfatifeh. 


-r^ 
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*.  JKr.^Mfs  llit%ivlftfoiijoin;iiiili)iSy  itet  U 
.  Arek^  WlMUdaeyiny  lord»?lbritailKoenitiiM 


^Slm  hwimprioof  Cqmitiy  i»  hia, 

Mor.jtm^  Madam,  wbitber  walka  yoar  ma^ 

Qiu»ii.  UotQ  |h«  foMft,  Mf»tl«  Mortimer^ 
^9  UvQ  io  grief  and  balafia  liilopQlim ; 
For  DOW  BKjr  b^^  the  king  mmtiIs  ma  aol^    . 
B^  doats  apoA  iha  lore  of  O^wmm 
He  da^hif  cbeekt,  aiMJlhaiipflKMit  hiaiie^ 
dmiles  m  his  ^Mt,  and  whkf^n  ia  hk  ears  |  . 
And  wfa^  I  ooma.  l|a  Ab|m%  .u  who  «li9iiSd 
«J>  .        .         *  .      . 

00  whitbtr  thaa  wilt,  tada^  t  have  GaiUBitoik/ 
Mior.iem.  Iiit  not  ^tm^f^  t>m  b^  ii  dm^b^ , 

witchad? 
Jilar,  jMi^  l4adiN%  9«iani  unto;  iha  ao«H  i^gftiii : 
That  Ay  ioveigling  Fnmcbmao  we*il  aaile, 
Or  loaa  o«r  Tiv^  9  and  jwicfe  that  dMcoiae^ 
The  Ubk  ihall  lose  his  crowo ;  foQ  .Vf a  (avQ  fNSwer, 
And  oouraiBe  too,  to  be  ravanftsd  at  fulL 
•jfrcA.  But  yet  lift  aot  ^oar  swords  agmoit  the 

Za»,  No ;  but  we'll  lift  Gaveston  from  hence. 
War.  And  war  mast  be  tba  means,  or  he'll 

stajstilL   ^  , 

Queem,  Then  let^him  stay;  for  frather  thap  my 

lord  ^  ■  i 

/Shall  be  oppressed  with  civil  iiiHtiiue% 

1  wtil  endure  a  melanchoty  lilfe, 
^nd  let  turn  frolic  wi$h  his  minion.   , 

.^IrcA.  My  lords^  to  ease  nil  thi%.  buthear  me 

We  and  the  rest,  that  are  his  coonseUorf^ 
MTill  jbeet|  #nd  with  a  general  consent 
Conficm  nis  banishment  with  our  (mi)^  ajid  sealsi 
Jm,  What  we  ^pnfiroit  the  king  will  frustrate,' 
Mgr,jwh  Then  may  we  lawfdly  revolt  from 

him. 
War,  But  say«  my  lord^  wherp  shall  this  meet* 

Arek,  At  the  new  Temple, 
Mor.juM.  Content 

ArdL  AjyL  in  the  meantitncu^ni  intreat  you 
aU  :  : 

To  cross  to  L^mbetlL  and  there  stay  with  me. 
Xan;  .C^ma  then,  Ws  awav. 
M>r,Jun,  IfftAi^  farewell !  f 

C)lM»«  Fapjiw^  sweet  Dlortiipcr;  im^  fot 
"^^  nay  sake,' 
forbear  to  levy  arms  ai^ainst  the  kinji^ 

Mof.jun.  Aye,  if  words  will  serv^;  if  it(^'  I 
mast  •  >, ,  [£jrstiiifr 

Emier  Gayebtov,  and  the  Earl  ^K«iit. 
0««e.  Edmupdy  tfao  »%{bty  yrinc»  of  Ij^i* 


TliM  bath  more  earldfMM  tinm  an  ass  am  Uar, 
And  both  the  Mortimers,  two  goodly  men. 
With  Guy  of  Warwick,  that  redoubted  knig^ 
Are  gone  towards  Laaiheth*^tbere  let  them  ra* 
mabi.  [Exeunip 

Enter  Kobles. 

Imo.  Here is  the  form  of  Gaveston's  eiila: 

May  it  please  your  kmbhip  to  snbteriha  yoor 

name. 
,   Arch.  Give  me  the  paper. 

Xoa.  Qoidky  qaick,  ray  lord; 
1  WiHK  to  write  my  name.  *  *?  ' 

»    War.  But  I  long  more  to  sea  him  banidied 
hence^ 
iior.jan.  The  name  of  Moi^Mr  diall  fright 
the  king, 
Unless  be  be  dM^ned  from  diat  base  peasant, 

Enter  the  King  and  GaVestox. 
^Ar.  What llu«  you  moYdd that Gamtw)  tits 
here? 
It  18  our  ple^Mlilai  we  will  have  it  si[». 
Lam  Yam  giaoa  doth  wall  to  place  hhn  by 
yonrsid^^   . 
For-iio  where  «lse  the  new  ^rl  is  so  safe. 
Mar.  sea.  What  man  of  noble-birth  can  brook 
thissight! 
Qiiam  laaie  etfiinsa^al  / 
See  what  a  scornful  look  the  peasant  casts ! 
Pern.  Can  kiagly  liona  faiwi^PO  creeping  ants? 
War*  IlCboUa  vassal  i  tbat»  like  Pbsieto% 
Aspirest  unto  the  guidance  of  the  son« 
i§4ft.jmn.  Thmrdo«Qlaliiss»hand,Mrf<l|w 
oes  down  J  .  ^  u 
We  will  Dot  thus  (m  fi^ad  and  evaiwpeered. 
SUbuf.  Lay  hands  ou  that  tndtar  Mortimer  I 
Mar.  ssf|.  lay  hands  on  that  traitor  ^Gaveston  i 
Kent.  Is  this  the  duty  thfif  youo^e  your  king;? 
War.  We  knew  our  dntiaife^lei;him  )uiow  hw 

'peifers^      '  • ' 

JSdv.  Whither  will  yan.bear  him?,  Stay,  or  ye 

shall  die.  -  . .   >. 

Mor.  iM.  Weare  no  traitor^  therefore  threat- 

^  en  not.-  •■  .-,•    .'•.^■>..    -  •■• 
Gave.  No  I  thr|ata»no(^jnyilQni,  hot  pay  them 
borne!  '^ 

Jlbr^/M^TiMa  ^riUain !  wherefore  talk'st  then 
'       ofia-kia^         ;      -it..  -.( 
Hmt  bufdhr  aM9fentleaiaaJb|t4iinh?. . 

Edm*  Were  has  peasant,  Mi^.n^  minion^ . 
ni^m^edie  psoodaa^of  yon  Jfeoop  lo  him. 

Lan.  Mylord,yoomaynotthnsdisiiarageus.-<* 
Away,  l4i^  frith  hMfiil  Qaveston. 

JMori  sen.  And  with  the  earl  of  Kent,  tbat  fa- 

ironrs  him. 
Edi.  Nay,  the^'  lAy  Violent  bandaupon  your 
king.  *     *     " 

Here,  Mortimer,  rit  thou  in  Edward's  throne ; 
Warwiek  and  Lancaster,  \reair  you  my  crown : 
.  W^  eyer  king  thus  over-ruled  as  J  f 
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Lan,  Learn  then  to  rule  as  better^  and  die 

realm. 
JWor.  jun.  What  we  liave  done. 
Our  heart-biood  shall  maintain. 

War.  Think  juu  that  we  can  brook  this  up- 
start pride  ? 
Edw,  Anger  and  wrathful  fury  stops  my  speech. 
Arch,  Why  are  you  moved  ?  be  pttt^ot,  my 
lord,  ^ 

And  see  wliat  we,  your  counsellors,  have  done. 

Mor.jun.  My  lords,  now  let  us  all  be  resolute, 
Aud  either  hare  our  wills,  or  lose  oar  lites. 
Edw.  Meet  you  for  this?   proud  overndaring 
peers! 
Ere  my  sweet  Gaveston  shall  part  from  me, 
/ITiis  isle  shall  *®  fleet  upon  the  ocean, 
And  wander  to  the  unfrequented  Inde ! 

Arch,  You  know  that  I  am  legate  to  the  pope ; 
On  your  allegiance  to  the  see  of  Rome, 
.  Subscribe,  as  we  have  done,  to  his  exile. 

Mor.jun.  Cursd  him,  if  he  refuse ;  and  then 
may  we 
Depose  hii«,  and  elect  another  king. 

Ed».  Ay,  there  it  goes,  but  yet  1  irill  not  yield : 
Curse  roe,  depose  jne,  do  the  worst  you  can ! 
Lan,   Then  linger  not,  my  lord,  but  do  it 

straight. 
Arch.  Remember  how  the  bishop  was  abused ! 
Either  banish  him  that  was  tlie  cause  thereof. 
Or  I  will  presently  discharge  these  lords 
Of  duty  and  allegiance  doe  to  thee. 

Edw,  It  boots  me  not  to  threat— I  must  speak 


Edm.  I  see  I  mqst,  aad  therefore  am  oootenC. 
Instead  of  ink,  Til  write  it  with. my  tears. 

Mor.jun,  The  king  is  love-sick  for  bb  aioioo. 
Edm'*T\s  done— a^  now,  aocorted  hand !  fail 

off! 
Lan,  Give  it  me— I'll  hare  it  poUisbed  in  the 

streets. 
JIfor.  jun,  ril  see  him  presently  dispatcbad 

away. 
Arch.  Now  is  my  heart  at  ease. 
War.  And  so  is  mine. 
Ptm,  This  will  be  good  newt  to  the  comaion 

sort 
ilfor.  ten.  Be  it  or  no,  he  shall  not  finger  here. 
[Ex€wiit  Nobles. 
Edw.  How  fast  they  run  to  banish  hhn  1  love ! 
They  would  not  stir,  were  it  to  do  me  good. 
Why  should  a  king  be  subject  to  a  priest? 
Proud  Rome  \  dial  hatcbest  such  imperial  grooms. 
For  these  thy  superstitious  taper-lights, 
Wherewith  thy  Antichristian  churches  blaze, 
111  fire  thy  crazed  buildings,  and  enforce 
Thy  papal'towere  to  kiss  Uie  lowly  sround  ! 
With  shiughtered  priests  may  Tyber^s  channel 

swell,  * 
And  banks  rise  higlier  with  their  sepnlchres ! 
As  for  the  peers,  that  back  the  deq^  thus, 
If  I  be  kin^  not  one  of  them  shall  live. 


fair: 
The  legate  of  the  pope  will  be  obeyed.— [Jf»(/«. 
My  lord,  you  shall  be  chancellor  of  the  realm ; 
Thou,  Lancaster,  high  admiral  of  our  fleet; 
Young  Mortimer  and  his  unde  shall  be  earls; 
And  you,  lord  Warwick,  president  of  the  North ; 
And  thou  of  Wales.    If  this  content  you  no^ 
Make  several  kingdoms  of  this  monarchy, 
And  share  it  equally  amongst  you  all ; 
So  I  may  have  some  nook  or  corner  left, 
To  frolic  with  my  dearest  Gaveston. 

Arch.  Nothing  shall  alter  us-«we  are  resolved. 

Lati,  Come,  come,  subscribe. 

A/or.  jun.  Why  should  you  love  htm. 
Whom  the  world  Iiates  so  r 

Edw.  Because  he  loves  me  more  than  all  the 
world. 
Ah  !  none  but  rude  and  savi^(p-minded  men. 
Would  seek  the  ruin  of  my  Gaveston ; 
You,  that  be  noble  born,  ^uld  pity  him. 

War,  You,  that  are  princely  bom,  should  shake 
him  off; 
For  shame,  subscribe !  and  let  the  loon  depart 

Jlor.  ten.  Urge  him,  my  lord. 

Arch.  Ate  you  content  to  banish  ham  the 
realm? 


Enter  Gaveston. 

/  Gave,  Mv  lord,  I  hear  it  whispered  erery-where, 
rThat  I  am  banished,  and  must  fly  the  land. 
"    Edw,  Tis  true,  sweet  Gaveston— Oh !  were  it» 
were  it  false ! 
The  legate  of  the  pope  will  have  it  so. 
And  thou  must  hence,  or  I  shall  be  deposed. 
But  I  will  reign  to  be  revenged  of  them ; 
And  therefore,  sweet  frieud,  take  it  patiently. 
Live  where  thou  wilt,  1*11  sehd  thee  gold  enough  ; 
And  long  thou  shalt  not  stay,  or,  if  thou  do'st,' 
IMl  come  to  thee ;  my  love  shall  nVer  declme. 
L  -*  Gave.  Is  all  my  hope  turned  to  this  hell  of  grief? 
n      Edw,  Rend  not  my  heiirt  with  thy  too  piercing 
words  t 
Thou  from  this  land,  I  from  myself  am  banished. 
Gave,  To  go  from,  hence  grieves  not  poor  Gavie- 
ston ; 
But  to  forsake  you,  in  whose  gracious  looks 
The  blessedness  of  Gbtveston  remains; 
For  no  where  else  seeks  he  felicity. 

Edw.  And  only  this  torments  my  wretched  soul. 
That,  whetlier  I  will  or  no,  thou  must  depart. 
Be  governor  of  Ireland  in  my  stead. 
And  there  abide  till  fortune  call  thee  home. 
Here  take  my  picture,  and  let  me  wear  thine-    , 
O,  might  I  keep  thee  here,  as  I  do  this, 
Happy  were  I !  but  now  most  miserable  ! 
OoM.  Tis  something  to  be  pitied  of  a  kia|. 


**'  JW.— Ffee*  it  the  old  word  fotjloai  .See  Notes  by  Mr  Steeveos.  Mr  Trflet,  tad  Mr  Tyrwhltt,  on 
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Eim,  Thon  fAnlt  not  beMl»— Ftt  Mde  thee, 

Gavesion. 
Otne,  I  shall  he  fimod,  and  then  'twill  grlere 

me  more. 
Bdm,  Kind  words,  and  mutual  talk,  makes  our 
grief  greater: 
Therefore,  with  dumb  emhracement,  let  us  fmrt — 
Stinr,  Gave^CDU,  I  eannot  leave  thee  thus. 

Uave.  For  every  look,  my  love  drops  down  a 
tear: 
"  Seeing  T  roust  ^  do  not  renew  my  sorrow. 

E&,  The  time  is  little  that  thou  hast  to  stay, 
And  therefore  give  me  leave  to  look  my  fill : 
But  oome,  sweet  friend,  lit  bear  thee  on  thy  way. 
Oave,  The  peers  will  frown. 
'Bdw,  I  pass  not  for  their  anger^Come,  let'em ; 
O  that  we  might  as  well  return  as  go ! 

Emier  EpaivKO  tmd  Q»em  Isabbu 

Queen.  Whither  goes  my  lord  f 

Sdw,  Fawn  not  on  me,  French  strumpet!  get 

thee  gone. 
Queen,  On  whom  but  on  my  husband  shoqld  I 

fawn?  j^ 

Cave,  On   Mortimer!    witi^hom,  ungentle 
•  queen — 

J  say  no  more— -Judge  you  the  rest,  my  lord. 
Queen,  In  saying  this,  thou  wrong*st  me.  Gave- 
ston: 
Is*t  not  enough  that  thou  cnrrupt'st  my  lord, 
^And  art  a  bawd  to  his  afibctions, 
^  But  thou  must  call  mine  honour  thui  in  question  I 
Gave,  I  mean  not  so;  your  grac^  must  pardon 

me. 
Edw,  Thou  art  too  familiar  with  that  Mortimer, 
And  by  thy  means  is  Gaveston  exiled ; 
But  I  would  wish  thee  reconcile  the  lords, 
Or  thou  shalt  ne'er  be  reconciled  to  me. 

Queen,  Your  highness  knows  'it  lies  not  in  my 
*  power. 

Bdw,  Away  then !  touch  me  not— <^ome,  Gave- 
ston. 
Queen.  Villain !  'tis  thou  that  robust  me  of  my 

lord. 
Oave,  Madam !  *tis  you  that  robs  me  of  my  lord. 
£dw.  Speak  not  unto  her;  let  her  droop  and 

pine. 
Queen.  Wherein,  my  lord,  have  I  deserved  these 
words  ? 
Witness  the  tears  that  Isabefia  ^ds, 
Witness  thi^  heart,  that,  sighing  for  thee,  breaks^ 
fiow  dear  my  lord  is  to  poor  Isabel. 

Edw,  And  witness  heaven  how  dear  thou  art  to 
me! 
There  weep ;  for  till  my  Grar^ton  be  reoealed. 
Assure  thyself  thou  com'st  not  in  my  sight. 

[Ejteunt  Edward  and  Gavcstom. 
Queen,  O  miserable  and  distressed  queen ! 
Would,  when  I  left  sweet  France,  and  was  em* 

barked, 
That  charming  Ciroe,  walking  on  the  waves, 
Had  changed  my  shape,  or  at  the  marriage-day 
The  cof^  OT  Hymen  had  been  full  of  poison, 


Or  with  those  arms  that  (wined  about  my  nedc| 
I  had  been  stifled,  and  not  lived  to  see 
The  king  my  lord  thus  to  abandon  me ! 
Like  frantic  Juno  will  I  fill  the  earth 
With  ghastly  murmur  of  my  sighs  and  cries^ 
For  never  doated  Jove  on  Ganymede    ^*-' 
So  much  as  he  on  cursed  Gaveston. 
But  that  will  more  exasperate  his  wrath  t 
I  must  intreat  him,  1  must  speak  him  fair^ 
And  he  a  means  to  call  home  Gaveston: 
And  yet  he*ll  ever  doat  on  Gaveston ; 
And  so  am  I  for  ever  miserable. 

Enter  tht  Nobles. 

Lan,  Look  where  the  sister  of  the  king  of 
1^  France 

^itff  wringing  of  her  hands,  and  beats  her  breast! 
War.  I1ie  king,  I  fear,  hath  ilMreated  her. 
Pern,  Hard  is  the  heart  that  injures  such  a  saint. 
Mor.jun.  1  know  'tis  long  of  Gaveston  the^ 

weeps. 
Mor,  sen.  Why,  he  is  gone. 
Mor.jun,  Madam,  how  fares  your  grace? 
Qtieea.  Ah !  Morthner !  now  breaks  the  king*t 
hate  forth. 
And  he  confessetfa  that  he  loves  me  not. 
Mor.jun,  Cry  quittance,  madam,  then,  an4 

love  not  him. 
Queen*  No,  rather  will  I  die  a  thousand  deatlis; 
And  yet  I  love  in  vain^— hell  ne'er  love  mc. 
Lan.  Fear  ye  not,  madam :  now  his  minionV 
gone, 
His  wanton  humour  will  be  quickly  left. 

Queen.  Oh  never,  Lencalter !  1  am  enjoined 
To  sue  unto  you  all  for  his  repeal ; 
This  wills  my  lord,  and  this  must  I  perform. 
Or  else  be  hanisbed  from  his  highness^  presence. 
Lan,  For  his  repeal,  madam !  he  comes  not 
back. 
Unless  the  sea  oaft  up  hb  shipwrecked  body. 

War,  And  to  behold  so  sweet  a  si^it  as  that, 
There's  none  here  but  would  run  his  horse  to  deadu 
Mor.jun,  But,  madam,  would  you  Imve  us  call 

him  home? 
Queen,  Ay,  Mortimer;  for,  till  he  be  restWd^ 
The  angry  king  hiMh  banished  roe  the  court; 
And  therefore,  as  thon  lov'st  and  tender'st  me^ 
Be  thou  roy  advocate  unto  these  peers. 
Mor.jun.  What !  would  yon  hsve  ine  plead  fior 

Gaveston? 
JIfot*.  sea.  Plead  for  him  he  that  will,  I  am  re- 
solved. 
Lan.  And  so  am  I,  my  lord;  dissuade  the  queen. 
Queen.  O  Lancaster !  let  him  dissuade  the  kin^ 
Tor  'tis  JEigainst  my  will  he  should  return. 
War.  Then  speak  not  for  him,  let  the  peasant  go» 
Queen,  Tk  for  myself  I  speak,  and  not  for  him, 
Fern,  No  speaking  will  previul,  and  therefora 


Mor,Jun,  Fair  queen,  forbear  to  angle  for  the 


r,Jun 
fish. 


Which,  being  caught,  strikes  htm  tha^  takes  it 
dead; 


£DWA«P  il. 


IM^MOHV 


I  meta  thtt  irile  torpaibi  GaT«tto8» 
lliat  oour,  I  bopc^  floau  ou  the  Iruih 

Queen,  Sweet  Mortimer^  sit  down  b^  me  m  whil^ 
Aod  I  will  tell  thee  tmsom  of  such  weighty      , 
^8  tboa  wilt  8000  subscribt  to  |iis  repeal. 

Mor,jun^^  It  is  hmpossible}  but  speak  jfomr 
mind. 

Queen.  Then  thai;  twt  ikni«  ^h^  hear  it  but 
ourselves.     „   , 

Im,  My  lordsialb^  the  que^  win  Mortimer, 
YfiW  jott  be  reaolute^  and  bold  with  me/, . 

MoTm  ten.  Not  1,  against  mj  nephew. 

Peai.  Fear  DOty  the  queen's  words  cannot  atter 
him. 

W'tfr.  No?  dobolioarlibow^Miieftljrsfaepleads. 

Len.  And  see  bow  coldly  his  lo<9ks/Dake  deni^ 

Wmr*  She  smiles;  soar  ^or,  my  bfe  bis  mmAm 
chaated.    ^    ^     ^ 

Jtan.  Ill  rather  lose  bis  friendsh^»  I»|han  grant 

Mor.iun,  Well,  of  ne^e^fiiu  it  m«st  be  so. — 
lily  lords,  that  I  abhor  base  Giivesrom 
I  hope  your  hoooors  make  no  qufstipn; 
And  tberefore,  though  I  plead  for  his  repeal^ 
^18  not  for  bit  ^e,  butfor  o»r  apail : 
Nay,  for  the  realms  behoof,  ae4  for  the  kinrs. 

Lan,  Fie,  Mortimert  dis)ionenr  pot  jthyseu  ^ 
Qui  tbif  be  true,  'twas  ^spod  tQ  |bani%b  hiip  f 
Aju)  is  this  true,  to  call  him  home, ag^in? 
Such  reasons  make  white  black,  iuid  deck  nighl  day. 

Mar^jun.  My  lord  of  Liocaster»  m«rk  the  re- 
spect. 

Lam,  In  no  respect  can  contraries  be  true. 

Queen^  Yet^  good  my  lord,  beer  whet  be  can 
^dledge. 

War.  All  that  he  speaks  is  ootMng,  we  fire  re* 
solved 

Mor.jun,  Do  yoa  not  wish  that  Gaveston  were 
•  dead-?  ,       ,.  ..       .        -« 

Pern,  I  would  he  were 

Jtfor./mi.  WInr  tea,  9^  lofdrg^  «ie  but  leave 
tomsk 

Jler.sM.  But,  nephew,  do  not  play  the  sopbisler. 

Mmrpjm%  Tbiswbiob  iM^i^of  ^bttmingseal. 
To  meod  the  king,  and  do  owr  o^iHltry  good. 
Know  yoa  0ot  Oaveito»  hath  sto^e  of  gold,^ 
Which  nm  in  Irelopd  ntrckiiM  bioi  io^  frtiodi^ 
As  ho  will  froat  the  m«MMt  ofue  nWi 
And  whereas  be  sbaN  Kve  apd  bo  beloved, 
lis  hard  for  «•  to  work  Eb  overthrow* 

War,  Mark  you  but  that,  my  Iqrd  of  Lancaster. 
-   Jker^jwu.  BotWfielieli^re.dfteptodaslieiF, 
How  easiljf  might  some  base  sltvo  be  suborned, 
To  CMOC  1m  lordbittip  with  a  poynard,     . 
Apd  none  so  mucii  as  blame  the  marderer, 
But  rather  praise  him  for  tjinnX  bfav^eittffrtp^ 
And  in  the  cbrooide  en^  bis  n^me; 
For  pufging  of  the  reahn  of  foch  ^plagike? 

ttnu  Ho  saith  true.  ' 

iaa.  At,  but  how  chance  thb  was^oi  done  bc^ 

Mor.jum  Because,  my  lordi^  it  Win  not  thoi^ht 


Nay,  fldCre^  when  be  ihall  know  ii  iiet  in  ot 


Tq  hmmk  h^  M  tb^.lo  o^  him  bfne} 
'Twill  make  him  vail  the  top-mig  of  h^  pride^ 
And  fear  to  o0end  the  meaj|est  noblemoflu  ^ 

Mor,  Men.  But  how  if  he  do  not,  nephew? 

Jiior.jun.  Tb^n  m|iy  w^  with  aoq^  colour  risf 
in  arm# : 
JFor,  howsoever  we  hare  ^orae  it  ou^ 
Tis  treason  to  be  up  against  the  kia||; 
So  shall  we  have  the  people  on  qnr  si4e,^  ; 
Which  for  his  fathei^s  sake  lean  to  ^  kiog^ 
But  cannot  brook  a  oigbt-grown  mushrump^ 
Such  a  one  as  my  lord  of  .Qomwal  i^ 
Should  bear  as  down  of  the  nobility. 
And  when  the  commops  and  the  nobles  join,.     . 
Tis  not  the  kina  can  bulkier  Gavestop, 
We'll  puU  him  from  the  stroiw^  bold  be  batb. 
Uy  lords,  if  to  perform  thi^  Ibt  "kick. 
Think  me  as  baise  a  noom  as  Oavestoo. 

Lan.  On  that  con  Ation,  Lancaster  will  grant. 

War.  And  so  will  Pembroke  aoi.L  ^ 

Hansen.  And  I. 

Mar.jun.  In  this  I  count  me  bi^ilgF  gratified. 
And  Mortimer  will  rest  at  your  cpmmand^ 

Queen.  Aod^en  this  favour  Isabel  forgets^ 
Then  let  her  li^^kbandoned  and  forlorn* 
But  see  in  happy  time,  my  lord  the  king,        • 
Having  brouf^  the  Earl  of  Comwal  en  bit  waij^ 
la  new  retun^ed.  This  news  fvill  j^ad  him  mj^n  ; 
Vet  not  so  much  as  me ;  I  love  hmi  more 
Than  Iff  can  Gavettoo.  .  Would  he  loved  m% 
But  half  so  much !  then  were  I  treble  blessed. 


L 


Enter  Kin^  EbWAED,  mokming. 

Edm.  He's  gone,  and  for  his  absence  dius  X 

9>oonv  ' 

id  never  sorrow  go  so  near  my  hearcr 
As  doth  the  want  of  my  sweet  Gaveston ! 
And  could  my  crown's  revenue  bring  him  back^ 
I  would  freely  giv^  it  to  nis  enemies, 
An()  think  I  gained,  having  bought  so  dear  a  friend. 
L  Queen.  Bjirk!  how  he  harpv  upon  his  miaioa. 

Edw.  My  heart  is  as  an  anvil  unto  sorrow,   \y 
Which  beau  opop  it  like  the  CycloM  hammers,^ 
And  with  the  noise  turns  up  my  giody  brain, 
And  makes  me  franlic  for  my  Gaveston. 
Ah !  badapme  bloodless  fury  rose  from  hell, 
And  with  my  kinglv  sceptre  strudt  me  dead. 
When  I  was  forced  to  leave  nqr  Gaveslvm !: 

Lan.  Diablo,  what  passions  call  you  these? 

Queen.  My  graoioas  k)rd,  I  come  to  bring  ypn 


Edw.  That  von  have  parlyod  with  your  Morti- 

Queen.  That  Gavealan,  my  lord,  shall  be  re* 

peal'd^  « 
Edm.  R^ealedi  the  new«  is  too  sweet  to  b9 

.tn>o!  * 

Queen.  But  will  you  love  me^  if  joo  find  it  so  f, 
E^.  If  it  be  S0|  what  will  not  Edvrard  dq?- 
Queen.  For  Gaveston,  but  not  for  Isabel. 
£dby  Jor  fhe%  lair.qockfn;  if  then  Wfl 

Gaveston^ 
111  hang  a  gokhm  tooiaa  aboot  ;by  ned^ 


•3 


BVWAKs^  n. 


i$l 


OlMfM.  No  oilier  jewtlft  h«ag  iSout  nj  neck 
Than  tliei%  «i]f  »i  r  nor  lei  me  teve  tatm 

wetlth 
Hum  I  may  fotdi  Aom  Ais  rtoii 

0  bow  a  kisi  i^ivet  poor  Isabel! 
Edm.  Oaee  mora  receive  nrvba^  I  aad  \k 

tbiebe 
A  second  mairkge  ^twiaC  Ajadf  aMi  me. 

Queem,  And  maf  it  prove  more  happy  than  the 
tot! 
My  geade  b>rdy  bespeak  Ulete  nobles  §mtf 
Tnut  wait  attendaoce  for  a  gracious  look, 
And  on  their  knees  salote  jonr  Ifajesty. 

£db.  Coorafeoos  Lancaster,  embmoetbykio|g, 
And  as  groas  vapours  perish  bj  tfae  son. 
Even  so  let  bstied  willi  tby  tafwfmgn^aamiie ! 
live  thoo  with  me  as  mj  companion.: 

Xtfn.  This  eaintniion  ovcijoys  m  heart 

Edw.  Warwick  shall  be  mj  chiefest  oeunseUor  t 
These  silver  hairs  wA\  more  adorn  my  OMurt^ 
Hmn  gindy  sHks^  or  neb  embroidery; 
CInde  me,  sweet  Warwick,  if  I  go  astraic 
-  ITnr;  Sky^me^  my  lord,  wbea  I  o&nd  ynor 
grace. 

Edw.  InaolelKi  iriumphB^  and  in  pnblieihdws, 
mmbfoke  shail  bear  khe  swerd  hefbre  the  kii^. 

Fesf.  And  with  this  sword  Pefnbroke  will  fi^ 
foryoii. 

JBdb.  Bat  wherelbre  walks  yonng  MbfCimer 
aside  f 
Be  thin  commanded  of  oilr  royal  teet; 
Or,  if  that  loftv  office  **  like  thee  not, 

1  make  %liee  here  lord  marshal  of  the  realm. 

Mor.fun,  My  lord,  FU  marshall  so  your  ene- 
-^Ades,  •      '  -^  ^ 

As  Bngland  shall  be  quiet,  and  yon  safe. 

Edw,  Abdte  for  you,  lord  Mortimer  of  Chhrke, 
Whose  great  achievements  ht  oar  foreign  war 
Deserve  no  common  Dbkce,nOrltieanrewitrd; ' 
Be  yon  the  general  or  the  levied  troops, 
That  nowart  retjdv  to  asteilthe  Scots. 

Mar.  9tiL  In  this  ybar  gibde  hath  highly  hon- 
ooredme, 
For  wicb  tt^  mktiAv  wgr  d6dy  best  tet«. 

QnMn.  Now^  iribe  king  of  Si^kiml  rich  and 
"  ifttong,     t  1  •  .  •'  *    .1*. 
Having  the  love  of  btn  ftmmHtfJtp^em'     *^ 


BSm  Ayt  Imbnl,  nc^e^  wni  mylitnit  m  Htfit 
Clerk  of  ibe  cranm,  direet  onr  warrant  fortl^ 
For  Qanneiian  to  beland  fi  Bepomsnt,  ty^ 
As  fast  as  Iris^br  Jove^  Mevoaryl 

Bfaa.  It  ahall  bedone,  my  nrackms  lord. 

Edw,  Lord  Mortiteei^  we  Usave  yon  to  yonw 
cbarte. 
Now  let  4a  in  and  feast  il  iMgfn|v> 
Against  oor  fsiend  the  Earl  ^  Cnmwal  comes : 
Well  have ageneral  tik  ted  tonmament; 
And  then  bb  mnrriaga  shall  be  SQlai«iiind«  ' 
For  wot  you  not  that  I  bn«tr)nada  bimaare 
Ufito  our  coosin,  the*  Earl  of  Gkm^amt's  heir  f 

LoM,  Sack  newt  we  beaiv  wg  kntL 

Edw,  That  day,  if  notfbrbim|  ysl  for  mysake^ 
Who  in  Ibe  trimnpb  wiite  cbaUeager, 
Spare  for  no  cost,  we  will  requite  yonr  lovn. 

ITitf-.In  tUs,  or  aiig|it,yonrhliNinm  shall  cenr 


Edw.  Thanks,  gentib  Warwid^:  come,  let's  in 
and  revel.  [fjrennf. 

Manint  Moitiuers.  * 

Hbr.  sen.  Nepbevi^  I  most  In  Sooiland ;  thmr 
^smy'stbere. 
Lease  now  to  sppese  tbye<lf  MSBnut  dm  bin» 
Thou  see^  by  nntnre  hn  is  miM  and  cal  m : 
And,  seeian  bis  ndnd  so  doatswn  Gn^MSMmi 
Let  him  without  nontpebneat  have  bin  wiM% 
The  migbiteit  kinnB  haiv  biul  thei#  miniOQat 

Great  Aleianderiorediiephestion;     *"'^^    ' 
Theeonoonrinfi^HeNMlesforkiiHibNnpepC;  ' 
And  for  PMroekis  stern  AohiUea  drooped. 
And  noir  kings  only,  bat  the  wisest  mci^; 
The  Roman'TnHy  lomdOctavfins; 
Grave  SocMites,  wild  Ateibiadss. 
Tbnn  Wtbis  gnMNS  wbosn  youth  is  fleuble, 
And  promtsetb  as  much  as  we  can  wish, 
Freebr  enjoy  that  vain  bgbt^maded  enal ;  * 
For  nper  years  will  wean  him  from  snc^  lojrs. 
MoF.jun.  Unole^  Ins  wanton  hamoar  grienns 
aocme; 
Bat  thb'I  scorn,  thnt  nne  eo  basely  bom  i 

Shonid  by  bis  sosnreigB^  favour  grow  so  post^ 
And  riot  with  the  tueaaore  nf  tfae  realnu 
Wbile  soMiem  mntiny  for  want  of  papr. 
He  wears  a  lord's  resennt  on  bis  baok^ 
And,tlid*  Mm^ ««  he  jemiebi  tbe  cottit^ 


^'  Ii%saeeaf»-ScetbeNotetot?son«lia,p.i44k 

»*Hfrmhi    AHlbesiltismseedHccitr^    a  P. 

*'  HtJ€UHHtli€c0wrt-^T^JUkiUtatrut9bwU^mwdUtHmmfifVC^ 
,     So  hi  Greene's  Qmipfitrm  timUui  CourtieTf  ftc.  150t :— ^  To  see  in  that  place  such  a  strange  hcadlctie 
•nnarticrjgtfiiye  up  and  downe  llkelie~asber  of  a  feikse-scboole  about  to  play  hit  prise.'* 

Ibid— ^  Was  be  net  called  to  be  dictator  from  the pleagb,  and  after  maiqr  victories,  what,  did  ke^  up 
jmd  down  the  court,  hi  costly  garments  and  velvet  bseeebm}** 

Chnrcbyard*s  CkMnge,  1 5&,  p.  9iS  : 

<*  Some  in  their  ndlb  woidditT  aboat  the  baH." 

Beckkarli  JW-sma  •fUndm,  B.  S  :^«  How  viHabiy  j«ff«*  In  vUkt,  and  like  a  god  adeider' 
Pncfckar's  JslawsV  IHgta-mMtt,  fi[«  4,^*^!kiyJM$$dwf  end  downs  like  psend  tngedteok*'    . 
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With  hue  outlatidiih  ^  cnllioiis  &t  his  heels , 
"Whose  prood  fantastic  liveries  make  such  show, 
/Ab  if  that  Proteus,  god  of  shapes,  appeared. 
I  have  Dot  seen  a  dapper  jack  so  brisk; 
He  wears  a  short  Italian  hooded-doak. 
Larded  with  pearl,  and,  in  his  Tuscan  cap, 
A  jewel  bf  more  value  than  the  crown. 
While  others  walk  below,  the  king  and  he, 
Prom  out  a  window,  lau^  at  soch  as  we. 
And  flout  our  train,  and  jet  at  our  attire. 
Uncle,  'tis  this  that  makes  me  impatient. 

Mor,  sen.  But,  nephew,  now  you  see  the  king  is 
changed. 

Mor,  jun.  llien  so  am  I,  and  live  to  do  him 


But  wliilst  I  have  a  sword,  a  hand,  a  heart, 

I  will  not  yield  to  any  soch  upstart. 

Yoo  know  my  mind :  come,  uncle,  let's  away. 

[Exeunt, 

Ente^  Spencer  and  Baldqck. 

JBoL  Spencer,  seeing  that  our  lord  the  earl  of 
Glou'stcr's  dead, 
Which  of  the  nobles  dost  thou  mean  to  serve  ? 
,  I       Spen,  Not  Mortimer,  nor  any  of  his  side ; 
'I   Beomse  the  king  and  be  are  enemies. 
Baldock,  leam  ihis  of  me ;  a  factious  lord 
Shall  hardly  do  himself  good,  much  less  us; 
But  he  that  hath  the  favour  of  a  king 
May  with  one  word  advance  us  while  we  live: 
The  liberal  earl  of  Cornwal  is  the  man. 
On  whose  ^(ood  fortune  Spencer^s  hope  depends. 

BaL  •  Wlmt !  mean  you  then  to  be  his  follower  ? 

Spen,  No,  his  companion;  for  he  loves  me  well. 
Ana  would  hhve  once  preferred  me  to  the  king. 

Bal.  But  he  is  banished,  there's  small  hope  of  him. 

Spen^  Ay,  for  a  while :  but,  Baldock,  manL  the  end. 
A  friend  of  mine  told  me  in  secresy. 
That  be*s  repealed,  and  sent  for  back  again ; 
And  even  now  a  post  came  from  the  court 
With  letters  to  our  lad^  from  the  king ; 
And  as  she  read  she  smiled,  which  makes  me  think 
It  is  about  bf  r  lover  Gaveston. 

BaL  Tw  like  enough ;  for  since  he  was  exiled, 
She  neither  walks  abroad,  nor  comes  in  sight. 
But  I  had  thought  the  match  bad  been  brok«  ofl^  • 
And  that  his  Uinishment  had  chang^  her  mind. 

iSpen,  Oar  lady's  first  love  is  not  wavering : 
If  y  life  for  thine,  she  will  have  Gaveston. 

jB^  Then  hope  I  by  her  means  to  be  preferred. 
Having  read  unto  her  since  she  was  a  child. 

Spen,  Then,  ^ddock,  you  must  cast  the  scholar 
ofl(         •- 
And  leam  to  court  it  like  a  gentleman. 


Tis  not  a  black  ooat  and  a  little  bnd, 

A  velve^cap*d  doak,  faced  before  with  seife^ 

And  smelling  to  a  nose^^y  all  tlio  day, 

Or  holding  of  a  napkin  in  your  hand. 

Or  saying  a  long  grace  Jit  a  tablets  enc^ 

^'  Or  making  low  legs  to  a  nobleman, 

Or  looking  downward  with  your  eye-Uds  dose. 

And  saying,  "Truhr,  an't  may  please  your  honour/* 

Can  get  you  any  favour  with  great  men : 

You  must  be  proud,  bold,  pleasant,  resolute, 

And  now  and  then  stab,  as  occasion  serves. 

BaL  Speiicer,  thou  Uiow'sC  I  hate  such  funnal 
toys. 
And  use  them  hot  of  mere  bjrpocrisy. 
Mine  old  lord,  while  he  livedo  was  so  precise, 
That  he  would  take  exceptions  at  ray  buttons, 
And,  being  like  pins'  heads,  blame  me  for  the  big* 

Hfcss; 
Which  made  me  curate-like  in  mine  attb^ 
Though  inwardly  licentious  enough. 
And  apt  for  any  kind  of  villainy. 
^  I  am  none  of  these  common  pedants,  I, 
That  cannot  speak  without  propterta  qitod. 

Spen.  But  one  of  those  that  saith,  quanioqHi^ 

And  hath  a  special  gift  to  form  a  verb. 
Bal,  Leave  off  this  jesting,  here  my  lady  oomesc 

Enter  the  Lady. 

iWy;  The  grief  for  his  exile  was  not  so  macb» 
As  is  tne  joy  of  his  returning  hon>e. 
This  letter  came  from  my  sweet  Gaveston ; 
What  need'st  thou,  love,  thus  to  excuse  thyself^ 
I  know  thou  coold'st  not  coiue  and  visit  me : 

[Readu 
I  will  not  long  be  from  thee  though  I  die. 
Tn^  argues  the  entire  love  of  my  lord :    [IUad$» 
When  Iformke  thu,  death  nize  am  my  heart. 
But  stay  thee  here  where  Gaveston  shall  sleeps—* 
Now  to  the  letter  of  my  lord  the  king. 
He  wills  me  to  repair  unto  the  court. 
And  meet  my  Graveston :  why  do  I  slay. 
Seeing  that  lie  talks  thus  of  my  uiarriage-day  \ 
Who's  there,  Baldock? 
See  tliat  my  coach  be  ready,  I  must  heoca. 

BaL  \Xi  shall  be  done,  ouulam.  [ExU. 

Lady,  And  meet  me  at  the  Park-pail  presently. — 
Spendfer,  stay  yoa  ttid  bear  me  company. 
For  I  have  joyful  news  to  tell  thee  of; 
My  lord  of  Cornwall  is  a  coming  over. 
And  will  be  at  nie  ootnrt  as  soon  as  wa. 

Spen,  I  knew  fina  king  would  have  him  home 
again. 

Xoify.  If  all  things  ^^sort  ottt,as  I  hope  they  wis. 


^  CunUm»    See  Note  87  to  Gammer  Gurton's  Needle. 

**  Or  making  lorn  Ug9^^ee  Note  «0  to  The  FanmCi  Wedding. 

^  lam  none  ofthe$e  common  podanU,  I— Dr  Fanner  observes,  that  this  duplication  of  the  pronoun  was 
fbmeriy  very  common.  See  several  Instances  of  it  by  blm,  Mr  ftteevens,  and  Mr  Maloae,  In  note  to  so^ 
cond  Part  of  JTte^  Henry  IV.  A.  «.  IL  4. 

*7  SoH  oal-^fticceed,  of  take  effects    SotHr  ^4ct.    Cotgra? e. 
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Thj  9Brne9f8ptmc»f  sImU  be  dioimlbt  npoo. 
SpcH,  I  bumblT  thAnk  your  ladyship. 
iufy.  Come,  bad  the  way ;  I  long  till  I  am 
there.  [Exeunt. 

Xnter  Edwaud,  Edicvkd,  the  QtrcEir,  Lancas- 
ter, MoRTiicEB,  Warwick,  PEiCBROKEy 
Kent,  Attendants. 

Edw.  The  wind  is  good,  I  wonder  why  he  stays; 
t  fear  me  he  is  wrcdTed  upon  the  sea. 

Queen.  Look,  Lancaster,  bow  passionate'he  is^ 
And  still  hb  mind  runs  on  his  miniou ! 

Lan.  My  lord. 

Edw.  How  now !  what  news?  is  Gaveston  ar- 
rived ? 

Mor.jun.  Nothing  but  Gaveston !  what  means 
your  grace? 
YoQ  have  matters  of  more  weij;ht  to  think  upon ; 
The  king  of  France  sets  foot  in  Normandy. 

Edw.  A  trifle !  w6*ll  expel  him  when  we  please; 
Bat  tell  me,  Mortimer,  what^s  thy  device. 
Against  the  stately  ^nmph  we  cfecreed  ? 

Mor.jun.  A  homely  oile,  my  lord,  not  worth 
the  telline. 

Edw.  Pray  thee  let  me  know  it 

Mar.jun.  But  teeing  yoa  are  so  desiroafl^  thus 
it  is : 
A  lofty  oedar-tree  fair  flonrisbinj^ 
On  whose  top-branches  kingly  eagles  perch, 
Aad  by  the  bark  a  canker  creeps  me  np^ 
And  gets  onto  the  highest  bough  of  all : 
The  motto,  J^e  tandem. 

Edw.  And  whiu  is  yours,  my  lord  of  Lancaster? 

Lam.  My  lord,  mine's  more  obscure  than  Mor- 
timer's. 
Pliajr  reports,  there  is  a  ^^  flyinc  fish, 
Wbicb  all  the  other  fishes  deadly  hale,  i 

And  therefore  beieg  pursued,  it  takes  the  air : 
No  sooner  is  it  op,  but  there's  a  fowl 
That  teiteth  it :  this  fish,  my  lord,  I  bear, 
The  motto  thb :  Vndique  mors  est. 

Edw.  Proud  Mortimer !  ungentle  Lancaster ! 
Is  this  the  love  you  bear  your  sovereign  ? 
Is  this  the  fruit  voor  reconcilement  bears  ? 
Can  ^u  in  words  make  show  of  amity. 
And  m  your  shields  display  your  rancorous  minds? 
What  odl  you  this  but  pnvate  libelling. 
Against  the  earl  of  Comwal  and  my  brother  ? 
Queen.  Sweet  husband !  be  content,  they  all 

love  you. 
Edw.  They  love  me  not,  that  bate  my  Gaveston. 
I  ana  that  cedar,  shake  me  not  too  much; 
And  yoa  the  eagles;  soar  ye  ne'er  so  high, 
1  have  the  greases  ^  that  will  puM  you  down, 
And  ^ue  tandem  shall  that  canker  cry 
Unto  the  proudest  peer  of  Britainy. 
Tboogh  thou  comparest  Inm  to  a  flying  fish. 


And  threa?^t  death  whether  he  rise  or  fall, 
^is  not  the  hugest  monster  of  the  sea, 
Nor  foulest  harpy,  that  shall  swallow  him. 
Jllor.  jun.  Ii  iu  his  absence  thus  he  favours 
him, 
What  will  he  do  when  as  he  shall  be  present  ? 
Lan.  That  shall  we  see ;  look  where  his  lord- 
ship comes. 

Enter  Gaveston. 

£dw.  My  Gaveston  !  welcome  to  TSnmOuth ! 
welcome  to  thy  friend  ! 
Thy  absence  made  me  droop,  and  pine  away ; 
For  as  the  lovers  of  fair  Danae, 
When  she  was  lockt  up  in  a  brazen  tower. 
Desired  her  more,  and  wait  outrageous. 
So  did  it  fare  with  me :  and  now  thy  sit;ht 
Is  sweeter  far,  than  was  thy  parting  hence 
Bitter  and  irks^ime  to  my  sobbing  heart. 

Oat.  Sweet  lord  and  king,  your  speech  pre- 
venteth  mine. 
Yet  have  I  words  led  to  express  my  joy : 
The  shepherd,  nipt  with  biting  winter's  ragle, 
Frolicks  not  more  to  see  the  painted  spring. 
Than  I  do  to  behold  your  majesty. 

Edw.  Will  none  of  you  salute  my  Gaveston  ? 
Lan.  Salute  him?  yes; — welcome,  lord  cham- 
berlain. 
Mor.jun.  Welcome  is  the  good  earl  of  Com- 
wal. 
War.  Welcome,  lord  CSrovcrnor  of  the  Isle  of 

Man. 
Pern.  Welcome,  master  secretary. 
Edm,  Brother,  do  you  hear  them  ? 
Edw,  Still  will  these  earls  and  barons  use  roe 

thus? 
Gov.  My  lord,  I  cannot  brook  these  injuries. 
Queen.  Ah !  me,  poor  scAil !  when  these  begin 

to  jar. 
Edw.  Return  it  to  their  throats,  1*11  be  thy  war- 
rant ' 
Qav.  Base,  leaden  earls,  that  glory  in  your  birth. 
Go  sit  at  home  and  eat  your  tenants'  beef ; 
And  come  not  here  to  scoff  at  Gaveston, 
Whose  mounting  thoughts  did  never  creep  scTlow, 
As  to  bestow  a  look  on  such  as  you. 
Lan.  Yet  I  disdain  not  to  do  this  for  you. 

[Drfiws. 
Edw.  Treason !  treason !  where's  the  traitor  ? 
Pern.  Here  !  here !  king :  convey  hence  Gave- 
ston, they^l  murder  him. 
Ga:o,  The  life  of  thee  shall  salve  thi%  foul  dis- 
grace. 
Mor.jun.  Villain !  thy  life,  unless  I  miss  mine  ' 

aim. 
Queen.  Ah !  furious  Mortimer,  what  hast  thou  ' 
done  ? 


^  AjIftMif./ik^The  Ejc0emimi.    See  Plinii  Sat.  Hiat.  lib.  is.  19« 

^  Gretm§    Or,  as  It  is  nore  conioaly  written,  Jesst*^  which,  Latham  says,  *'  are  tboie  shart  straps  of 
leather,  wMeh  are  &steiied  to  the  hawk^i  If  fipes,  and  so  ta  the  lease  by  varvels,  anOets,  or  such  like^" 
VOL.  I.  T 
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Mor.  No  more  than  I  Would  answer,  #ere  he 

slain. 
Edw,    Yes,  more   than   thoa   canst  aii^wer, 
tllough  he  live ; 
Dear  shall  you  both  ^bide  this  riotous  deed. 
Out  of  my  presence  !  torte  rtot  near  the  court ! 
Mor.  jun.    I'll  not  be  barred   the  courf  for 

Gaveston. 
Lau.  We*U  hale  him  bj  the  ears  unto  the  block. 
Edw.  Look  to  your  own  heads;  his  is  sure 

enough. 
War.  iMok  to  your  own  crown,  if  you  back  him 

thus. 
Edm.  Warwick,  these  words  do  IN  beseem  thy 

years. 
Edw.  Nay,  all  of  them  conspire  to  cross  me 
thus ; 
But,  if  I  live,  ni  tread  upon  their  heads. 
That  think  with  high  looks  thus  to  tread  me  down. 
Come,  Edmund,  let's  away  and  levy  men ; 
Tis  war  that  must  abate  these  barons'  pride. 

[Exit  the  kin^. 
War.  Let's  to  our  castles,  for  the  king  is  movel. 
Mor.  jun.  Moved  may  he  be,  and  perish  in  his 

wrath! 
Lan.  Cousin,  it  is  no  dealing  with  him  now. 
He  means  to  make  us  stoop  by  force  of  arms; 
And  therefore  let  us  jointly  here  protest. 
To  prosecute  that  Gave^toh  to  the  death. 

Mor.  jun.  By  heaven !  the  abjca  vilhiin  shall 

not  live. 
War.  ril  have  his  blood,  or  die  in  seeking  it. 
Fein.  The  like  oath  !Pembroke  takes. 
Lan.  And  so  dot^  Lancaster.  * 
Now  send  our  heralds  to  defy  the  king ; 
And  make  the  pei>ple  swear  to  put  him  down. 

Enter  m  Pott. 

Mor.  jun.  Letters !  from  whence  ? 

Messcn.  From  Scotland,  mv  lord. 

Ian.  Why,  how  now,  cousHi,  how  fare  all  odr 

friends  ? 
Mor.  jun.  My  uncle's  taken  prisoner  by  the 

Scots. 
Lan.  We'll  have  him  ransom'd,  man ;  be  of 

good  cheer. 
Mor.  jun.  They  rate  his  ransom  at  Bwe  thou- 
sand pound. 
Who  sliould  defray  the  money  but  the  king. 
Seeing  lie  is  taken  prisoner  in  his  wars? 
I'll  to  tlie  king. 

jMn.  Do,  cousin ;  and  111  bear  thee  company. 
War.  Mean  time,  my  lord  of  Pembroke  and 
myself 
'  Will  to  Newcasdc  here,  and  gather  head. 


Mor.  jun.  About  it  tStmt,  and  we  will  follow 

yoti. 
Lan.  Be  resolute  and  full  of  aecrecy. 
War.  I  warrant  you. 

Mor.  jun.  Cousin,  and  if  be  will  not  ransom 
him, 
ril  thunder  such  a  peal  into  his  ears, 
As  never  subject  did  unto  his  king. 

Lan.  Content,  1*11  bear  my  part— Holla !  who's 

■  there  ? 
Mor.  jun.  Ay,  marry,  such  a  guard  as  this  doth 

well. 
Lan.  Lead  on  the  way. 
Guard.  Whither  will  your  lordships? 
Mor.  jun.  Whither  else  but  to  the  king  ? 
Guard  His  highness  is  disposed  to  be  alone. 
Lan.  Why,  so  he  may;  but  we  will  speak  to  hiiD. 
Guard.  You  may  not  in,  my  lord. 
Mor.  jun.  May  we  not  ? 

Enter  Edward. 

Edto.  How  now  !  what  noise  is  this ! 
Who  hiivc  we  there ?  is't  you? 

Mor,  jun.  Nay,  stay,  my  lord,  I  come  to  bring 

J'ou  news ; 
e  is  taken  prisoner  by  the  Scots. 
Edw,  Then  ransom  him. 
Lan.  Twas  in  yom*  wars,  you  should  rantom 

him. 
Mor.  jun.  And  vou  shall  ransom  him,  or  else-* 
Edm.  What !  Biortimtr,  you  will  not  tlireaten 

him? 
Edtt>.  Quiet  yourself;  you  shall  have  the  broad 
seal. 
To  gather  for  him  throughout  the  realm. 

Lan.  Your  mhiion  Gaveston  bath  taught  you 

this. 
Mar.  jun.  My  lord,  the  fnnily  of  the  Morti- 


Are  not  tO  poor,  but,  would  they  seU  their  hmd. 

Could  levy  men  enough  to  anger  yon. 

We  never  beft,  bat  use  such  prayers  as  these. 

Edw.  Shall  I  strll  be  haunted  thus  ? 

Mor.  jun.  Nay,  now  you  are  here  alone,  Fll 
speak  mv  mind. 

Lan,  And  so  will  I,  and  then,  my  lord,  fareweU. 

Mor.  jun.  The  idle  triumphs,  oMsks,  lascivious 
shews, 
And  prodigal  gifts  bestowed  on  Gaveston, 
Have  drawn  thy  treasure  dry,  and  made  thee  weak ; 
The  murmuring  commons,  overstretched,  break.  '^ 

Lan.  Look  tor  rebellion,  look  to  be  deposed ; 
Thy  garrisons  are  beaten  out  of  France, 
And,  lame  and  poor,  lie  groaning  at  the  gates. 
The  wild  Oneyle,  vrhh  swaim^  of  3'  Irish  kerns, 


30  BreaJb— All  the  editions  read  hath. 

3'  JrUh  Kems-^*  Kern  in  Ireland  is  a  kind  of  foot  soaldier  lightly  armed  with  a  dart  or  tkeya." 
Bloant*8  Gltmary.  *'  The  kerne,**  sayi  Bamaby  R3ehe,  In  his  Jhicrlptimt  of  JiWawd,  1610,  p.  ST.  are 
'*  the  very  drosse  and  scnm  of  the  conntrey,  a  geaeratlen  ofvUlaines  not  worthy  to  live :  these  be 
tbey  that  live  by  robbing  and  spoiling  the  poore  coantreynaa,  that  makcth  him  maay  tisMs  to  bay  bread 
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live  QQConCroPd  mi\in  the  ^  EptdiA  PA(e« 
Uoto  the  wails  of  York  the  Scots  9¥M^  rood. 
And  unresisted  draw  away  rioh  spoils. 

Mar.jun,  The  haughty  Dane  coqunands  the 
narrow  ^eas, 
While  in  the  harbour  ride  thy  ships  opriggod. 
XoA.  What  foreign  pripce  sends  .(b^enihasBa- 

Hors? 
Mar,  Who  lo^es  thee  ?  bot.a  ''  sprt  of  fl^t^eters. 
I^9H'  Xh^y  gentle  queen,  sole  sister  to  Vatoy;^ 
Complains  tlmt  thou  hast  left  her  ^l  f<>f;)oro. 
Ahr,  jtm.  Thy  court  is  Pid^ed,  beifig  Nreft  pf 
tboie, 


That  4iM^e.a  J^ipg  seem  glorious  to  the  world ; 
I  mean  the  peecs,  whoip  thou  should'st  dearly  love : 
Libels  arecMt  agjRinst  thee  in  the  street ; 
^allads  and  rhimes  made  of  thy  overthrow. 
Ltin.  The  Nortliern  Borderers,  seeing  their 
houses  burnt, 
Their  wives  and  clii)fken  4|ain,mn  up  and  down, 
pursing  the  nan^  pf  ih^.and  GaveiKqn. 

Mor.jun,  Whop  yrert  thou  in  the  6eld  wi(h 
banner  spread  ? 
^ut  ODcet  and  ^n  |hy  soldieri  mfircbfid  lil^e 
players^ 


to  give  unto  them,  though  be  want  for  biniselfe  and  hfs  poore  cbildfta.  These  ane  Ihey,  that  are  peady 
to  ran  out  with  everie  rebell ;  and  tlif«e  are  the  verif  hags  of  hell,  fit  ibrnothh^  bat  >for  tbe  gi|}lowB." 
Tbe  ibllowiflg  detcriptipo  of  tiM?  Irish  in  general,  ^  of  the  dren  ef  t^  ik»ni  in  particular,  is  extracted 
from  the  Second  Part  of  Thp  Image  of  Irtitmdg^  by  Jqlp)  Derricjce,  .4^09  3*  L.  l£^i  < 

^  This  bride  it  is  tbe  ^ile, 

The  bridegrome  is  the  kame. 
With  writbed  glibbes|lilLe  wicked  sprits. 

With  visage  rough  fuid  steanie. 
With  seniles  upon  tbeir  poules. 

Instead  of  civill  rappes  : 
W.ith  spcares  hi  hao4,  and  swordes  by  sides. 

To  beare  of  after  cJappes : 
With  jacekettcs  long  pnd  large, 

'Whicbe  sbroude  si^plicitie : 
Though  spitfull  dartes  which  the!  do  beare 

Importe  iniquitie. 
Their  skirtes  be  verie  strange. 

Not  reaching  paste  the  thie  : 
IVith  pleatcs  on  pleates  they  pleated  are^ 

As  thicke  as  pleates  may  lye. 
iWbose  sieves  haag  trailiag  douae 

Almost  unto  the  shoe: 
And  with  a  mantle  commonlie. 

The  Irish  kame  doe  goe. 
Now  some  emoust  the  reste, 

Doe  use  an  other  weede : 
A  coate  I  meane  ef  strange  device. 

Which  fancie  first  did  breede. 
His  skirtes  be  verie  shorte. 

With  pleates  set  thicke  about. 
And  Irish  troaacs,**  Slc, 

Tbe  same  writer  bath  given  |i  long  detail  of  tbe  manners  of  the  Irish  kerns.    See  also  Dr  Warburton^s 
Kote  on  Macbeth^  A.  1.  8.  ?. 

5*  English  pale—**  The  English  pale^*'  says  Boate,  in  his  Ireland'*  Natural  History,  16ST,  p.  7.  «  com- 
prehendeth  onlie  four  counties,  one  whereof  is  in  Ulster,  viz.  Louth,  and  the  other  three  in  Leinster,  to 
wit,  Meatb,  Dublin,  and  Klldare :  tbe  original  of  which  division  i&tbis.  Itte  Kiiglisb  at  the  first  con- 
miest,  under  the  reign  of  Henry  the  Second,  having  within  a  little  time  conquered  great  part  of  Ireland, 
did  afterwards,  in  the  space  of  not  very  many  yeares,  make  themselves  maisters  of  almost  all  the  rest,  ha- 
ving expeUed  the  natives  (called  tbe  Wild  Iri^b,  because  that  in  all  manner  of  wildness  they  may  be  com- 
pared with  the  most  barbarous  nations  of  the  earth)  into  tbe  desart  woods  aqd  mountains.  But  afterwards 
being  ftUlen  at  odds  among  themselves,  ^nd  making  several  great  warres  the  one  upon  the  other,  the  Irish' 
thereby  got  the  opportunitie  to  recover  now  this,  and  then  that  part  of  the  land «  wliereby,  and  through 
the  degenerating  of  a  great  many  from  time  to  time,  who,  joining  themselves  with  tbe  Irish,  took  upon 
them  tbeir  wild  fhshions  and  tbeir  language,  the  English  in  length  of  time  came  to  be  so  much  weakened, 
that  at  last  nothing  remained  to  them  of  the  whole  kingdome  worth  the  speaking  of,  but  tbe  great  cities 
and  the  foreoamed  four  countfes ;  to*whom  tbe  name  Sf*Fale  was  given,  because  that  the  authority  and 
government  of  the  kings  of  .England,  and  tbe  English  colonies  or  plantations,  which  before  had  been 
spread  over  the  whole  land,  now  were  reduced  to  so  small  i|  coiPp^Vy  «n4  <|s  it  w'  ^  imj^aUd  within  thQ 
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With  ^garish  robes,  not  armour;  and  thjsdf, 
Bedaub'd  with  gold^  rode  laughing  at  die  rest, 
Modding  and  shaking  ofthj  spangled  crest, 
Where  women's  favours  hun^  like  labels  down. 

Lan.  And  thereof  came  it,  that  the  fleering 
Scots, 
To  England's  high  disgrace,  ^^  have  made  this  jig; 
'*  Maids  of  England f  sore  may  you  moom. 
For  your  leimnonsyou  have  lost,  at  Bennoeks  horn. 
With  a  heave  and  a  ho. 
What  weeneth  the  king  of  England^ 
So  soon  to  have  won  Scotland^ 
With  a  rombelow  f 

Mor.  Wigmorc  sliall  fly,  to  set  ray  uncle  free. 

Lan.  And  when  'tis  gone,  our  swords  shall  par- 
chase  more. 
If  ye  be  moved,  revei^e  it  as  you  can ; 
l^ook  next  to  see  us  with  our  ensigns  spread. 

[Exeunt  Noble$. 

Edw.  My  swelling  heart  for  very  anger  breaks ! 
How  oft  have  I  been  baited  by  these  peers, 
And  dare  not  be  revenged^  for  their  power  is  great ! 
Vet,  shall  the  crowing  of  these  cooLerels 
Affright  a  lion }  Edward,  unfold  thy  paws, 
And  let  their  lives'  blood  ^ke  thy  fury's  hunger. 
If  I  be  cruel  and  grow  tyrannous, 
Now  let  them  thank  themselves,  and  rue  too  late. 

Kent.  My  lord,  I  see  your  love  to  Gaveston 
Will  be  the  niin  of  the  realm  and  you ; 
For  now  the  wrathful  nobles  threaten  wars ; 
And  therefore^  brother,  banish  him  for  ever. 


Edw,  Art  thou  an  enemy  to  my  Craveston  ? 
Kent,  Ay,  and  it  grieves  mc  that  I  faroored  him. 
Edw.  Traitor,  be  gone !  whine  thou  with  Mor- 
timer. 
Kent.  So  will  I,  rather  than  with  Gaveston. 
Edwn  Out  of  my  sight,  and  trouble  me  no  more ! 
Kent,  No  marvel  that  thou  scorn  diy  noble 

£eers, 
y  brother,  am  rejected  thus.        [-Earif. 
Edw,  Away ! — ^Poor  Gaveston,  that  hast  no  friend 
but  me  !— 
Do  what  they  can,  well  Hve  in  Tiomouth  here* 
And,  so  I  walk  with  him  about  the  walls. 
What  care  I  though  the  earls  begirt  us  round  !— 
Here  cometh  she  that's  cause  of  all  these  jars. 

Enter  the  Queen^  three  Ladies^  Baldock,  and 
Spencer. 

Qiuen,  My  lord,  'tit  thought  the  earls  are  up  in 


Edw,  Ay,  and  'tis  likewise  thought  yon  favodr 

them. 
Qu^en,  Thus  do  you  still  suspect  me  without 

cause? 
Ladies.  Sweet  uncle !  speak  more  kindly  to  the 

queen. 
Gave.  My  lord,  dissemble  with  her,  speak  her 

fair. 
Edw.  Pardon  me,  sweet !  I  forgot  myself. 
Queen.  Your  pardon  is  quickly  got  of  Isabell. 
Edw.  The  younger  Mprtimer  is  grown  so  braVe^ 


^  GorifA^Splendkl,  gaudy,    A  word  ased  by  Shakespeare,  Rkhard  JIL  A.  4.  S.  4  s 

♦♦  a  garish  flag." 

Borneo  and  JmUtt,  A.  3.  8. 4 1 

<<  all  the  world  shall  be  So  love  with  night. 

And  pay  no  worship  to  the  garish  sun.*' 

And  by  Milton,  JiPenseroto,  !•  141 : 

^  Hide  roe  Drov  day's  garish  eye,** 

^'  Have  mfide  thisjl^ : — A  jig^  in  Marlow's  time,  was  not  a  dance  only,  if  at  all,  but  a  ballad.  In  (he 
llarleian  Collection  df  OldfilUlads,  now  in  the  possession  of  Thomas  Pearson,  Esq.,  are  several  under  this 
title,  as,  **  ji  Northemejige^  called  Daintie  come  thou  to  me.*^  *'  A  merry  new  jigge,  or  the  pleasant  tcooin§^ 
betwixt  Kit  and  Pfgge.**  <*  The  West  Country  Jiggf  or  A  Trenchmore  GaUiardi*  and  several  others., 

Again,  in  The  PatsfU  Cantraci,  hy  HeminingBi  A.  4.  S,  4 : 

•*  Weel  hear  your  jfgg^ 
How  is  your  ballad  tHlM." 

Sec  also  Mr  St^eveos^s  Note  on  Hamlet^  A.  3.  S.  S. 

^^  Maids  of  England^  &c. — l{i  Fahians  Chronicle,  p.  155.  Vol,  tl.  these  verses  are  given  with  some 
variatioD.  **  Than  the  Sco^tes  enflamed  with  pr^'de  in  der^'syon  of  the  Englishmen,  made  tbys  ryme  as 
folowetb : 

*<  Maydcns  of  Englande  sore  nay  ye  mome. 

For  your  lemmans  ye  have  lost  at  Banockys  borne, 

Wyth  heve  a  Iirtre. 
M  hat  weoeth  the  king  of  England, 
^  soooe  to  have  wone  Scotlande, 
,    *>  Wyth  nunbylowe. 

"  Thys  songc  was  ^iter  many  dales  song  in  daunces  in  the  carols  of  the  roaydens«nd  mynstreUes  of 
Scotland,  to  the  reprofe  and  disdayne  of  Englysbenen,  with  dyrers  other  wbych  I  oter  jpasie." 
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That  to  my  face  he  throateni  civil  wart. 

Oave.  Why  do  yoa  not  comiiiit  him  to  the 
Tower? 

Edm.  I  dare  not,  for  the  people  love  him  well. 

i^tfve.  Why  then  we'll  have  him  privily  made 
away; 

JSdb.  Would  Lancaster  and  he  had  both  ca- 
roused 
A  bowl  of  poison  to  each  othei's  health  ! 
Bat  let  them  go ;  and  tell  me  what  are  these. 

1  Lady,  Two  of  my  father's.servants  whilst  he 
lived : 
May't  please  your  grace  to  entertain  them  now. 

jMp«  Tell  me,  where  wast  thou  born  ? 
What  is  thine  arms? 

BaL  My  name  is  Baldock ;  and  my  gentry 
I  fetdi  from  Oiford,  not  from  heraldrv. 

Edw,  The  fitter  art  thou,  Baldock,  for  my  turn. 
Wait  on  me,  and  Til  see  thou  shale  not  want. 

BaL  I  humbly  thank  ^our  majesty. 

Edm,  Knowest  thou  hiniy  Ghiveston  ? 

Gave,  Ay,  my  lord,  his  name  is  Spencer,  he  is 
well  allied ; 
For  my  sake  let  him  wait  upon  your  grace; 
Scarce  shidl  you  find  a  man  of  more  desert. 

Ed».  Then,  Spencer,  wait  upon  me;  for  his  sake, 
HI  grace  thee  with  a  higher  stile  ere  long. 

^pen.  No  greater  titles  happen  unto  me, 
Than  to  be  rovonred  of  your  majesty. 

Edw.  Cousin,  this  day  shall  be  your  marriage- 
feast. 
And,  Gaveston,  think  that  I  love  thee  well. 
To  wed  thee  to  our  niece,  the  only  heir 
Unto  the  earl  of  do'ster  late  deceased. 

Gave.  I  know,  my  lord,  many  will  stomach  me; 
But  I  respect  neither  their  love  nor  hate. 

Edw.  The  head-strong  barons  shall  not  limit 
me; 
He  that  I  list  to  favour  shall  be  great 
Come,  let!s  away ;  and  when  the  marriage  ends, 
Have  at  the  rebels,  and  their  'complices ! 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  I{A.nc aster,  Mortimer,  Warwick,  Pem- 
broke, and  Kent. 

Etni.  My  lords,  of  love  to  this  our  native  land, 
I  oome  to  join  with  you,  and  leave  the  king ; 
And  in  your  quarrel  and  the  realm's  behoof 
Will  be  the  first  that  shall  adventure  Ufe. 
Xon.  I  fear  me,  you  are  sent  of  policy, 
To  undermine  us  with  a  shew  of  love. 

War.  He  is  your  brother,  therefore  have  we 
cause 
'  To  cast  the  worst,  and  doubt  of  youi^  revolt. 
Kent,  Mine  honour  shall  be  hostage  of  my 
truth: 
If  dtat  will  not  suffice,  foreweU,  my  lords. 
Mor,jun,  Stay,  Edmund ;  never  was  Planta- 
genet 
False  of  his  word,  and  therefore  trust  we  thee. 
Fern,  But  what's  the  reason  you  should  leave 

him  DOW? 
Kent,  I  bnyp  informed  th^  earl  of  Lancaster. 


Lan,  And  it  soffioeth.    Now,  my  lords,  know 
this, 
That  Gaveston  is  secretly  arrived. 
And  here  in  Tinmouth  frolics  with  the  king. 
Let  us  with  these  our  folloirers  scale  the  walls, 
And  suddenly  surprise  them  unawares. 

Mor.jun,  Til  give  the  onset 

War,  And  Fll  follow  thee. 

Mor.jun,  This  tattered  ensign  of  my  ancestors, 
Which  swept  the  desert  shore  of  that  dead  sea, 
Whereof  we  got  the  name  of  Mortimer, 
Will  I  advance  upon  this  castle's  walls. — 
Drums,  strike  alarum,  raise  them  from  their  sport, 
And  ring  aloud  the  knell  of  Gaveston ! 

Lan,  None  be  so  hardy  as  to  touch  the  kine ; 
But  neither  spare  you  Gaveston  nor  his  friea£. 

[Exeunt^ 

Enter  the  King  and  Spencer,  Queev,  Ladies, 
&C.  to  them  Gaveston. 

Edw.  O  tell  me,  Spencer,  where  is  Gaveston  ? 
Spen.  I  fear  me  he  is  slain,  my  gracious  lord. 
Edw,  No,  here  he  cohies ;  now  let  them  spoil 
and  kill. 
Fl  V,  By,  my  lords,  the  earls  have  got  the  hold,    * 
Take  shipping  and  away  to  Scarborough ; 
Spencer  and  I  will  post  away  by  land. 

Gav,  O  stay,  my  lord,  they  will  not  injure  you. 

Edw,  I  will  )iot  trust  them ;  Gaveston,  away  I 

Gav.  Farewell,  my  lord. 

Edw,  T«ady,  farewell. 

Ladif,  Farewell,   sweet  unde,  till  we  meet 

again. 
Edw.  Farewell,  sweet  Gaveston ;  and  farewell^ 

niece. 

Queen.  No  farewell  to  poorlsabell  thy  aoeen? 

Edw,  Yes,  yes,  for  Mortimer,  your  lover^s  sake. 

[B^eunt  omitef,pr4rfer  Isabella. 

Queen.  Heavens  can  witness,  I  love  none  bat 

From  my  embraoements  thus  he  breaks  away. 
O  that  mine  arms  could  dose  this  isle  about^ 
That  I  might  pull  him  to  me  where  I  would ! 
Or  that  tiMse  tears,  that  dristel  from  mine  tjea^ 
Had  power  to  mollify  his  stony  heart, 
That,  when  I  had  him,  we  might  never  part ! 

Enter  the  Barons,   Alarums, 

Lan,  I  wonder  how  he  'scaped. 

Mor.jun,  Who's  this,  the  Queen? 

Queen.  Ay,  Mortimer,  the  miserable  Queen, 
Whose  pining  heart  her  inward  sij^hs  have  blaitt<Ml| 
And  body  with  con^nual  moarmng  wasted ; 
These  hands  are  tired  with  haling  of  my  lord 
From  Gaveston,  from  widced  Gaveston, 
And  all  In  vain ;  for,  when  1  speak  him  fair,     i  ^ 
He  turns  aw^,  and  smiles  upon  his  minion.      J    - 

Mor,jun,  Cease  to  lament,  and  tell  us  wheve% 
the  king. 

Queen,  What  would  you  with  the  king  ?  is't  hia| 
yon  seek  f 

Lan,  No,  madam,  but  that  cursed  Gavettoo. 
Far  be  it  from  the  thought  of  Lancaster^ 
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To  oflfer  violence  to  liis  sovereign. 

We  would  but  rid  the  realm  of  Gaveston  : 

Tell  us  where  ho  reoiains,  and  he  shall  die. 

Queefu  He's  guoe  by  water  unto  Scarborough ; 
Pursue  him  ouickly,  and  be  cannot  'scape ; 
The  kin[;  hatli  left  him,  and  his  traiu  is  sorall. 
•  War.  ^^  Forslovc  no  time,  sweet  Lancaster,  let's 
march. 

Mor,  How  comes  it  that  the  king  and  he  are 
parted  ? 

Queen,  That  thus  your  army,  going  several 
ways. 
Might  be  of  lesser  force;  and  with  the  power 
That  he  iiitendeth  presently  to  raise, 
Be  easily  suppressed ;  therefore  be  gone. 

Aior,  Here  in  the  river  rides  a  Flemish  hoy ; 
Let's  all  aboard,  and  follow  him  amain. 

Lan.  The  wind  that  bears  him  hence  will  fill 
our  Hails : 
Come,  come  aboard,  'tis  but  an  hour's  sailing. 

Mor.  AJadain,  stay  you  within  this  castie  liere. 

Queen,  No,  Mortimer,  1*11  to  my  lord  the  king. 

Afor.  Nay,  rattier  sail  with  us  to  Scarborough. 

Queen,  You  know  the  king  is  so  suspicious, 
As,  if  he  hear  I  have  but  talked  with  you, 
Mine  honour  will  be  called  in  question ; 
And  therefore,  gentle  Mortimer,  be  gone. 

Mor.  Madam,  I  cannot  stay  to  answer  yoU; 
But  think  of  Mortimer  as  he  deserves. 

Queen.  So  well  hast  tho^  deserved,  sweet  Mor- 
timer, 
As  Isabcll  could  live  with  thee  for  ever. 
In  vain  1  look  for  love  at  Edward's  hand, 
AVhose  o)'es  are  fixed  on  none  but  Gnveston: 
Yet  once  more  I*il  importune  him  with  prayer; 
If  he  be  strange,  and  not  regard  my  words, 
My  son  and  I  will  over  into  France, 
Aud  to  the  king  my  brother  there  complain, 
How  Gaveston  hath  robb'd  me  of  his  love : 
But  yet  I  hope  my  sorrows  will  have  end. 
And  Gaveston  this  blessed  day  be  slain.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Gaveston  punucd, 

OffV,  Yet,  lusty  lords,  I  have  escaped  yoor 
hands, 
Your  threats,  your  larums,  and  yoor  hot  pursuits} 
And,  though  divorced  from  king  Edward^  eyes, 
Yet  liveth  Pierce  of  Gaveston  unsurprised, 
Breathing,  in  hope  Q^  malgrado  sll.your  beards,  ^^ 


That  muster  rebels  thus  «|;aiti8t  yoor  king) 
To  see  bis  royal  sovereign  once  agpuo. 

Enter  the  Nobles, 

War,  Upon  him,  soldiers^  take  away  hit  w«»- 
^ns. 

Mar,  jun.  Tbuu  proud  disturber  of  thy  < 
try's  peace. 
Corrupter  of  th<|r  king,  caase  of  these  broils^ 
Base  Batterer,  yield  !  and  were  it  not  for  sha 
Shame  and  dishonopr  to  a  soldier^s  name. 
Upon  my  weapon's  point  here  shoold'st  diou  fall. 
And  welter  in  thy  gore. 

Lan,  Monster  of  men !  that,  like  the  Greekiah 
strumpet, 
Traineth  to  arms  and  bloody  wars 
So  many  valiant  knights ; 
Look  for  no  other  fortune,  wretch»  than  death; 
King  Edward  is  not  here  to  buckler  thee. 

War.  Lancaster,  why  talk'st  choa  ta  the  slaved 
Go,  soldiers,  take  him  hence; 
For  by  my  sword  his  head  shall  off  ;— 
Gaveston,  short  warning  shiill  aeri'e  thy  tunv 
It  is  our  country'is  cause. 
That  here  severely  we  will  execete 
Upon  thy  person  :-^hang  him  upon  a  boogh. 

Gav,  My  lords ! — 

War.  Soldiers,  have  him  away ; — 
But  for  thou  wert  the  favourite  of  a  king, 
TIhhi  shalt  have  so  much  honour  at  our  bands. 

Cav,  I  thank  you  all  my  lords :  then  I  perceive^ 
That  heading  is  one,  atid  banging  is  the  other. 
And  death  is  all. 

Enter  Ih^  ^wr/o^  Arundel. 

Lan.  How  now,  my  lord  of  Arundel  ? 

Arun,  My  lords,  king  Edward  greets  yoa  all 
by  me. 

War,  Arundel,  say  your  message. 

Arun.  His  majesty,  bearing  that  you  had  taken 
Gaveston, 
Intreateth  you  by  me,  but  that  he  may 
See  him  before  he  dies ;  for  why,  he  says. 
And  sends  you  word,  he  knows  that  die  he  shall; 
And,  if  you  gratify  his  grace  so  far. 
He  will  be  mindful  oC  tlie  courtesy. 

War,  How  now? 

Gan,  Renowned  Edward,  how  thy  natne 
Revives  poor  Gave«toa ! 


'^  Fortltm  no  time^  sweet  Lancatiery  Ms  march^u  e.  Lose  no  time,  do  not  delay. 

So,  in  Ben  Jonsoa^s  Every  Man  out  of  his  Humour ,  A.  5. 8.  8 1— **  l^ow  therefore,  If  yoa  can  tliiok  apoa 
any  present  means  for  his  delivery,  do  not/ore«foiD  it." 

L>ly*s  Euphues,  p.  68 :— "  Let  hrrforesl^w  no  occasion  that  may  bring  the  childe  to  quyetDetse." 

T/te  Curtain  Drawer  of  the  World,  by  W.  Parkes,  1618,  p.  8 1— •*  Hew  comes  It  then  that  preve^tlo^ 
oever  comes  ?  that  men  see  this,  yet  ferciee  it  not  ?  that  men  know  this,  jct  foresiom  it  not,** 

See  also  the  J  bird  Part  of  King  Uonry  VL  A.  9.  S.  3.  aod  Mr  Steevew's  Mote  theieoD; 

5»  Malgrmda^XUJL  maugre,  in  despiU  of,  Florlo's  Dictionary,  1M8. 

3'  All  your  beard*^To  beard  a  persim,  is  to  oppose  him  to  bis  face* 
Afaiibp.S45s 

««T1i«iehw«MtlrarlftMrdnieUiBylim4."    &P^ 
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WdT.  Noykiieedethnot: 
Anmdcl^we  wiM  gpaiify  the  king 
In  other  matters^  he  must  pardon  us  hi  dm."-* 
Soldiers,  away  with  him. 

Oav.  Why,  my  lord  of  Warwidc, 
Will  these  delays  beget  me  any  ho^? 
I  know  it,  lords,  it  is  thb  life  you  aim  at, 
Yet  grant  kin$;  Edward  this. 

Mar.jun,  Shalt  thou  appoint  what  we  shall 
grant? — 
Soldiers,  away  with  him : 
Thus  we^U  gratify  the  king, 
We'll  send  his  heed  by  thee,  let  him  bestow 
His  tears  on  their,  for  that  is  all  he  gets 
Of  Gaveston,  or  else  his  senseless  trunk. 

Lan,  Not  so,  my  lords,  lest  he  bestow  more  cost 
In  burying  him,  tlian  he  hath  ever  earned. 

Arun.  My  lords,  it  is  hb  majesty's  request) 
And  on  the  honoor  of  a  king  he  swears. 
He  will  but  talk  with  liim,  and  send  him  back. 
War,  When,  can  you  tell?  Arundel,  no;  we 
wot, 
He  that  the  care  of  Ins  realm  remits, 
And  drives  his  nobles  to  these  exigents 
For  Gaveston,  will,  if  he  seize  him  once, 
Violate  any  promise  to  possess  him. 

Amn,  Then,  if  you  will  not  trust  his  grace  in 
keep. 
My  lords,  I  will  be  pledge  for  his  return. 

Mar.jun,  It  is  honourable  in  thee  to  offer  ihis ; 
But  for  we  know  thou  art  a  noble  gentleman. 
We  will  not  wrong  thee  so. 
To  make  away  a  true  man  for  a  thief. 

Gov.  How  meanest  thou,  Mortimer?  this  is 

over  base. 
Jjfor.  Away,  base  groom,  robber  of  king's  re-, 
nown. 
Question  with  thy  companions  and  thy  mates. 
Pern.  My  lord  Mortimer,  and  you  my  lords, 
each  one. 
To  gratify  the  king's  request  therein, 
Touching  the  sencfing  of  this  Gaveston, 
Be<9uise  his  majesty  so  earnestly 
Desires  to  see  the  man  before  his  death, 
I  will  upon  mine  htmour  undertake 
To  carry  him,  and  bring  him  back  again ; 
Provided  tWs,  that  you,  my  lord  of  Arundel, 
Will  join  with  me. 

War,  Pembroke,  what  wilt  tliou  do? 
Cause  yet  more  bloodshed  ?  is  it  not  enough 
That  we  have  taken  him,  but  must  we  now 
Leave  him  on  had  I  wist,  and  let  him  go? 

Fern.  My  lords,  I  will  not  over-woo  your  ho- 
nours, ^  t 
But,  if  you  dare  trust  Pembroke  with  the  prisoner, 
Upon  my  oath  I  will  return  him  back. 

Arun,  My  lord  of  Lancaster,  what  say  you  in 

this? 
Lan.  Why  I  say,  let  him  go  on  Pembroke's 

word. 
Tern,  And  you,  lord  Mortimer  ? 
Mar.jum  How  say  you,  my  lord,  of  Warwidt  ? 
War.  Nay,  do  your  pleasures^ 


I  know  how  'twill  prove. 

Pern,  Then  give  him  me. 

Gov.  Swefet  sovereign,  yet  I  come 
To  see  thee  ere  I  die. 

War,  Not  yet,  per!iaps, 
Jf  Warwick's  wit  and  policy  prevail.  [Aaid^. 

Mar.  jun.  My  lord  of  Pembroke,  we  deTiver 
him  you ; 
Return  him  on  your  honour,  sound.   Away. 

[Exettni. 


Manent  Pembroke,  Matrevis,  GAV£ST0N,4Ri 
Pkmuroke's  Men,  four  Soldien, 

Pern.  My  lord,  you  shall  go  with  me. 
My  house  is  not  tar  hence,  out  of  the  way 
A  little ;  but  our  men  shall  go  along. 
We  that  have  pretty  wenches  to  our  wives. 
Sir,  must  not  curne  so  near  to  baulk  their  lips. 

Mat,  '  Tis  very  kindly  spoke,  my  lord  of  Pem- 
broke ; 
Your  honour  hath  an  adamant  of  power 
To  draw  a  prince. 

Pern,  So,  my  lord. — Come  hither,  James ; ' 
I  do  commit  this  Gaveston  to  thee. 
Be  thou  this  night  his  keeper ;  in  the  morning 
We  will  discharge  thee  of  thy  charge;  -be  gone. 

Gav,  Unhappy  Gaveston,  whither  goest  thou 
now  ?  [  Exilxum  $erv,  Pem. 

HorsO'boy,  My  lord,  we'll  quickly  be  atC<iblmm, 

[Exeunt  ^ud 

Enter  Gavbstok  mourning,  and  the  Earl  of 
Pembroke's  mf;i.. 

Gav,  O  treacherous  Warwick !  thus  to  wrong 

thy  friend. 
James,  I  see  it  is  your  life  these  arms  pursue. 
Gav,  Weaponless  must  I   fall  ?    and  die  in 
bands  ? 
O  must  this  day  be  period  of  my  life  ! 
Center  of  all  mj'  bliss ! — and  ye  be  men^ 
Speed  to  the  king. 

Enter  Warwick  and  his  Company, 

War,  My  lord  of  Pembroke's  men,' 
Strive  you  no  more,  I  will  have  that  Gaveston. 
Jameu  Your  Lordship  doth  dishonour  to  your- 
self. 
And  wrong  our  lord,  your  honourable  friend. 
War.  No,  James,  it  is  my  country's  cause  I 
follow. 
Go,  take  the  villain ;  soldiers,  come  away. 
We'll  make  quick  work.     Commend  mc  to  your 

master. 
My  friend,  and  tell  him  that  I  watched  it  well. 
Come  let  thy  shadow  parley  with  king  Edward. 
GaiK  Treacherous  earl !  shall  not  I  see  the 

king? 
War,  The  king  of  heaven  perhaps,  no  other 
king. 
Away; 

[EJteunt  Warwick  and  his  Men,  ztith  Gave* 
STOJi.    Manent  jAMes,  cttm  ceteris. 
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Jwnet.  Come,  fellows,  it  booteth  not  for  os  to 
strive; 
We  will  ia  haste  go  certify  our  lord.      [Exeunt, 

Enter  JTis^  Edward  and  Spencer,  with  Drums 
and  Eifu, 

Edm,  I  long  to  bear  an  answer  from  the  barons, 
Touqbing  my  friend,  m^  dearest  Gaveston. 
Ah !  Splicer,  not  tlie  riches  of  my  realm 
Can  ransom  him !  ah,  he  is  marked  to  die ! 
I  know  the  malice  of  the  younger  Mortimer, 
Warwick  I  know  is  rough,  and  Lancaster 
Inexorable,  and  I  shall  nerer  see 
My  lovely  Pierce  of  Gaveston  again. 
The  baron*  overbear  me  with  their  pride. 

Spen,  Were  I  king  Edward,  England's  sovereign, 
Son  to  the  lovely  Eleanor  of  Spam, 
Great  Edward  Loogshank's  issue,  would  I  bear 
These  braves,  this  rage,  and  suffer  uncontroul'd 
These  barons  thus  to  beard  me  in  my  land, 
In  mine  own  realm?  my  lord,  pardon  my  speech. 
Did  you  retain  your  father's  magnanimity. 
Did  you  regard  the  honour  of  your  name, 
You  would  not  suflfer  thus  your  majesty 
Be  oounterbuft  of  your  nobility. 
Strikeoff  their  heads,and  let  them  preach  on  pdes; 
No  doubt,  such  lessons  they  will  teach  the  rest, 
As  by  their  preachments  tliey  will  profit  much. 
And  learn  obedience  to  their  lawful  kins. 

Edw.Jleu^  gentle  Spencer,  we  have  been  too 
mild. 
Too  kind  to  them;  but  now  have  drawn  our 

sword, 
And,  if  they  send  roe  not  my  Gaveston, 
Well  steel  it  on  their  crest,  and  poll  their  tops. 

BaL  This  haught  resolve  becomes  your  Ma-^ 
jesty; 
Vou  ought  not  to  be  tied  to  their  affection. 
As  though  your  hiehness  were  a  school-boy  still. 
And  must  be  awed  and  governed  like  a  child. 

EnterHvnK  Spencer  an  Old  Man,  Father  to  the 
Young  Spencer,  with  hii  Trunchion  and 
Soldiers. 

Spen,  im.  Long  live  my  sovereign,  the  noble 
Edward, 
In  peace  triumphant,  fortunate  in  wars ! 
£dw.  Welcome,  old  roan :  com*st  thou  in  £d^ 
ward's  aid  ? 
Then  tell  the  prince  of  whence,  and  what  thou  art. 
Spen.  sen,  Lo^  with  a  band  of  bowmen  and  of 

pikes, 
♦**  Brown-bills,  and  targiteers,  four  hundred 
strongs 


Stvom  to  defend  king  EdwanPs  royal  ri^it^ 
I  come  in  person  to  your  majesty; 
Spencer,  the  father  of  Hugh  Spencer  there^ 
Bound  to  your  highness  everlastingly. 
For  favour  done  in  him  unto  us  all. 

Edw.  Thy  father,  Spencer  ? 

Spen,Jun,  True,  and  it  like  your  grace. 
That  pours  in  lieu  of  all  your  goodness  shown. 
His  life,  mv  lord,  before  your  princely  feet. 

Edw,  Welcome  ten  thousand  times,  old 
a^n. 

Spencer,  tms  love,  this  kindness  to  tliy  king, 
Argoes  thy  noble  mind  and  duposition. 
Spencer,  I  here  create  thee  earl  of  Wiltshire 
And  daily  will  enrich  thee  with  our  favour, 
That,  as  the  sun-shine,  shall  reflect  o'er  thee. 
Besides,  the  more  to  manifest  our  love, 
Because  we  hear  lord  Bruce  doth  sell  his  land,  ' 
And  that  the  Mortimers  are  in  hand  withal. 
Thou  shalt  have  crowns  of  us  t'ootbid  the  baroot: 
And^  Spencer,  spare  them  not,  lay  it  on. 
Soldiers,  a  largess  and  thrice  welcome  all. 

Spen,  My  lord,  here  comes  the  queen. 

Enter  the  Queen  and  her  Son,  and  Levvite  a 
Frenchman, 

Edw,  Madam,  what  news  ? 

Queen,  News  of  dishonour,  lord,  and  discontent. 
Our  friend  Levune,  faithful  and  full  of  trust, 
Informeth  ub,  by  letters  and  by  words^ 
That  Valois  our  brother,  king  of  France, 
Because  your  highness  hath  been  slack  in  homage, 
Hath  seized  Normandy  into  his  hands. 
These  be  the  letters,  this  the  mcssen^r. 

Edw,  Welcome,  Levune. — ^Tush,  Sib,  if  this  be 

Valois  and  I  will  soon  be  friends  again. 

But  to  my  Gaveston :  shall  I  never  see, 

Never  behold  thee  more  ?  Madam,  in  this  matter 

We  will  employ  you  and  your  little  son ; 

You  shall  go  parley  with  the  king  of  France. — 

Boy,  see  you  bear  you  bravely  to  the  kiugi 

And  do  your  message  with  a  majesty.         « 

Prince,  Commit  not  to  my  youth  things  of 
more  weight 
Than  fits  a  prince  so  young  as  I  to  bear, 
.\nd  fear  not,  lord  and  father,  heaven's  gceat  beams 
On  Atlas'  shoulder  shall  not  lie  more  safe, 
Than  shall  your  charge  committed  to  my  trust. 

Queen,  Ah,  bo^!  this  towardness  makes  thy 
mother  fear 
Thou  art  not  marked  to  many  days  on  earth. 

Edw,  Madam,  we  will  that  you  with  speed  b« 
shipped. 


^  Brornn-bllls-^**  The  old  weapon  of  the  En^isb  faifjurtry,  which,  says  Temple,  fAve  the  moatghasttg 
imd  dtplorahU  wounds.  It  may  be  called  the  fahata  securis,  Dr  Johnson's  Note  oo  Muck  mdo  about  Hq» 
thimgy  A.  8.  8. 8. 

in  tbe  last  edition  of  Shakespeare,  the  reader  will  iwd  repreientatloni  of  the  several  kinds  of  hitts 
which  were  fdmerly  in  use, 
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And  this  our  son ;  Lerune  shall  follow  you 
With  all  the  haste  we  can  dispatch  him  hence. 
Chuse  of  our  lords  to  bear  you  company, 
And  go  in  peace ;  leave  us  in  wars  at  home.' 
Queen.  Unnatural  wars,  where  subjects  brave 
their  king ; 
God  end  them  once.— My  lord,  I  take  my  leave, 
To  make  my  prepamtion  for  France. 

Enter  Lord  Matrevis. 

JRdw,   What,  lord  Matrevis,  dost  thou  come 

alone  ? 
Mat,  Yea,  my  good  lord,  for  Gavestoq  is  dead. 
Edw,  Ah,  traitors !  have  they  put  mv  friend  to 
death?  ^ 

Tell  me,  Matrevis,  died  he  ere  thou  camest, 
Or  did'st  thou  see  my  friend  to  take  his  death? 

Mat.  Neither,  my  lord;  for  as  he  was  surprised, 
Bef^irt  with  weapons,  and  with  enemies  round, 
I  did  your  highness'  message,  to  them  ail ; 
Betuandiog  him  of  them,  entreating  rather, 
And  said,  upon  the  honour  of  my  name, 
That  I  would  undertake  to  carry  him 
Unto  your  highness,  and  to  bring  him  back. 
Edw.  And  tell  me,  would  the  rebels  deny  me 

that  ? 
^pen.  Proud  recreants ! 
Edw.  Yea,  Spencer,  traitors  all. 
Mat.  I  found  them  at  the  first  inexorable  : 
The  carl  of  Warwick  would  not  bide  the  hearing, 
Mortimer  hardly,  Pembroke  and  Lancaster 
Spake  least :  and  when  they  flatly  had  denied. 
Refusing  to  receive  me  pledge  for  him. 
The  earl  of  Pembroke  mildly  thujs  bespake : 
My  lords,  because  our  sovereign  sends  for  him. 
And  promiseth  he  shall  be  safe  returned, 
I  will  this  undertake,  to  have  him  hence. 
And  see  him  re-delivered  ik>  your  hands. 
£dw.  Well,  and  how  fortunes  that  he  came  not  ? 
Spen.  Some  treason,  or  some  villainy,  was  the 

cause. 
Mat.  The  carl  of  Warwick  seized  him  on  his 
way. 
Pot  being  delivered  unto  Pembroke's  men, 
Their  lord  rode  home,  thinking  his  prisoner  safe; 
But  ere  he  came,  Warwick  in  ambush  lay, 
And  hare  him  to  his  death,  and  in  a  trench 
Struck  off  his  head,  and  march'd  unto  the  camp. 
Spen,  A  bloody  part,  flatly  'gainst  law  of  arms, 
Edw.  O  shall  I  speak !  or  shall  I  sigh  and  die ! 
Spen.   My  lord,  refer  your  vengeance  th  the 
sword    ' 
Upon  these  barons :  hearten  up  your  men ;      . 
I^t  them  not  unrevenged  murder  your  friends ! 
Advance  your  standard,  Edward,  m  the  field, 
And  march  to  fire  them  from  their  st^rti^g  boles. 
_.      _  ,         [Edward  kneels,  and  saith: 

£dw.  Bj  earth,  the  comnym  mother  of  us  all ! 
By  beaveo,  mmI  all  the  moving  orbs  thereof  1 


By  this  right  hand !  and  by  my  father's  sword 
AJnd  all  the  honours  'longing  to  my  crown  ! 
I  will  have  heads,  and  lives  for  him,  as  many 
As  I  have  manors,  castles,  ttiwns,  and  towers. 
Treacherous  Warwick !  traitorous  Mortimer  ! 
If  I  be  England's  king,  in  lakes  of  gore 
Your  headless  trunks,  your  bodies  will  I  trail,    . 
That  you  may  drink  your  fill,  and  quaff  in  blood, 
And  stain  my  royal  standard  with  ihe  same ; 
That  so  my  bloody  colours  may  suggest 
Remembrance  of  revenge  immortally, 
On  your  accursed  traitorous  progeny. 
You  villains,  that  have  slain  my  GaVeston. 
And  in  this  place  of  honour  and  of  trust, 
Spencer,  sweet  Spencer,  I  adopt  thee  here ; 
And  merely  of  our  lore  we  do  create  thee 
Earl  of  Glo'ster,  and  lord  chamberlain, 
Despite  of  times,  despite  of  enemies. 

Spen.  My  lord,  here  is  a  messenger  from  the 
barons, 
Desires  access  unto  your  Majesty, 

Edw.  Admit  him  near. 

Enter  the  Herald  from  the  BaronSy  with  his  coat 
of  arms,' 

Messen.  Long  live  king  Edward,  England's  law-* 
ful  lord ! 

Edw.  So  wish  not  tliey  I  ♦'  wis  that  sent  thee 
hither. 
Thou  comest  from  Mortimer  and  his  accomplices ; 
A  ranker  root  of  rebels  never  was. 
Well,  say  thy  message. 

Messen.  The  barons  up  in  arms,  by  me  salute 
Your  highness  with  long  life  and  happiness; 
And  bid  me  say,  as  plamer  to  your  grace. 
That  if,  without  effusion  of  blood, 
You  will  this  grief  have  ease  and  remedy; 
That  from  yq^r  princely  person  you  remove 
This  SpeDce.T,  as  a  putrefying  branch. 
That  cieads  the  royal  vine,  whose  golden  leaves    - 
Empale  your  princely  head,  ^our  diadem ; 
Whose  brightness  such  pernicious  upstarts  dim, 
Say  they,  and  lovingly  advise  your  grace,  • 
To  cherish  virtue  and  nobility. 
And  jiave  old  servitors  in  high  esteem. 
And  shake  off  smooth  dissembling  flatterers : 
This  granted,  they,  their  honours,  and  their  live?, 
Are  to  your  highness  vowed  and  consecrate. 

Spm.  Ahj  traitors !  will  they  still  (Jisplay  their 
pride  ? 

Edw.  Away,  tarry  no  answer,  but  be  gone ! 
Rebels,  wll  they  appoint  their  sovereign 
His  sports,  his  pleasures,  and  his  company  ? 
Yet  er^  thou  gp,  see  how  I  do  divorce 

t  Embraces  Spencer, 
ee  to  thy  lords, 
And  tell  them  I  will  come  tcr  chastise  them        -> 
For  murthering  Gavestoa:  hie  thee!  gel  thee 
gone ! 


TOL,  I. 
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£dwanl,with<iir«apdtworc|,foUowftatthjheebw«- 
My  lord,  perceive  you  how  these, rebels  swell? 
Soldiers,  fftod  hearts,  defend  vfur  sovtreigo's  right, 
For  now,  even  ooiir,  we  inarch  to  make  tbem  sloop. 
Away !  [Exeunt, 

Akrum$j  Excurpom^  a  great  Fi^lUy  and  a 
Betr^t. 

Enter  the  Kino,  Spencer  the  Father,  Sf«eiicer 
the  Sony  and  the  Noblemen  of  the  King*t  tide, 

Edw.  Why  do  we  foqnd  retreat  ?  upon  them, 
lords ! 
Tills  day  I  shall  pour  veng^npe  with  my  sword 
On  those  proud  rebels  that  are  up  in  arms, 
And  do  confront  qnd  CQuntennaud  their  king. 
Spen,jun,  1  doubt  it  not,  my  lord,  right  will 

prevail 
Spen.  ten.  lis  not  amiss,  my  liege,  for  either 
part 
To  breathe  a  while ;  our  men,  with  swef  t  and  dust 
All  choked  well  near,  begin  to  faint  for  heat, 
And  this  retire  refresheth  horse  and  mfln, 
Spen.jun.  Here  come  the  rebels. 

Enter  the  Baront^  Moariiffa,  Lancaster,  War-. 
WICK,  Pembroke,  ^c, 

Mor.  Look,  Lancaster,  yonde^s  Edward  ^moog 

his  flatterers. 
Lan.  And  there  let  him  be,  till  he  pay  dearly 

for  their  company. 
War,  And  shall,  or  Warwick'^  sword  s|iall 
,    .        smite  in  vain. 
Edw.  What,  rebels,  do  you  shrink,  mid  sound 

retreat? 
Mor.jun,  No,  Edward^  qo,  t^y  flatteren  faint 

and  fly. 
Lan,  Th'ad  best  betimes  forsake  thee,  and  their, 
trains. 
For  the/ll  betray  thee,  traitors  as  they  arc. 
Spen,jun,  Traitor  in  thy  face,  robeUious  La^ 

caster ! 
Fern,  Away,  base  upstart !  bravest  thou  nobles 

thus? 
Spen.  ten,  A  nofaJe  attempt !  l^ld  honourable 
deed!  ^ 

Is  it  not,  trow  y^  to  assemble  aid. 
And  levy  arms  against  your  lawful  kine  ? 

Edw*  For  which  ere  long  their  heaqi}  shfdl  sa- 
tisfy, 
To  appease  the  wrath  of  their  offended  king. 
Mor,jun,  Then,  £«|ward,  thou  wilt  fight  it  to 
the  last, 
And  rather  bath^  tl^  sword  In  subjects'  blood. 
Than  banish  that  pernicious  company  ? 

Eck^  Ay,  tn^tors  all,  rather  than  thus  be 
braved, 
Mak^  England'?  civil  towns  hnee  heapf  of  ajtones, 
And  plows  to  go  a^ut  our  pa|a9e-gate8. 


War.  A  desperate  and  HDimtural  reaoUiiioQ ! 
Alarum  to  the  fight,  ^  St  Geoige  for  Et^jbux^ 
And  the  barons'  right 

Edw,  St  Geoq^e  for  England^  and  king  Ed- 
ward's nght !  [Exeunt. 

Re-enter  Edward,  with  the  Batnmt^  captvoet, 

Edw,  Now,  histy  brds,  now,  not  by  dkance  gf 
war. 
But  justice  of  the  ^uarrel^  and  the  cause. 
Vailed   is  your  pride ;  methinka  yoiA  hai^  the 

heads, 
But  we'll  advance  them,  traitors ;  now  'tis  tiose 
To  be  avenged  on  you  for  all  your  braves,^ 
And  for  the  murder  of  my  dearest  friend. 
To  whom  right  well  yo^  knew  our  soul  was  kni^ 
Good  Pierce  of  Gayesten^  my  sweet  favourite^ 
Ah,  rebels  !  recreants !  you  made  him  away« 

Edm,  Brother,  in  reg^  of  thee,  and  of  ij^ 
land. 
Did  they  remove  that  flatterer  from  thy  throne. 

Edw^  So,  sir,  you  have  spoke ;  away,  avoid  our 
presence ! — 
Accursed  wretches,  was't  in  regard  of  us. 
When  we  had  sent  our  messengers  !•  request 
He  might  be  spared  to  come  to  speak  with  us, 
And  Pembroke  undertook  for  his  return. 
That  thou,  proud  Warwick  watched  the  prisoner. 
Poor  Pierce,  and  headed  him  'gainst  law  of  arms? 
For  which  thy  head  shall  overlook  the  res^ 
As  much  as  thou  in  rage  outwenCst  the  rest. 

War.  Tyrant !  I  scorn  thy  threats  and  menaces ; 
It  is  but  temporal  that  thou  canst  inflict 

Lan,  The  worst  is  death,  and  better  die  than 
live, 
Tb  live  in  in^my  under  such  a  king: 

Edw,  Away  with  then^  my  lord  of  Windiesr 
ter! 
These  lusty  leaders^  Warwick  and  Lancaster^ 
I  charge  you  roundly^^  off  with  both  th^  h^iiis ! 
away. 

War,  Fat^well,  vain  world ! 

Lan,  Sweet  Mortimer,  farewell 

Mor.jun,  England,  unkind  to  thy  oohiUty, 
Groan  (or  this  grief,  behold  how  thou  ai:tmaiin(Ml! 

Edw,  Go,  take  that  haughty  Mortimer  to  tha 
Tower, 
There  see  him  sa£p  bestowed;  and  for  the  rest. 
Do  speedy  execution  on  them  all    Qegon^ 

Mpr.jun,  What,  Mortimer !  cafi  ra^ed  s^poy 
walls 
Immure  thy  virtue  diat  aspires  ta  beaven  ? 
No,  Edward,  England's  scour^,  it  may  nat  be*. 
Mortrmei's  hope  surmounts  his  fortune  far*. 

Edp,  So^una  drums  and  trumpets,  marcbi  with 
me,  my  fHends; 
Edwaid  this  day  hath  crowned  him  king  anew. 


^  at  tktrgtfyti  Riglm4r-ai^,  Note  t|>  Jkg  Fimtr  */  Wt^i^ 
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Kcffntf  Spskcek  jS&if,  LBWtv,  toid  Baldock. 

Spen,  hfmtm,  the  Ingt  timtfye  reyote  in  tiiee, 
BifBli  €lw  qaiet  of  Idag  Edward's  l»d. 
TherefoM  bcgoiie  ia  liMte»  imd  fvith  odvioe 
Bestow  that  treusrt  OB  llie  lords  of  f^avce, 
Ite  tliertwith  all  endiBMed,  like  the  guard 
Ikt  aafe^d  Jove  to  pass  in  sbewers  of  gold 
To  Danae,  all  aid  nwy  be  denied 
XslflMcbeqoeea,  tliatvowin  FraMe 
Makes  frieeds,  tocross  the  seas  with  her  yoiingsoiiy 
And  Hep  aula  his  fiubec^s  rsf^nent. 
Lewen.  That's  it  these  barons  and  the  subtile 


He  bvtt  tne  better  thsto  n  tbouawid  Speiicfers. 
Queen.  Ah,  boy,  thou  art  decciTed,  at  least  in 
this,  . 

To  think  that  we  can  yet  be  tuned  tog^r ; 
No,  no,  we  jar  too  far.    Unkind  Valois ! 
Unhappy  Isabel !  when  France  rejects, 
Whither,  O  v^thcr  dost  thou  bend  thy  Steps  f 

Enter  Sir  John  of  Henault. 

Sir  Jokn,  Madam,  what  dieer  f 
Queen.  Ah,  good  Sir  John  of  Henauft, 
1  Never  so  cheerless,  nor  so  far  distrest 

SirJohn.  I  hear,  sweet  lady,  of  the  king^  unkind* 


Loag  levied 

BtL  Tea;  but  Lewen,  thou  seest, 
Tliese  barMM  lay  their  heads  on  blocks  together; 
Wbsft  Ihey  iti^eni,  the  hangman  frustrates  clean. 
LtmcH,  Have  yon  no  doub^  my  lord ;  Til  clap 
so  close 
Amoos  the  lords  of  France  with  England's  gohi, 
llitt  uabel  shall  make  her  phuots  ia  vain, 
And  France  shaU  be  obdurate  with  her  tears. 
Spen.  Then  make  for  France,  amain — Lewoo, 
away  I 
PMdaim  king  Edward's  wars  and  victories. 

[Exeunt, 


^  Enter  Enif  umd. 
Ab.  Fair  blows  the  wind  for  France;  blow, 
gcjitle^le, 
TiU  Edmund  be  arriv^  fbr  England's  good ! 
Nston^  jieM  to  my  country's  cause  in  this. 
A  broiher !  no,  a  iNit^r  ^  thv  friends. 
Proud  Ed««rd,do'st^l^oiibwusb  me  ibypMsence? 
Bm  m  to  France,  and  fihaer  the  wron^^  qneeo, 
Ai4  certify  what  Edwiird's  looseness  is. 
IJjuistaral  kwg !  to  stwigliter  nobU  men, 
Aod  cherish  flatterers!  Mortimer,  I  stay   • 
Tliy  sweet  eiC9p»;  stand  g^Facious,  gloomy  ni^, 
Toins4^ce. 

^nter  Mortim^  dis(piited. 
U9r,iM!^  HaU»!  who  wiOketh thens ? is't you, 

mr  lord? 
Edb.  MlorttnKfc  'tis  I 


ness; 
But  droop  not,  madMn ;  noble  tniiids  contemn 
Despair:  will  your  ^race  with  me  to  Henawit, 
And  there  stay  time's  advantage  with  your  sonf— 
How  say  veo,  my  lord,  will  you  go  with  your 

friends, 
And  shdke  off  all  o«r  fartones  eqwlly  ? 

Frmoe.  So  pleaseth  the  «|aeea  my  mother,  mo 
it  likes. 
The  king  of  England,  not  the  court  of  Franoe, 
ShaU  have  me  from  mv  gracious  mother's  «de, 
^Till  I  be  strong  enough  to  break  a  staff; 
And  then  have  at  the  proudest  Spencer's  head. 
Sir  Joim.  WeU  said,  my  lord. 
Queen.  Oh,  my  sweet  heart !  how  do  I  moan 
Ipy  wrong, 
Yet  trttMsph  in  the  hope  of  thee,  my  joy ! 
Ah,  sweet  sir  John,  even  to  the  utmost  verge 
Of  Europe,  or  the  siiore  of  Tauaise, 
Will  we  with  thee  to  Henault,  so  we  will 
Tbe  marquis  is  a  aoble  gentleoaan. 
His  grace  I  dave  pvesuine  will  wdoame.me. 
But  who  «re  these? 


wioiugbt9oh«^piiv? 
Uor.jvn.  u  hath»  nay  lopd; 


.but  haith  thy  potion 

l¥? 

A(S  wwrdrrs  all 

I  dnmk  diepp,  ipve  JBQe  teev(B  to  pass  in  neaoe. 
B«t  hath  yonr  «race  got  sMHttfiS  ^^^^  ^f^^i^^  ^ 

[Exeunt, 
Eatar  tht  Qxjh^ii  aad  her  Son. 
Queen.  Ah,  boy,  our  friends  do  fail  us  all  in 

The  lords  are  cruel,  and  the  king  unkind; 
^hataliallwedo? 

PHare.  Madam,  return  to  England, 
And  please  my  father  well ;  and  then  a  fig 
For  i\  my  uncle's  friendship  here  in  France. 
I  warrant  you,  I'll  win  his  highness  quidnly  ; 


Enter  Eomuvd  and  Mortimer. 

Edm.  Madam,  long  mav  you  live. 
Much  happier  than  your  friends  in  England  dp ! 

Queen.  Lord  Edmund  and  lord  Mortuner  alive! 
Welcome  to  France  !  the  news  was  here,  my  lord. 
That  yon  were  d^wil,  or  very  near  yoor  death. 

JM^.^s.  Lady,  the  last  was  truest  of  the 
twain: 
But  Mortimer,  reserved  for  better  hap. 
Hath  shakiBn  off  the  thnOdooi  of  the  Tower, 
And  lives  to  advance  your  sta»d<cM>  ipood  my  lord. 

PWaee.  How  mean  you,  and  th^  king  my  father 
lives? 
Nq»  my  kird  Mortimor,  not  I,  I  trow. 

Queen.  Not,  sw  ?— why  not  ?  I  would  it  were 

Ino  worse. 
But,  gentle  lords,  friendless  we  are  in  France. 
i&r.jun.  Monsieur  le  Grand,  a  noHe  friend 
of  yours, 
T^  us,  at  oar  arnvml,  all-die  news; 
How  hard  the  nobles,  how  unkind  the  king 
Hath  shew'd  himself:  but,  madam,  right  makes 

room, 
WJicrc  weapons  won't;  and  though  so  many  frienda 
Are  made  away,  as  VVarwick,  Lancaster, 
And  others  of  our  party  and  faction; 
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Yet  bare  we  friends,  assure  your  grace,  m  Eng- 
land, 
Would  cast  up  caps,  and  clap  their  bands  for  joy, 
To  see  us  there,  appointed  for  our  foes. 

Edm,  Would  all  were  well,  and  Edward  well 
reclaimed. 
For  England^s  honour,  peace,  and  quietness ! 
Mor.  But  by  tlie  sword,  my  lord,  it  must  be  de- 
served; 
The  king  will  ne'er  forsake  bis  flatterers. 

Sir  John,  My  lords  of  England,  sith  the  un- 
gentle king 
or  France  refuseth  to  give  aid  of  arms 
To  this  distressed  queen  his  sister  here, 
Go  you  with  her  to  Henault ;  doubt  ye  not. 
We  will  find  comfort,  money,  men,  and  friends, 
Ere  long,  to  bid  the  English  king  abase. — 
How  say,  young  prince?  what  think  you  of  the 
match? 
Prince,  1  think,  king  Edward  will  outran  us  all. 
Queen,  Nay  son,  not  so ;.  and  yoa  must  aofe  dis- 
courage 
Your  friends,  that  are  so  forward  in  your  aid. 

Edm.  Sir  John  of  Henault,  pardon  us,  I  pray  ; 
These  comforts  that  you  give  our  woeful  queen  • 
Bind  us  in  kindness  all  at  your  command. 
Queen.  Yea,  gentle  brother;  and  the  God  of 
heaven 
Prosper  your  happy  motion,  good  sir  John ! 
Mor.jun.  This  noble  gentleman,  forward  in 
arms, 
Was  born,  I  see,  to  be  our  anchor-hold; 
Sir  John  of  Henault,  be  it  thy  renown. 
That  England's  queen,  and  nobles  in  distress, 
Have  been  by  thee  restored  and  comforted. 
Sir  John,    Madam,  along,  and  you,  my  lord, 
with  me. 
That  Englaud^fr  pe^rs  may  Henault's  welcome  sec. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  the  Kino,  MAtiixviS,  the  two  Spencers, 
with  othen. 

Edw.  Thus  after  many  threats  of  wrathful  war, 
Triumpheth  England's  Edward  with  his  friends. 
And  triumph  Edward  with  his  friends  uncon- 

trouled ! — 
lly  lord  of  Glo'ster,  do  you  hear  the  news  ? 
Spen.jun.  What  newa^  my  lord  ? 
Edw.  Why,  man,  they  say  there  is  great  execu- 
uon 
Done  through  the  realm ;  my  lord  of  Arondely] 
You  have  the  note^  have  you  not  ? 


Mat.  From  the  liavtentnt  of  the  Tower,  my 
lord. 

Edw.  I  pray  let  us  see  it  What  have  we  there  ? 
Read  it,  Spencer.      [Spencer  read»  their  nama. 
Why  80 ;  they  bark'd  apace  a  month  ago. 
Now,  on  mv  life,  they'll  neither  bark  nor  bite. 
Now,  sirs,  the  news  from  France?  Oio'ster,  I  trow. 
The  lords  of  France  love  England's  gold  so  well. 
As  Isabel  gets  no  aid  from  thence. 
What  now  remains?  have  you  proclaimed,  my  lord. 
Reward  for  them  can  brins  in  Mortiraer? 

Spen.jun.  My  lord,  we  have;  and,  if  be  be  ia 
England, 
He  will  be  had  ere  long,  I  doubt  it  not. 

Edw.  If!  do'st  thou  say?  Spencer,  as  true  a» 
death. 
He  is  in  England's  ground ;  our  portnasters 
Are  not  so  careless  of  their  king's  conmiand. 

Enter  a  Pott. 

How  now,  what  news  with  thee  ?  from  whence 
come  these  ? 
Post,  Letters,  ray  lord,  and  tidings  forth  of 
France, 
To  you,  my  lord  of  Glo'ster,  from  Lewen. 
Edw.  Read. 


Spem CER  reads  the  Letters. 
"  My  duty  to  your  honour  premised, &c.  I  have,, 
according  to  instructions  in  that  behalf,  dealt  witb 
the  king  of  France,  his  lords,  and  effected  that 
the  queen,  all  discontented  and  discomforted,  is 
gone.  Whither,  if  you  ask;  with  Sir  John  of 
Henault,  brother  to  the  marquiss,  into  Flanders : 
with  them  are  gone  Lord  Edmund,  and  the  Lord 
Mortimer,  having  in  their  company  divers  of  your 
nation,  and  others  ;  and,  as  constant  report  goeth^ 
they  intend  to  grve  King  Edward  battle  in  Eng- 
land,* sooner  than  be  can  look  for  them  :  this  is 
al^  the  news  of  import.  Your  honour's  in  all  ser- 
vice, Lewen.» 

Edw.Ahf  villains !  hath  that  Mortimer  escaped  ^ 
With  him  is  Edmund  gone  associate  ? 
And  will  Sir  John  of  Henault  lead  the  round  .^^ 
Welcome  a  God's  name,  madam,  and  your  son; 
England  shall  welcome  you,  and  all  your  rout — 
♦'  Gallop  a-pace  bright  Phoebus  through  the  sky. 
And  dusky  nightv  >n  rusty  iron  car. 
Between  you  both,  shorten  the  time,  I  pray, 
That  I  may  see  that  most  desired  day. 
When  we  may  meet  these  traitors  in  the  field  ! 
Ah,  nothing  grieves  me,  but  my  little  boy 
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**  Gallop  apace,  yoa  flery-footed  steeds, 
Towards  Phoebus  mansion  i  such  a  waggoner 
At  Phaeton  would  whip  you  to  the  west, 
And  bring  in  doady  night  imnirdiately.** 
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Is  thus  misled  to  costfileMUiot  lb«ir  ilk.--- 
Come,  friends,  to  Bristol,  there  to  make  us  strong ; 
And  wiods,  as  equal  be  to  brins  them  io, 
Asjrou  iujahouswere  to  bear  ^m  forth. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  the  Queen,  her  Son,  Edmund,  Mortim eb, 
<md  Sir  JotiN. 

Queen.  Novn,  lords,  our  loving  friends,  and 

countnrmen, 
Welcome  to  England  all,  with  prosperous  winds ; 
Our  kindest  fiiends  in  Belgia  tiave  we  left, 
To  cope  with  friends  at  home ;  a  heavy  case, 
When  force  to  force  is  knit,  and  sword  and 

**gleave 
In  civil  broils  make  kin  and  countrjrmen 
Slai^ter  themselves  in  others,  and  their  sides 
'With  their  own  weapons  gore !  But  whaf s  the 

help? 
Misgoverned  kings  are  cause  of  all  this  wreck ; 
And,  Edward,  thou  art  one  among  them  all. 
Whose  looseness  bath  betrayed  thy  land  to  spoil, 
And  made  the  channel  overflow  with  blood 
Of  thine  own  people ;  patron  should'st  thou  be, 
But  thou — 

Mor,jun»  Nay,  madam,  if  you  be  a  warrior, 
Te  must  not  grow  so  passionate  in  speeches. — 
Lords,  sith  that  we  are,  by  sufferance  of  heaven, 
Arrived  and  armed  in  this  prince's  right, 
Here  for  our  country's  cause  swear  we  to  him 
AU  homage,  fealty,  and  forwardness ; 
And  for  the  open  wrongs  and  injuries 
Edward  hath  done  to  us,  his  queen,  and  land,' 
We  come  in  arms  to  wreck  it  with  the  sword ; 
That  England's  queen  in  peace  may  repossess 
Her  dignities  and  honours :  and  widiall 
We  may  remove  these  flatterers  from  the  king, 
That  havock  England's  wealth  and  treasury. 
Sir  John,  Sound  trumpetSymylord,and  forward 

let  us  march. 
Edward  will  think  we  come  to  flatter  him. 
JEdoL  I  would  he  never  had  been  flattered 

more !  [Exeunt. 

Enter  the  Kino,  Baldock,  and  Spencer  the 
Son,  flying  about  the  Stage. 

Sjpen,  Fly,  fly,  my  lord,  the  queen  is  overstrong. 


Her  friends  do  multiply,  and  yours  do  hoL 
Shape  we  our  course  to  Ireland,  there  to  breathev 

Edw.  What !  was  I  bom  to  fly  and  run  away^ 
And  leave  the  Mortimers  conquerors  behind  ?      ^ 
Give  me  my  horse,  let's  reinforce  our  troops. 
And  in  this  bed  of  honour  die  with  fame. 

Bal.  O  no,  my  lord,  this  princely  resolution 
Fits  not  the  time ;  away,  we  are  pursued.' 

[Exeunt. 

Edxitnd  alone,  with  a  Sword  and  Dirget. 

This  way  he  fled,  but  I  am  come  too  late. 
Edward,  alas  t  my  heart  relents  for  thee. 
Proud  traitor,  Mortimer,  why  dost  thou  chase 
Thy  lawful  kio^  thy  sovereign,  wiih  thy  sword  ?— 
Vile  wretch !  and  why  hast  thou,  of  all  unkind. 
Borne  arms  against  thy  brother  and  thy  king? 
Rain  showers  of  vengeance  on  my  cursed  head^ 
Thou  God,  to  whom  in  justice  itiielongs 
To  punish  this  unnatural  revolt ! — 
Edward,  this  Mortimer  aims  at  thy  life : 
O  fly  him  then  !-^but,  Edmund,  cann  this  rage. 
Dissemble,  or  thoudiesc;  for  Moi  timer 
And  Isabel  do  kiss,  while  they  conspire  r 
And  yet  she  bears  a  faee  of  love,  forsooth. 
Fie  on  tliat  love  that  hatcheth  death  and  hate  I 
Edmund,  away;  Bristol  toLongslianks's  blood 
Is  false;  be  not  found  single  for  suspect: 
Proud  Mortimer  pryes  near  into  thy  walks. 


Enter  the  Queen,  Mortimer,  the  young  Prince, 
and  Sir  John  of  Henault. 

Queen.  Successful  battle  gives  the  God  of  kingjs 
To  them  that  fight  in  right,  and  fear  his  wrath. 
Since  then  successfully  we  have  prevailed. 
Thanked  be  heaven's  great  architect,  and  you  ! 
Ere  farther  we  proceed,  my  noble  lords, 
We  here  create  our  well-beloved  son, 
Of  love  and  care  unto  his  royal  person. 
Lord  warden  of  the  realm ;  and,  sith  the  fates 
Have  made  his  father  so  unfortunate, 
Deal  you,  my  lords,  in  this,  my  loving  lords^ 
As  to  your  wisdoms  fittest  seems  in  all. 

Edm.  Madam,  without  ofience,  if  1  may  ask, 
How  will  you  deal  with  Edward  in  his  fall? 

Frince.  Tell  me,  good  uncle,  what  Edward  do 
you  mean? 


^  Gltooe— Or  glane^  a  weapon  like  a  halberd.    It  is  mentioned  in  Chdrcbyard's  ChaUaigty  p.  44 1 


*'  And  wantiag  wealth  to  pay  this  heavy  som, 
With  billes  and^joyoef  from  prison  was  I  led,'* 


Again,  2lrden  #/  FeMnftom  « 


O  mistris,  the  nugor,  and  all  the  watch, 

re  coming  towards  our  house  with  gUnt»  and  bills.'* 


Are  coming 


JSfinm(IILA.3.S.5: 


•  with  their  ponderous  ^totvM,.' 
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Edm.  p^^hmr,  yoar  fatiwr;  I  dare  oot  call 

him  king. 
M§r.  My  lord  of  Kent,  what  needs  these  <{«e8- 
tioDsf 
^is  not  in  her  controlnient,  nor  in  oars. 
But  as  the  realm  and  parliament  shall  please^ 
So  shall  jour  brother  be  dispoeed  of. 
I  like  not  this  relenting  mood  in  Edmund, 

[AMide^  to  ihe  Queen, 
Madaa^  'tis  good  to  look  to  W  betimes. 

Queen.  My  lord,  the  mayor  of  Bristol  knows 

oar  mind, 
Mer.  Yea,  madam,  and  tbey  'scape  not  ea»fy 
That  fled  the  field. 

Queen,  Baldock  is  with  the  king;       « 
A  goodly  chancellor,  is  he  not,  my  lord  ? 
Sir  John.  So  are  the6pencer%  the  father  and 

the  son. 
JEdm.  This  Edward  is  the  min  of  the  realm.' 

JEnter  Rice  ap  Howell,  and  the  Moyfir  rf  Bm- 
toly  with  SPEitCER  the  Fath^.    • 

JUce.  God  save  Qneeo  Isabel,  and  her  prince- 
ly son ! 
Madam,  die  mayor  and  citizens  of  Bristol, 
'    In  sign  of  love  and  dul^  to  this  presence, 
Present  by  me  this  traitor  to  the  state^ 
Spencer,  we  father  to  that  wanton  Spencer, 
t^  lliat,  like  the  lawless  Catiline  oi  Rome, 
Bevclied  in  Eosland's  wealth  and  tmasury. 
Queen.  We  thank  you  all. 
Mor.jun.  Year  loviug  care  in  this 
Deserveth  princely  favours  and  rewards. 
But  where^  the  king  and  the  other  Spencer  fled  ? 
Rice.  Spencer  the  son,  created  earl  of  Glo'ster, 
Is  with  diat  smooth-tongaed  scholar  Baldock 

gone, 
And  shipped  but  late  for  Ireland  with  the  king. 
Mor.jun.  Some  whirlwind  fetch  them  back, 
or  sink  them  all ! 
They  shall  be  started  thence,  I  doubt  it  not. 
Frince,  Shall  I  not  see  the  king  my  father  yet  ? 
Edr/u  Unhappy  Edward !  drased  from  Eng- 
land's bounds  ! 
Sir  John,  Maditn,  what  resteth  ?  why  stand  ye 

in  a  muse  ? 
Queen.  I  rue  my  lord's  ill  fortune ;  but,  alas ! 
Care  of  my  country  called  me  to  this  war. 
Mor.  Madam,  nave  done  ^ith  care  and  sad 
complaint. 
Your  king  liath  wronged  your  country  and  him* 
self; 


And  we  most  seek  to  rifjbtk  as  we  may. 
Meanwhile,  have  henee  this  rebel  to  the  blodr. 

Snen.  Rebel  is  be  that  fights  against  the  prinoe  ; 
So  tought  not  they  that  fought  in  Edwnm  ri^t. 

Mor.  Take  him  away,  be  prates. — ^You,  &ce 
ap  Howell, 
Shall  do  good  service  to  her  mi^esty, 
Being  of  countenance  in  your  count^  here^ 
To  follow  theee  rebellious  runnagates.— 
We  in  mean  while,  madam,  must  take  advice, 
Hi»w  Baldock,  Spencer,  and  their  compUoes, 
May  in  their  fall  be  followed  to  their  end. 

[Ejteunt* 

Enter  the  Abboty  Monks,  Edwaed,  Spencer^ 

«nd  B^LJDOCK. 

Abbot,  Have  yoo  no  doubt,  my  lord;  have  y<m 
no  (ear; 
As  silent  and  as  careful  we  will  be, 
To  keep  your  royal  person  safe  with  us, 
Free  from  ^  suspect,  and  fell  invasion 
Oi  such  as  have  your  majesty  in  diase. 
Yourself,  and  those  your  cha«en  company. 
As  danger  of  this  stormy  time  requires. 

EdtP.  Father,  thy  face  should  harbour  nQ  de* 
oeit. 
O!  hadst  thou  ever  been  a  kine,  thy  heart. 
Pierced  deeply  with  a  sense  ofmy  distress, 
Could  not  but  take  compassion  of  my  state. 
Stately  and  proud,  in  riches  and  in  train. 
Whilom  I  was,  powerful,  and  fuU  of  pomp : 
But  what  is  he,  whom  rule  and  empiry 
Have  not  in  life  or  death  made  miserable  ? — 
Come,  Speneer,  come,  Baldock,  come  sit  dowis 

by  me; 
Make  trial  now  of  that  philosophy. 
That  in  our  famous  nurseries  of  aits 
Thou  suck'st  from  Plato  and  from  Aristotle.—  \/ 
Father,  this  life  contemplatiye  is  heaven. 
O  that  I  might  this  life  m  quiet  lead  I 
But  we,  alas !  are  chased;  and  you,  my  friepda^ 
Your  lives,  and  my  dishonour,  they  pursue. 
Yet,  gentle  monks,  for  treasure,  gold,  nor  fee, 
J>o  you  betray  os  aqd  <wr  e9mpa9y/ 

Monh.  Your  gr^oe  qwy  tk  mm^^  if  none  bat 
we  do  ^  wot  of  your  abodes 

Sptn.  Not  one  alive,  but,  shrewdly  I  sospec^ 
A  gloomy  fellow>  in  a  mead  below ; 
He  gave  a  long  look  after  us,  my  lord ; 
And  all  the  land  I  know  is  up  in  arms ; 
Arms  that  pursue  our  lives  with  deadly  hate« 


^  Suspeetr-U  t^ni§flcim.   {(l|uihMiddleton*i  More  DitsembUn  betides  Wmm^  4*.t«  S*  1  ^ 

^    /    ; <<whata^Ealiirwaar 

}is4  I  made  for  my  lov;eto  ttie  ceaeral. 
And  cut  off  all  nupect,  all  reprcbension  ?^' 

46  frof— See  Note  85  to  Gemmcr  Gurton's  Needle, 
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BahL  We  were  emliuked  for  Irdmdy  wfeteb* 
ed  we! 
With  awkward  winds  and  sore  tempests  drirea 
To  fall  on  shore,  and  here 'to  pine  in  fear 
Of  Mortimer  and  his  confederates. 

Eda,  Mortimer!  who  talks  of  Mortimer? 
Who  woonds  me  with  the  name  of  Mortimer? 
That  bloody  man ! — Good  father,  on  thy  lap 
JLaj  i  this  bead,  laden  with  micile  care. 
O  might  I  never  ope  these  ejes  again ! 
Never  again  lift  up  this  drooping  head ! 
O  never  more  lift  up  this  dying  heart ! 

Spin.  Look  up»  my  lord^Baldock,  this  drow- 


Beddes  no  good ;  here  even  we  are  betrayed. 

£nt€r,  mth  Welch  Hooks,^''  Rice  ap  How  el,  a 
MomcTy  arid  the  JSor/  of  Leicesteb. 

JfoBTer.  Upon  my  life,  these  be  the  men  je 
seeL 

Bice.  Fellow,  enough.-*My  lord,  I  pray.be 
short, 
A  fair  commission  warrants  what  we  do. 

LeL  The  queen's  commission,  urged  by  Morti*- 
mer- 
What  cannot  Mortimer  with  the  queen ! 
Alas !  see  where  he  sits,  and  hopes  unseen, 
Teseape  their  hands  that  seek  to  reave  his  life. 
Too  trqe  it  is,  quern  diet  vidit  veniens  tuperbumf 
Hune  dk$  vidit  fugiefujaeeniem. 
But,  Leicester,  leave  to  grow  so  pcMsionate^-* 
Spencer  and  Baldock,  by  no  other  names, 
1  arrest  you  of  high  treason  here. 
Stand  not  on  titles,  but  obey  the  arrest ; 
Tis  in  the  name  of  Isabel  the  queen.^- 
Mylord,  why  droop  you  thus? 

Kdtc,  O  day !  the  last  of  all  my  bliss  on  earth  I 
Center  of  all  misfortone !  O  my  stars ! 
Why  do  you  lowV  unkindly  on  a  king? 
Comes  Leicester  then,  in  Isabella's  name. 
To  take  my  life^  my  company  from  me  ? 
Here,  man,  rip  up  this  panting  breast  of  mbe, 
And  take  my  heart  in  rescue  of  my  friends. 

Rice.  Away  with  them ! 

Spen.  It  may  beoonoe  thee  vet. 
To  let  us  take  ear  farewell  of  his  grace. 

Abbot.  My  heart  with  pily  yearns  to  see  this 
sight; 
A  king  to  bear  these  words  and  proud  com* 


Edw.  Spencer,  ah  sweet  Spencer,  thas  then 
smstwepaH?  • 


Spen.  We  most,  my  lord,  so  wiH  therangry  heti»  ■ 

vens. 
Edw.  Nay,  so  will  hcU  and  cruel  Mortimer; ; 
The  gentle  heavens  have  not  to  do  with  this. 

Bald.  My  lord,  it  is  in  vain  to  ^eve  or  stormj 
Here  humbly  of  yojur  grace  we  take  our  leaves; 
G^r  lots  are  cast,-^!  rear  me,  so  is  thine. 

Edw.  In  heaven  we  may,  in  earth  ne'er  shall 
^we  meet : 
And,  Leicester,  saj,  what  shall  become  of  us? 
Lei.  Your  majesty  must  go  to  Killingworth. 
Edw.  Mtat  I  'tis  somewhat  bard,  when  kifigs 

must  go. 
LeL  Here  is  a  litter  ready  for  your  grace. 
That  wai!^  your  pleasure,  and  the  day  grows  old. 
Rice.  As  good  be  gone,  as  stay  and  be  benight- 
ed. 
Edw.  A  litter  hast  thou  ?  lay  me  in  a  hearse. 
And  to  the  gates  of  hell  convey  me  hence ; 
Let  Ploto^s  beHs  ring  out  my  fatal  knell, 
And  hags  howl  for  ray  death  at  Charon's  shore. 
For  friends  hath  Edward  none,  but  theee ;  and 

these 
Must  die  under  a  tyrant's  sword. 

Rice.  My  lord,  be  going,  care  not  for  these. 
For  we  shall  see  them  shorter  by  the  heads. 
Edw.  Well,  that  shall  be,  shall  be :  part  we 
must ! 
Sweet  Spencer,  geotle Baldock,  part  we  must! 
Hence  feigned  weeds !  unfeigned  are  my  woes; 
Father,  farewell !  Leicester,  thou  sta/st  far  rae» 
And  go  I  must   life,  farewell,  with  iny  friends. 
[Exeunt  Edward  and  Leicester, 
Spen.  O  is  he  gone !  is  noble  Edward  gone ! 
Parted  from  hence !  never  to  see  ns  more  ! 
Rend,  sphere  of  heaven  I  and,  fire,  forsake  thj 

orb! 
Earth,  melt  to  air  I  gone  is  my  sovereign ! 
Gone,  gone^  alas  I  never  to  make  return. 
Bald.  Spencer,  I  see  our  souls  are  fleeting 
benoe; 
We  are  deprived  the  sunshine  of  our  life ; 
Make  for  a  new  life,  man';  throw  up  ihy  tyes. 
And  heart,  and  hand,  to  heaven'i  immorcd  throng 
Pay  nature's  debt  with  oheerivl  countenance ; 
Reduce  we  all  our  IjesBOf^unlo  this, 
To  die,  sweet  Speaoer ;  toBrefore  live  we  all ; 
Spencer,  all  five  to  die,  and  rise  to  fUl. 
Rice.  Come,  come,  keep  these  preadHoents  till 
you  come 
To  the  place  appointed.  Yea>  and  such  as  you  are^ 


^7  Welch  AMb,— What  kind  of  weapons  these  were  is  not  precisely  known.  Mr  Steeveos  Is  of  opinion, 
that  the  Wekh  keek  and  the  brown  biti  are  no  more  than  varieties  of  the  aecuriefikataj  or  probably  a 
weapon  ef  the  same  khid  with  the  Lochaber  axe,  which  was  used  la  the  late  rebelfon.  Colonel  Ciardner 
was  attacked  with  such  a  one  at  the  battle  of  Frestonpans.  Mr  Toilet  imaglaes  a  weapon,  of  which  a 
prUiiisgiven,frQiiitkehoo]v:d(omQf  ita  to  be  the  FTifcA  Ae«it    teNoleiialbeFkit  Wtof  Jtairy 
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^wfe  mad^'wise  work  in  England. 
^IVill  your  lordships  away  ? 

Mower,  Your  lordship,  I  trust,  will  remember 
me? 

JRiee,  Remember  the^,  felloe  f  what  else  ? 
Follow  me  to  the  town.  [Exeunt 

A" 

Enter  the  King,  Leicester,  with  the  Bishop  of 
Winchester  for  the  Crown. 

LeL  Be  patient,  good  my  lord,  cease  to  lament ; 
Imagine  Killingworth  castl^  were  your  court, 
And  that  you  lay  for  pleasure  here  a  space, 
Not  of  compulsion  or  necessity. 

Edw.  Leicester,  if  gentle  words  might  comfort 
me,  • 

Thy  speeches  long  ago  had  eased  my  sorrows ; 
For  kind  and  loving  hast  thou  always  been. 
The  griefs  of  private  men  are  soon  allayed, 
Biit  not  of  kings.    The  forest  deer,  being  struck, 
Rans  to  an  herb  that  closeth  up  the  wounds; 
But,  when  the  imperial  lion*s  flesh  is  gored, 
He  rends  and  tears  it  with  his  Wrathful  paw, 
And,  highly  scorning  that  the  lowly  earth 
.     Should  drink  his  blood,  mounts  up  to  the  air. 
And  so  it  fares  with  me,  whose  dauntless  mind 
The  ambitious  Mortimer  would  seek  to  curb, 
And  that  unnatural  queen,  false  Isabel, 
That  thus  hath  pent  and  mewed  me  in  a  prison : 
For  such  outrageous  pajssions  cloy  my  soul, 
As  with  the  wings  of  rancour  and  disdain. 
Full  oft  Am  I  soaring  up  to  high  heaven. 
To  plain  me  to  the  gods  against  them  both. 
But  when  I  call  to  mind  I  am  a  king, 
Methinks,  I  should  reveflge  me  of  the  wrongs 
.  That  Mortimer  and  l^bel  have  done. 
But  what  are  kings,  when  ^regiment  is  gone. 
But  perfect  shadows  in  a  sunshine  da^  ? 
My  nobles  rule,  I  bear  the  name  of  king ; 
1  wear  the  crown,  but  am  controUled  by  them, 
y   A  By  Mortimer,  and  my  unconstant  oueen, 
/  /  Who  spots  my  nuptial  bed  with  intamy. 
Whilst  I  am  lodgchd  within  tliis  cave  of  care, 
WherelBorrow  at  iny  elbow  still  attends. 
To  company  my  ^rt  with  sad  laments. 
That  bleeds  withm  me  for  this  strange  exchange. 
But  tell  me,  must  I  Bo^resign  my  crown, 
To  make  usurping  Moramer  a  kiiig? 

Win,  Your  grace  mistakes;  it  is  for  England's 
pood, 
And  princely  Edward^s  right,  we  crave  the  crown. 

Edm,  No,*tis  for  Mortimer,  not  Edward's  head; 
For  he's  a  lamb,  encompasseiji  by  wolves. 
Which  in  a  moment  will  abridge  his  life. 
But  if  proud  l^rtimer  do  wear  this  crown. 
Heavens  turn  it  to  a  blaze  of  quenchleee  firo ! 
Or,  like  the  snaky  wreath  of  xUiphon, 


Engirt  the  temples  of  his  hateful  head; 

So  shall  not  England's  vines  be  perished. 

But  Edward's  name  survive,  though  Edward  dies. 
LeL  My  lord,  why  waste  yon  thus  the  time 
away  ? 

They  stay  your  answer— will  yoU  yield  your  crown  f 

'    Edw,  Ah,  Leicester,  weigh  how  hardly  I  can 
brook 

To  lose  my  crown  and  kingdom  without  cause ; 

To  give  ambitious  Mortimer  my  right, 

That,  like  a  mountain,  overwhelms  my  Miss,  ^ 

In  which  extremes  my  mind  here  murthered  is. 

But  what  the  heavens  appoint,  I  most  obey ! 

Here,  take  my  crown ;  the  life  of  Edward  too ; 

Two  kings  in  England  cannot  reign  at  once. 

But  stay  a  while,  let  me  be  king  till  night. 

That  I  may  gaze  upon  this  glittering  crown ; 

So  shall  my  eyes  receive  their  last  content. 

My  head,  the  latest  honour  due  to  it. 

And  jointly  both  yield  up  their  wished  right.— 

Contmue  ever,  thou  celestial  snn ; 

Let  never  silent  night  possess  this  clime; 

Stand  still,  you  watches  of  the  element; 

All  times  and  seasons,  rest  you  at  a  stay, 

That  Edward  may  be  still  fair  England's  king! 

But  day's  bright  beam  doth  vanish  fast  away. 

And  needs  I  must  resign  my  wished  crown. 

Inhuman  creatures!  nursed  with  tyner^s  milk  I 

^ly  l^upe  yuer  toF^our  sovereign's  overthrow  f 

My  diadem  I  mean,  and  guiltless  life. 

See,  monsters,  see,  I'll  wear  my  crown  again  ! 

What,  fear  you  not  the  fury  of  your  king  ? 

But  hapless  Edward,  thou  art  fondly  led, 

TTiey  pass  not  for  thy  frowns  as  late  they  did, 

But  seek  to  make  a  new-elected  king ; 

Which   fills  my  mind  with  strange  despairing 
thoughts. 

Which  thoughts  arc  martyred  with  endless  tor- 
ments. 

And  in  this  torment  comfort  find  I  none, 

But  that  I  feel  the  crown  upon  my  head  ; 

And  therefore  let  me  wear  it  yet  a  while. 

Trusty.  My  lord,  the  parliament  must  have    - 
present  news, 

And  therefore  say,  will  you  resign^  no  ? 
Edw.  (the  King  rageth,)  I'll  not  resign !  but 
whilst  I  live,  be  king  ! 

Traitors,  begone,  and  join  with  Mortimer. 

Elect,  ^confirm,  install,  do  what  yon  will ; 

Their  blood  and  yours  shall  seal  diese  treache- 
ries! 
Win,  IMs  answer  we'll  return,  and  so  fare- 
well. 
LeL  Call  them  agaioy  my  lord,  i^mI  speak  them 
fair; 

For  if  they  go,  the  prince  shall  lose  his  right. 


«•  Regiment^Ste  Note  18. 161. 

^  Confirm — All  the  editions  read  emapirt.    The  allosioo  seems  to  be  to  the  several 
ftke  cieiMioa  of  a  Bishop,  in  which  the  act  of  coa/frtiMiMoii  comes  between  el#di#fi  and 
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And  mrejoQ  from  joar  foes,  Berkeley  would  cfie. 
LtL  My  lord,  the  ooandl  and  the  queen  com- 
^^    mand  ^ 

•Hm  I  resign  HIT  cbftree. 
£dw.  And  who  must  keep  me  now  ?  must  jou, 

my  lord  ? 
•^.  Ay,  my  most  gracious  lord,  so  'tis  decreed. 
-Ecfar.  By  Mortimer^  whose  name  is  written  here. 
Well  may  I  rend  his  name  that  rends  my  heart ! 
This  poor  revenge  hath  something  eased  mr  mbd. 
So  may  his  limbs  be  torn,  as  is  this  paper  f 
'  B^stf  me,  immortal  Jove,  and  grant  it  too ! 
Ber.  Your  grace  most  hence  with  me  to  Berke* 
ley  strmght. 


JUm,  Call  them  ditm  hukf  I  litre  no  pover 
to  speak. 

LeL  My  lord,  the  king  is  willing  to  resign 

Wm.  If  he  be  not^  let  him  choose. 

Edn,  O  would  I  might!  but  heaven  and  earth 
oonapire 
JIo  make  me  miserably !  here,  receive  my  crown^ 
Receive  it !  no,  these  mnooeot  hands  of  mine 
8hall  not  be  guilty  of  so  foul  a  crime. 
He,  of  ^a  ally  that  most  de^il^  mv  blood, 
And  will  be  called  the  murderer  of  a  king, 
Take  it   What,  are  you  moved  ?  pity  you  me  ? 
Then  send  for  unrelenting  Mortimer, 
Aod  Isabel,  whose  eyes,  k^ing  turned  to  steel, 
Will  sooner  sparkle  fire,  than  shed  a  tear. 
Yet  stay,  for  rather  than  I  will  look  on  them, 
Here,  hm  :  now,  sweet  God  of  heaven ! 
Make  me  despise  this  transitory  pomp, 
And  sit  for  aye  euthronized  in  heaven  ! 
Come,  deikh,"and  with  thy  fingers  close  my  eyee^ 
Or,  if  I  live,  let  me  forget  myself. 

£a/erBESXELEY. 

Ber.  Mylord. 

£dv.  Call  me  not  lord ; 
Away,  out  of  my  sight — ah,  pardon  me, 
Grief  makes  roe  lunatic ! 
Let  not  that  Mortimer  protect  my  son; 
More  safety  there  is  in  a  tyger^s  jaws. 
Then  his  embracements— %ar  this  to  the  queen, 
Wet  with  my  tears,  and  dried  again  with  sighs; 
If  with  the  ni^t  thereof  she  be  not  moved, 
Return  it  back,  and  dip  it  in  mv  blood. 
Conunend  me  to  my  son,  and  bid  him  rule 
Better  than  I.  Yet  how  have  I  transgressed, 
Unless  it  be  with  too  much  clemency ! 

2>itsiy.  And  thus,  most  humbly,  do  we  take  our 
leave. 

£dv.  Farewell;  I  know  the  next  news  that 
they  brine 
Will  be  my  death ;  and  welcome  diaU  it  be : — 
To  wretched  men,  deadi  is  felicity. 

LeL  Another  post,  what  news  brings  he  ? 

£dm,  Sodi  news  as  I  expect-— come,  Berkeley, 
come. 
And  tell  thy  messaee  to  my  naked  breast. 

il^.  My  lord,  think  not  a  thought  so  villainous 
^  harbour  in  a  man  of  noble  birth. 
To  do  your  highness  service  and  devoir. 


Edm.  Whither  yon  will,  all  places  are  alike^ 
And  every  earth  is  fit  for  burial. 
LeL  Favour  him,  my  lord,  as  much  as  lieth  in 

you. 
Ber,  Even  so  betide  my  soul  as  X  use  him. 
Edw,  Mine  enemy  hath  pitied  my  estate. 
And  tha^s  the  cause  that  I  am  now  removed. 
Ber,  And  thinks  your  grace  that  Berkeley  will 

be  cruel  ? 
Edw.  I  know  not,  but  of  this  am  I  assured. 
That  death  ends  all,  aod  I  can  die  but  once. 
Leicester,  farewell. 
JUL  Not  yet,  my  lord,  Til  bear  you  on  your 
way.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  MoRTiuER,Jun.  and  Queen  Isabel. 

Mor.jun,  Fair  Isabel,  now  have  we  our  desire ; 
The  proud  corrupters  of  the  light-brainM  king 
Have  done  their  homage  to  the  lofty  gallows, 
And  he  himself  lies  in  captivity. 
Be  ruled  by  me,  and  we  will  rule  the  realm. 
In  any  case  take  heed  of  childish  fear. 
For  now  we  hold  an  old  wolf  by  the  ears^ 
That  if  he  slip  will  seize  upon  us  both. 
And  gripe  the  sorer,  being  gript  hirosdf. 
Think,  therefore,  madam,  that  imports  us  much, 
To  erect  your  son  with  all  the  speed  we  may, 
And  that  I  be  protector  over  him, 
For  ourbehoot;  'twill  bear  the  greater  sway 
When  as  a  king's  name  shall  be  under  writ. 

Queen,  Sweet  Mortimer,  the  life  of  Isabel ! 
Be  thou  persuaded  that  I  love  thee  well ; 
And  therefore,  so  the  prince  my  son  be  safe^ 
Whom  I  esteem  as  dear^as  these  mine  eyes^ 
Conclude  against  his  fattier  what  thou  will. 
And  I  myself  will  willingly  subscribe. 

Mor.jun.  First  would  1  hear  the  news  he  were 
deposed; 
And  then  let  me  alone  to  handle  him. 

Enter  Messenger  and  Winchester. 
Mor.jun.  Letters  I  from  whence  ? 
Mes,  From  Killingworth,  my  lord. 
Queen,  How  fares  my  lord  the  king  ? 
Mes,  In  health,  madam,  but  fall  of  pensiveness. 
Queen,  Alas !  poor  soul,  would  I  could  ease  his 


grief!         [Wi^hester  presents  papers. 
Thanks,  gentle  Winchester;  sirrali,  be  jB;one. 

[Exit  Messenger. 
Win.  The  king  hath  willingly  resigned  his  crown. 
Queen,  O  happy  news !  send  for  the  prince,  my 

son. 
Win.  Further ;  or  this  letter  was  sealed,  lord 
Berkeley  came, 
Sp  that  he  now  is  gone  from  Killi^worth : 
And  we  have  heard  that  Edmund  laid  a  plot 
To  set  his  brother  free ; — no  more  but  so  ;— 
The  lord  of  Berkeley  is  pitiful, 
As  Leicester,  that  bad  charge  of  bhn  before. 
Queen,  Then  let  some  other  be  his  guardian; 
Mor.jun.  Let  me  aloue,  here  is  Che  privy  seal. 
Who's  there?  call  hither  Gurney  and  Matrevis, 
To  dash  die  heavy-headed  Edmund's  drifi^ 
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Berkeley  shall  be  dischnrged,  the  king  remoTcd, 
And  none  but  we  shall  know  where  he  lieth. 

Queen,  But,  Mortimer,  as  long  as  he  survives, 
"What  safety  rests  for  us,  or  tor  my  son? 

A^.jun,  Sjjeak,  shall  he  presently  be  dis- 
patched and  die?  ' 
Queen.  1  would  he  were,  to  'twere  not  by  my 
means. 

Enter  Matrevis  and  Gurney. 

Mor.jun,  Enough;   Matrevis,  write  a  letter 

{)resently 
ord  of  Berkeley  from  ourself, 
That  he  resign  the  king  to  thee  and  Gurney; 
And  when  'tis  done  we  wili^ subscribe  our  name. 
Mat,  It  shall  be  done,  my  lord. 
Mor,jun.  Gurney? 
Gur.  My  lord. 

Mor.ju  fi.  As  thou  intend'st  to  rise  by  Mortimer, 
Who  now  makes  fortune's  wheel  turn  as  he  please, 
Seek  all  the  means  thou  canst  to  make  him  droop. 
And  neither  give  him  kind  word  nor  good  look. 
Gur.  I  warrant  you,  my  lord. 
Mor.jun.  And  this  above  the  rest,— because 
hear 
That  Edmund  casts  to  work  his  liberty  ;— 
Jiemove  him  still  from  place  to  place  by  night. 
Till  at  the  last  he  come  to  Kiliingworth, 
And  then  from  ihcnce  to  Berkeley  back  again : 
And  by  the  way,  to  make  him  fret  the  more, 
^^  Speak  curstly  to  him ;  and  in  any  case 
Let  no  man  comfort  him  if  he  chance  to  weep. 
But  amplify  his  grief  with  bitter  words. 

Mat.  Fear  not,  my  lord,  we'll  do  as  you  com- 
mand. 
Mor.jun.  So,  now  away;  post  thitherwards 

amain. 
Queen.  Whither  goes  this  letter,  to  my  lord  the 
king  ? 
Commend  me  humbly  to  his  majesty. 
And  tell  him  that  I  labour  all  in  vain 
To  ease  his  grief,  and  work  his  liberty ; 
And  bear  him  this,  as  witness  of  my  love. 
Mat.  I  will,  madam. 

[Exeunt  Matrevis  and  Guritby. 

Enter  the  young  PrtHe,  and  the  Earl  of  Kent 
talking  with  him. 

Mor.jun.  Finely  dissembled !  do  to  still,  sweet 
queen.    -. 
Here  comes  the  young  prince,  vrith  the  earl  of 
Kent. 


Queen.  Something  he  whiBpert  in  his  cbildisk 

ears. 
Mor.jun.  If  behave  such  access  unto  the  priace, 
.Our  plots  and  stratagems  will  soon  be  dasb'd. 
Queen.  Use  Edmuiui  friendly,  as  if  all  were  well. 
Mor.jun.  How  fares  my  honourable  lord  of 

Kent? 
Eitm.  In  health,  sweet  Mortimer:  how  fares 

yoar  grace  ? 
QuecTi.  Well,  if  my  lord  your  brother  were  eiH 

larged. 
Edm.  I  hear  of  late  he  hath  deposed  himself. 
Queen.  The  more  my  grief.^ 
Mor.jun.  And  mine. 

Edm.  Ah,  they  do  dissemble !  [Aude^ 

Queen.  Sweet  son,  come  hither,  1  m«st  talk 

with  thee. 
Mor.jun.  You  being  his  uncle,  and  the  next  of 
blood. 
Do  look  to  be  protector  o'er  the  prince. 

Edm.  Not  I,  my  lord;  who  should  protect  tho 
son. 
But  she  that  gave  him  life,  I  mean  the  queen  ? 
Prince.  Mother,  persuade  me  not  to  wear  the 
crown; 
Let  him  be  king,  I  am  too  young  to  reign. 

Queen.  But  1^  content,  seeing  it  is  his  highness*^ 

pleasured 
Prince.  Let  me  but  see  him  first,  and  then  I 

wiU. 
Edm.  Ay  do,  sweet  nephew. 
Queen.  Brother,  vou  know  it  is  impossible* 
Prince.  Why,  is  he  dead  ? 
Queen.  No,  God  forbid ! 
Edm.  I  would  those  words  proceeded  from  yoar 

heart. 
Mor.jun.  Inconstant  Edmood,  dost  thou  fa- 
vour him. 
That  wast  a  cause  of  his  imprisonment  ? 

Edm.  The  more  cause  have  I  now  to  make 

amends. 
Mor.jun.  I  tell  thee  'tis  not  meet  that  one  so 
false 
Shovdd  come  about  the  person  of  a  prince. 
My  lord,  he  hath  betrayed  the  king  hb  brother. 
And  therefore  trust  him  not. 
Prince.  But  he  repents,  and  sorrows  for  it  now. 
Queen.  Come  soo^  and  go  with  this  gentle  lord 

and  me. 
Prince.  With  you  I  will,  but  not  with  Mortimer.. 
Mor.jun.  Why,. youngling, disdain'st thou  saof 


JDrtinier? 
c 


Then  I  wi^carry  thee  by  force  away  ! 


f^  Speak  atf9t(y.~-Otrtify  is  sArMciiAly,  iU^naturedfyf  orfromardl^.    As,  in  PhiUttter: 

**  Hadst  a  carsi  master  when  thou  weatst  to  school*" 

Taming  of  the  Skrem: 

"  her  only  fiiolt 

lS|  that  she  is  intolerably  cvrffr*^ 


Mabj^oi^.] 


EDWARD  n. 


187 


Ftinee.  Hdp>  uncle  Kent !  Mordmer  will  wrong 

me. 
Queen.  Brother  Edmond,  strife  not,  we  are  his 
friends; 
Isabel  is  nearer  than  the  earl  of  Kent 

Edm,  Sister,  Edward  is  my  charge,  redeem  him. 
Queeiu  Bdward  is  my  son,  and  I  will  keep  him. 
Edm*  Mortimer  shall  Imow    that   he    hath 
wronged  me. 
Hence  will  I  haste  to  Killingworth  castle. 
And  rescue  aged  Edward  from  his  foes, 
To  be  revenged  on  Mortimer  and  thee* 

[ExeunU 

Enter  Matrevis  oni  Gurnet  with  the  King. 
Soldiers  attending. 

Mat*  M^  lord,  be  not  (tensive,  we  are  yonr 
friends; 
Men  are  ordained  to  live  in  n^isery, 
Tbevefore  come,  dalliance  dangereth  our  lives^ 
Eda»  Friends ! — Whither  must  unhappy  Edward 


Will  hateful  Mortimer  appoint  no  rest? 
Must  I  be  vexed  like  the  nightly  bird, 
Whose  sight  is  loathsome  to  all  winged  fowls  ? 
When  wiU  the  fury  of  his  mind  assuage  ? 
When  will  his  heart  be  satisfied  with  blood  ? 
If  mine  will  serve,  unbowel  straight  this  breast, 
And  give  my  heart  to  Isabel  and  him. 
It  is  the  chiefest  mark,  tliey  level  at. 

Crur.  Not  so,  my  liege,  the  queen  hath  given 
this  charge. 
To  iceep  your  grace  in  safety ; 
Your  passions  make  your  choler  to  encrease* 

Edw*  This  usage  makes  my  misery  encrease. 
But  can  my  air  of  life  continue  lon|, 
When  all  my  senses  are  annoyed  with  stench? 
Within  a  dungeon  England's  king  is  kept. 
Where  I  am  starved  for  want  of  sustenance* 
My  daily  diet  is  heart-breaking  sobs, 
That  almost  rend  the  closet  of  my  heart; 
Thus  lives  old  Edward  not  relieved  by  any. 
And  so  must  die,  though  pitied  by  many. 
O  water,  gentle  friends,  to  cool  my  thirst, 
Aim!  clear  my  body  from  foul  excrements ! 

Mat.  Here's  channel>water,  as  our  charge  is 
givftn; 
Sit  down,  for  we'll  be  barbers  to  your  grace. 

Edw,  Traitors,  away !  what,  will  you  murder  me, 
Or  choke  your  sovereign  with  puddle- water  ? 

Gnr,  No;  but  wash  your  face,  and  shave  away 
your  beard. 
Lest  yon  be  known,  and  so  be  rescued. 

Mat.  Why  strive  you  thus?  your  labour  is  in  vain. 

Edw,  The  wren  may  strive  against  the  lion's 
strengtb,i 
But  all  in  vain;  so  vainly  do  I  strive. 
To  seek  for  mercy  at  a  tyrant's  hand. 

[Thei/  wash  him  with  puddle^ater^  and 
shave  his  beard  away.     .    . 
f  mmortal  powers !  that  know  the  painful  cares 
'ptat  wait  upon  m^  poor  distressed  soul  { 


O  level  all  yonr  looks  upon  these  darii^  men, 
That  wrong  their  liege  and  sovereign,  England's 

O  Gaveston,  it  is  for  thee  that  1  am  wronged.       1 
For  me,  both  thou  and  both  the  Spencers  died  !  / 
And  for  your  sakes  a  thousand  wrongs  Fll  take. 
The  Spencers'  ghosts,  wherever  they  remain. 
Wish  well  to  mine;  then  tush,  for  them  Fll  diev 

Mat.'Tw'ixt  theirs  and  yours  shall  be  no  enmity. 
Come,  come  away,  now  put  the  torches  out. 
We'll  enter  in  by  darkness  to  Killingworth* 

Enter  Edmund. 

Gur.  How  now,  who  comes  there  ? 

Mat,  Guard  the  king  sure ;  it  is  .the  earl  of 

Kent. 
Edw,  O,  gentle  brother,  help  to  rescue  me ! 
Mat.  Keep  them  asunder ;  thrust  iu  the  king. 
Edm.  Soldiers,  let  me  but  talk  to  him  one  word, 
Gur.  Lay  hands  upon  the  earl  for  his  assault. 
Edm*  Lay  down  your  weapons,  traitors,  yield 

the  king. 
Mat,  Edmund,  yield  thou  thyself,  or  thou  shalt 

die. 
Edm.  Base  villains !  wherefore  do  you  gripe  me 

thus? 
Gur,  Bind  him,  and  so  convey  him  to  the  court, 
Edm.  Where  is  the  court  but  here  ?  here  is  tho 

And  I  will  visit  him ;  why  stay  you  me  ? 

Mat,  The  court  is  where  lord  Mortimer  re* 
mains ; 
Thither  shall  your  honour  go ;  and  so  farewell. 
[Ejpeunt  Matrevis  and  GvRHEYp 
with  the  King. 

Manent  Edmund  and  the  Soldiers. 

Edm.  O  miserable  is  that  common-weal,  wher9 
lords 
Keep  courts,  and  kings  are  lock'd  in  prison ! 
Soldiers.  Wherefore  stay  we  ?  on,  sirs,  to  the 

eourt. 
Edm.  Av,  lead  me  whither  you  will,  even  to  my 
death. 
Seeing  that  my  brother  cannot  be  released. 

\^Eieunt, 

Enter  Mortih EB,^'ttn.  alone. 

Mor.  jun.  The  king  must  die,  or  Mortimer  goes 
down. 
The  commons  now  begin  to  pity  him. 
Yet  he  that  is -the  cause  of  Edward's  death. 
Is  sure  to  pay  for  it  when  his  son's  of  age  \ 
And  therefore  will  I  do  it  cunningly, . 
This  letter,  written  by  a  friend  of  ours. 
Contains  his  death,  yet  bids  them^ave  his  life, 
Ewdardum  occidere  nolitCk  timerefonum  est.  - 
Fear  not  to  kill  the  king/tisgooahe  die. 
But  read  it  thus,  and  that's  another  sense : 
Edwardum  occidere  noUte^imere  bonum  est. 
Kill  not  the  king,  'tis  good  to  fear  the  worste 
Unpointed  at  it  is^  thus  shall  it  go^ 
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That  being  (?ead,  if  k  chance  to  be  fonnd, 
Matrevis  and  the  rest  may  bear  the  blame, 
And  we  be  quit,  that  caused  it  to  be  done. 
Within  this  room  is  locked  the  messenger. 
That  shall  conTey  it,  and  perform  the  rest : 
And  by  a  secret  token  that  he  bears, 
Shall  he  be  murdered  when  the  deed  is  done. 
Lightbom,  come  forth;  art  thou  so  resolute  as 
thoa  wast? 

Enter  Lightborit. 

Light  What  else,  my  lord,  and  far  more  reso- 
lute. 
Mor,  jun.  And  hast  thou  cast  how  to  accom- 
plish it  ? 
Light,  Ay,  ay,  and  none  shall  know  which  way 

he  died. 
Mor.jun.  But  at  his  boks,  Lightbom,  thou  wilt 

relent 
Xtf  A/.  Relent !  ha,  ha,  I  use  much  to  refent. 
Mor.jun,  Well,  do  it  bravely,  and  be  secret. 
light.  You  shall  not  need  to  give  instructions; 
Tis  not  the  first  time  I  have  killed  a  man. 
1  learned  in  Naples  how  to  poison  flowers; 
To  sdtmgle  with  a  lawn  thrust  through  the  throat; 
To  pierce  the  wind-pipe  with  a  needle's  point; 
Or,  whilst  one  is  asleep,  to  take  a  qdll 
And  blow  a  little  powder  in  his  ears; 
Or  open  his  mouth,  and  pour  auick-sihrer  down. 
But  yet  I  have  a  braver  way  tnan  th^e. 
Mor.  jun.  What's  that? 
JAght,  l^djy  you  shall  pardon  me,  none  shall 

know  my  tricks. 
Mor,  jun,  1  care  not  how  it  is,  so  it  be  not 'spied.  ' 
Deliver  this  to  Oorseyaod  Matrevis. 
At  everjr  ten  mile  end  thou  hast  a  horse. 
Take  this,  away ;  and  never  see  roc  more, 
X^A^.  No! 
Mor,  juTu  No ;  onless  tbou  bring  me  news  of 

Edward's  death. 
Light,  That  will  I  quickly  do;  farewcII,mY  brd . 

\Exit. 


Mor.jun.  Thet>ritf(»Irik^die^eendDlc 
mand, 

And  #ith  a  lowly  codg^  to  tiie  ground. 
The  proudest  lords  solute  me  as  I  p«8s: 
I  seal,  I  cancel,  I  do  what  I  will ; 
Feared  am  I  more  than  ]o>ved-^let  me  be  farad  ; 
And,  when  I  frown,  make  all  the  conrC  lo(^  pile. 
I  view  the  prince  with  AristarchMT  eyes. 
Whose  looks  were  as  ^  a  breeching  to  a  boy. 
They  thrust  upon  me  the  procedorSiipv 
And  sue  to  me  for  that  whidi  I  desire : 
While  at  the  Council-table,  grave  eoodgh^ 
And  not  unlike  a  bashful  puritan, 
First  I  complain  of  imbecility. 
Saying  it  is,  onta  quam  gravitthmumy 
Till,  being  interrupted  by  my  friends, 
Suscepi  that  pravincimn,  as  tbey  term  iC^ 

(And,  to  conclude,  I  am  protector  now. 
Now  is  all  sure,  die  qaeen  and  McMtimer 
Shall  rule  the  reahn ;  the  king^  and  none  role  jam 
Mine  enemies  will  I  plagne,  ny  friends  adnmcey 
And  what  I  list  command ;  who  dare  oontroul  ? 
Major  ium  fu^  cut  pcMdt  fortuna  noeerem 
And  that  this  be  the  eoronation-day, 
It  plenseth  me,  and  Isabel  the  queen. 
The  trumpets  sonnd,  I  must  go  take  my  place; 

Enter  the  young  King,  Bishop,  Champiov, 
Nobles^  Qu£Eir,&c 

Bith,  Long  live  king  Edwtfd,  by  the  mce  of  God^ 
King  of  England,  and  lord  of  Irelaod ! 

Cham.  If  any  Christian,  Heathen,  Tmi^  or  Jew^ 
Dares  but  affirm,  that  EdwnnTs  not  true  king, 
And  will  avouch  his  saying  wkh  the  sword, 
I  am  the  champion  that  will  combat  hinu 

Mor,  jun.  None  Gomes>  sound  tmmpets. 

King.  Champion,  here'b  fo  thee. 

Queen.  Lord  Mortimer,  now  take  him  t&  yomt 
CTarge. 

Enter  SoUien,  with  tie  Earl  rflLzvT prisoner^ 
Mor.  jun.  What  thdtor  hate  we  ifaeit  witk 
bMes  and  Mils? 


^  A  hrucMng^A  tbhipphtg.    So,  in  Maisioger't  Unnatural  Combat^  A.  i.  S.  i  s 
**  Tiks  ovi  of  school !  take  heed,  yea  wiU  *•  Ivisdbd  e)K.'' 
The  Bu^fiil  Lover,  A.  I.  S.  i : 

**  Yon  will  be  breeched^  boy, 
**  For  your  physical  nMxfans.'* 

The  Ouardimh  A*  I.  S.  1 1 

*'  How  he  looks !  like  a  ichool-boy  that  had  played  the  traaat. 
•♦And  went  to  *«*readUd.'«    .  *^    ^  ^ 

Sbake^nre's  lamiHg  qfthe  aknw,  A.  &  S.  i: 

"        no  breeching  scholar  In  tilie  schools.'' 
See  also  Mr  SlsveaiVlle^  «i  the  last  I 
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King,  What  hath  he  done  ? 
SoL  He  would  haTe  taken  the  king  aimy  per 
force, 
As  we  were  brineing  hSm  to  Kifiingworth. 
iihr.  joH.  Did  yon  attenpt  his  rescoe^  Ed- 
mood  ?  Speak. 
Edm,  Mortimer,  I  did ;  be  is  oar  ktog. 
And  thou  compeil'st  this  prinoe  to  wear  the 
crown. 
Mor.jun,  Strike  off  his  head,  be  shall  have 

martial  law. 
Edm.  Strike  off  mj  head !  base  traitor,  I  defy 

thee. 
King.  Mjr  lord,  he  is  my  oocle^  and  shall  live. 
Mer^J^n.  My  lord,  he  is  your  enemy,  and  shall 

die. 
Edm.  Stay,  Tillaiiis! 

King,  Sweet  mother,  if  I  cannot  pardon  him^ 
Intreat  my  lord  protector  for  his  life. 
Queen.  Son,  be  content;  I  dare  not  spedk  a 

word. 
King,  Nor  1^  and  yet  methinks  I  should  com- 
mand; 
But  seeing  I  cannot,  ID  intreat  for  hiok— 
My  lortl,  if  you  will  let  my  uncle  live^ 
I  wiU  reonite  it  when  I  come  to  age. 

Mor.jun,  Tis  for  your  highnlesi^  ipo6,  and  for 
the  realms'.— i 
How  often  shall  I  bid  you  bear  him  hence? 
Edm.  Art  thou  king?  must  I  die  at  thy  com- 
mand? 
Mor.jun.  At  our  command !  Onoe  more  away 

with  him. 
JBiM.  Let  me  bat  stay  and  speak ;  I  will  not  go. 
Either  my  brother  or  his  son  is  king. 
And  neither  of  them  thirst  for  Ednrand^s  bfeod  ; 
And  therefore,  soldiers,  whither  will  you  hale  me? 
[They  hale  Edmund  away,  and  carry  him  to 
be  beheaded. 
King.  What  safety  may  I  look  for  at  bis  hands. 
If  diat  my  uncle  shall  be  murdered  thus? 
Queen,  Fear  not,  sweet  boy,  111  guaitl  thee 
from  thy  foes; 
Had  Edmund  lired,  he  would  bate  sought  thy 

death. 
Ckmie,  son,  well  ride  a  bunting  in  the  pari^ 
King,  And  shall  my  uncle  Edmund  ride  with  us? 
Queen,  He  is  a  traitor,  think  not  on  him ;  come. 

[Enunt  omnet. 

Enter  Matbeyis  and  Gurnet. 

Mat*  Gumey,  I  wonder  the  king  dies  no^ 
Beiog  in  a  vault  up  to  the  knees  in  water, 
To  wludi  the  channels  of  the  castle  run  ; 
Fmmu  wheooa  a  damp  cominmlly  ariseth, 
TWi  won  eooof^  to  poisoa  any  manj 


Modi  more  aldng^  brougikt  «p  so  tmdOfly. 

Gur,  And  so  do  I,  MatreviB ;  yestermght. 
I  opened  hot  the  door  to  throw  hun  meat, 
And  I  was  almost  stifled  with  the  savour. 

Mat*  He  hath  a  body  able  to  endure 
More  than  we  caa  inflict:  and  tfaerelbra  now, 
Let  us  assail  hb  flnod  aaotfaer  while. 

Our,  Send  for  him  out  thcaoe^  and  I  will  aa* 
eer  hiuL 

Mil.  &t  stay,  who's  this? 

Enter  Lioetbo&v. 

light.  My  lord  protector  greets  yoo. 

[Otvmg'apgper. 
Gur,  Wbat^s  here?  I  know  not  how  to  con« 

StTMIt. 

Mut,  Goroey,  it  was  kfl  npointed  ibr  tba 


EdmrnrOum  aeddere  nokte  timere, 
That's  hb  meaning. 

JLi^^.  Know  ye  thislekiii?  I  most  have  tlie  king; 

Mat,  Ay,  stay  a  while,  thou  shalt  hare  answer 
strught.— 
This  villain's  sent  to  make  away  ^e  kii^ 

Our.  1  thought  as  much. 

Mat.  And  when  the  murder's  done, 
See  how  he  most  be  handled  for  hn  labour. 
Pereat  itte  .'—-lei  him  ham  the  king  : 
What  else?  heie  is  the  kem  this  is  the  lak^ 
Do  as  yoo  are  osmmanded  by  my  ksrd. 

Light.  I  know  what  1  nrast  doy  get  yoo  away* 
Tet  be  not  fhr  oi^  I  shall  need  your  help ; 
See  that  in  the  neat  room  I  hare  a  fire^ 
And  get  me  a  spit,  and  let  it  be  red  hoc 

Mat.  Very  well. 

Our.  Need  you  any  thing  besides  f 

light.  A  table  anc!  a  fesrther  bed. 

Gtir.  That's  all? 

Light.  Ay,  ^y;  so  when  I  call  yoo,  bring  it  is. 

Mat.  Fear  not  thou  that 

Our.  Here's  a  light  to  go  into  the  dungeon. 

[Eieuta  Gt^BNET  and  Matebtis. 

Light.  So  now  must  I  about  this  gser;  ne'er 
was  there  any 
So  findy  handled  as  tliis  king  shall  be. 
Foh,  hwt  a  nlaee  indeed,  with  all  my  heart ! 

Ed».  Who^  there  ?  what  light  b  that?  where- 
fort&  comrst  ttiou  ? 

Light,  To  comfort  you,'  and  bring  yon  joyftd 


Edw,  Small  comfort  finds  poor  Edward  in  thy 
looks! 
Villain,  IVnow  thou  com'st  to  murder  me. 

^ght.  To  murder  yoo,  mvmost  gracious  lordl 
Far  b  it  from  my  heart  to  do  you  harm. 
The  oneea  sent  me  to  see  how  yon  were  used^ 
For  she  rtleats  at  thb  your  misery  t 
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And  what  eyes  ctn  refi^ain  fi^mi  sbedding  telan. 
To  see  a  king  in  this  most  piteous  state  ? 

Edw.  Weep*8t  thou  already  ?  iista  while  to  me, 
And  then  thy  heart,  were  it  as  Gurney's  i^. 
Or  as  Matrevis,  hewn  from  the  Caucasus, 
Yet  will  it  hielt,  ere  I  have  done  my  tale. 
This  dungeon  where  they  keep  me,  is  the  simk 
IVhetein  the  filth  of  all  the  castle  falls. 
lAght,  O  villains ! 

Edw,  And  there,  in  mire  and  puddle  have  I 
stood 
This  ten  days  space ;  and  least  that  I  should  sleep. 
One  plays  continually  upon  a  drum. 
They  give  me  bread  and  water,  being  a  king; 
So  that,  for  want  of  sleep  and  sustenance. 
My  mind's  distempered,  and  my  body's  numbed ; 
And  whether  I  have  limbs  or  no,  I  know  not. 
O,  would  my  blood  -drifp  Oat  from  every  vein. 
As  doth  this  water  from  my  ^^  tottered  robes ! 
Telt  Isabel,  the  queen,  I  looked  not  thus. 
When  for  her  sake  I  ran  at  tilt  in  France, 
And  there  unhorsed  the  Duke  of  Clcremont, 
Light,  O  speak  no  more,  my  lord !  this  breaks 
my  heart. 
lie  on  this  bed,  and  rest  yourself  awhile. 

Edw,  These  looks  of  thine  can  harbour  noOglit 
but  death : 
I  see  my  tragedy  written  in  thy  brows. 
Yet  stay  a  while,  forbear  thy  bloody  hand. 
And  let  me  see  the  stroke  before  it  comes, 
That  even  then,  when  I  shall  lose  my  life. 
My  mind  may  be  more  stedfa^t  on  my  God. 
JJght.  What  means  your  highness  to  mistrust 

nfe  thus? 
Edw»  What  meanest  thou  to  dissemble  with 

me  thus? 
Light,  These  hands  were  nerer  stained  with 
innocent  blood, 
Nor  shall  they  now  be  tamted  with  a  king's. 
Edw,  Foreive  my  thought,  for  having  such  a 
thought 
One  jewel  have  I  left,  receive  thou  this. 
Still  fear  I,  and  I  knpw  pot  what's  the  cayfte^ 
But  every  joint  shakes  as  I  g^ve  it  thee. 
O !  if  thou  barbour'st  mur&r  in  thy  heart. 
Let  this  gift  change  thy  mind,  and  save  thy  soul ! 
jKnow,  tlwt  I  ana  a  king :  Oh !  at  that  name 
I  feel  a  hell  of  grief ;  where  is  my  crown  ? 
Gone,  gone !  and  do  I  remain  ? 

Light,  You're  overwatched,  my  lord ;  lie  down 
and  rest. 


Edw.  But  that  grief  keeps  me  waking,  I  should 
sleep; 
For  not  these  ten  days  have  these  eyc-lida  closed. 
Now,  as  I  speak,  they  fall,  and  yet  with  fear 
Open  again.  O  wherefore  sit'st  thou  here  ? 

Light.  If  you  mistrust  me.  Til  begone,  my  lord. 

Edw,  No,  no ;  for  if  thou  meanest  to  murder  me. 
Thou  wilt  return  again ;  and  therefore,  stay. 

Light,  He  sleeps. 

Edw,  O  let  me  not  die ;  yet  stay,  O  stay  a  white* 

Light,  How  flow,  my  lord  ? 

Edw,  Something  still  buzzeth  in  mine  ears, 
And  tells  me,  if  I  sleep,  I  never  wake ; 
This  fear  is  that  which  makes  me  tremble  thus. 
And  therefore  tell  me,  wherefore  art  thou  con^ef 

Light,  To  rid  thee  of  ihy  life ;  Matrevis,  come* 
Enter  Gurney  and  Matrevis. 

Eda^.  I  am  too  weak  and  feeble  to  resist : 
Assist  me,  sweet  God,  and  receive  my  soul. 

Light,  Run  for  the  table. 

Edw,  0  spare  me,  or  dispatch  me  in  a  trice. 

Light,  So,  lay  the  table  down,  and  stamp  oq  it. 
But  not  too  hard,  lest  that  you  bruise  his  body. 

[Thei/  murder  him^ 

Mat,  I  fear  me  that  this  cry  will  raise  the  towo^ 
And  therefore  let  us  take  horse  and  away. 

Ifight^  Tell  me,  sirs,  was  it  not  bravely  done  ? 

Gur,  Excellent  well ;  take  this  for  thy  reward. 

[Gu RN  EY  itabs  LlGHTBOB^ 

Come,  let  us  cast  the  body  in  the  moat, 
And  bear  the  king's  to  Mordmer  our  lord :  away« 

[Exeunt. 
Enter  Mortimer  and  Matrevis. 
Mor,jun,  Is't  done,  Matrevis,  and  the  muiw 

derer  dead  ? 
JIdat.  Ay,  my  good  lord ;  I  would  it  were  undone, 
Mar.jun,  Matrevis,  if  thou  nowgrowest  peni- 
tent, 
I'll  be  thy  ghostly  father;  therefore  chuse, 
Whether  thou  wilt  be  secret  in  this. 
Or  else  die  by  the  hand  of  Mortimer. 

Mat,  Gurney,  my  lord,  is  fled,  and  will,  I  ftpar^ 
Betray  us  both ;  therefore  let  me  fly. 
Mar,jmu  Fly  to  the  savages. 
Mat.  I  humbly  thank  your  honour.         [Exit. 
Mar,  jun.  As  for  myself,  I  stand  as  Jove's  hug^ 
tree; 
And  others  are  but  shfiibs  compared  to  me. 
All  tremble  at  my  name,  and  I  fear  none ; 
Let's  see  who  dare  impeach  me  for  l^a  death. 


^  Tffttered  JZofte»— 1.  e,  tattered,  as  we  now  pronounce  it.  In  most  writers  of  this  period  the  woni 
was  spelt  as  above  written,  and  perliapt,  ai  Mr  Steevens  observes,  tbe  present  brood  prooanciatlon,  al» 
most  particular  to  the  Scots,  was,  at  that  time,  common  to  both  nations.  (See  Note  6  on  King  Jokm) 
To  tbe  several  instances  there  produced  may  be  added  tbe  following: 

Dekker*8  Bet-mmH  of  London,  Sig.  D.  4 :— *'  The  tarn  spits  ('who  were  pooie  tottored  greade  fellows) 
looking  like  so  many  hee  divells.*' 

Behman*t  Night  waikes,  Sig.  M.  9  :*-«  By  none  but  the  Soaldlen  qf  tbese  tottered  bandii  i%  k  tta^\\\^ 
arly  or  usually  s^keiu" 
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Enter  the  Queen, 

Queen.  Ah,  Mortimer,  the  king  my  son  hath 
uewsv 
His  father's  dead,  and  we  have  murdered  him ! 
Mor.jun,  What  if  he  have  ?  the  king  is  yet  a 

child. 
Queen.  Ay,  ay,  but  he  tears  his  hair,  and  wrings 
his  hands, 
And  vows  to  be  revenged  upon  us  both. 
Into  the  council-chamber  be  is  gone, 
To  crave  the  aid  and  succour  of  his  peers. 
Ah  me !  see  where  he  comes,  and  they  with  him ; 
Now,  Mortimer,  begins  our  tragedy. 

Enter  the  King,  with  the  Lords. 

Lords.  Fear  not,  my  lord,  know  that  yoa  are  a 

king. 
King.  Villain  ! 

JIdor.jun.  How  now,  my  lord  ? 
£ing.  Think  not  that  I  am  friglited  with  thy 
words ! 
My  father  s  murdered  through  thy  treachery. 
And  Uiou  shalt  die ;  and  on  his  mournful  hearse 
Thy  hateful  and  accursed  head  shall  lie, 
To  witness  to  the  world,  that  by  thy  means 
His  kingly  body  was  so  soon  interred. 
Queen,  Weep  not,  sweet  son. 
King.  Forbid  not  me  to  weep,  he  was  my  fa- 
ther ; 
And  had  you  loved  him  half  so  well  as  I, 
You  could  not  bear  his  death  thus  patiently. 
But  you,  I  fear,  conspired  with  Mortimer. 

Lords,  Why  speak  you  not  unto  my  lord  the 

king? 
Mor.jun.  Because  I  think  scorn  to  be  so  accused. 
Who  is  the  man  dares  say  I  murdered  him? 

King.  Traitor  !  in  me  my  loving  father  speaks, 
And  plainly  saith,  'twas  thou  that  murdered  him. 
Mor.jun,  But  hath  your  grace  no  other  proof 

than  this? 
King  Yes,  if  this  be  the  hand  of  Mortimer. 
Mor.jun.  False  Gurney  hath  betrayed  me  and 

himself.    . 
Queen.  I  feared  as  much ;  murder  cannot  be 

hid. 
Mor.jun,  ^is  my  hand;  what  gather  you  by 

this? 
King.  That  thither  thou  did'st  send  a  murderer. 
Mor.jun.  What  murderer?   Bring  forth  the 

man  I  sent. 
King.  Ay,  Mortimer,  thou  know'st  that  he  is 
dain; 
And  so  shalt  thou  be  too.    Whv  stays  he  here  ? 
Bring  him  mito  a  hurdle,  drag  him  forth; 
Hang  him  I  say,  and  set  his  quarters  up ! 
But  bring  his  head  back  presently  to  me. 

Queen.  For  my  sake,  sweet  son,  pity  Mortimer. 
Mor.jun*  Madam^  entreat  not,  I  will  rather 
die^ 


Than  sue  for  life  unto  a  palti^  boy. 

King.  Hence  with  the  traitor !  with  the  mur- 
derer ! 
Mor.jun.  Base  fortune,  now  I  see,  that  in  tbj 
wheel 
There  is  a  point,  to  which  when  men  aspire, 
They  tumble  headlong  down :  that  point  1  tbuched. 
And  seeing  there  was  no  place  to  mount  up  higher. 
Why  should!  grieve  at  my  declining  fall  ? 
Farewell,  fair  Queen,  weep  not  for  Mortimer, 
That  scorns  the  world,  and,  as  a  traveller, 
Goes  to  discover  countries  yet  unknown. 

King.  What !  suffer  you  the  traitor  to  delay  ? 
Queen.  As  thou  reccived'st  thy  life  from  me. 
Spill  not  the  blood  of  gentle  Mortimer. 

King.  This  argues,  that  you  spilt  my  father's 
blood. 
Else  would  you  not  entreat  for  Mortimer. 

[Mortimer  borne  off*. 
Queen.  I  spill  his  blood  !  no. 
King.  Ay,  madam,  you;   for  so  the  rumour 

runs. 
Queen.  That  rumour  is  untrue ;  for  loving  thee  f 
Is  this  report  raised  on  poor  Isabel. 
King.  I  do  not  think  her  so  unnatural. 
Lords.  My  lord,  I  fear  me  it  will  prove  too 

true. 
King,  Mother,  you  are  suspected  for  his  death,- 
And  therefore  we  commit  you  to  the  Tower, 
Till  farther  trial  may  be  made  thereof; 
If  you  be  guilty,  though  I  be  your  son, 
Thmk  not  to  find  me  slock  or  pitiful. 

Queen.  Nay,  to  my  death ;  for  too  long  have  I 
lived. 
When  as  my  son  thinks  to  abridge  my  days. 
King.  Away  with  her!  her  words  enforce  these 
tears, 
And  I  shall  pity  her,  if  she  speak  again. 

Queen.  Shall  I  not  mourn  for  my  beloved  lord ! 
And  with  the  rest  accompany  him  to  his  grave  ? 
Lords.  Thus,  madam,  'tis  the  king's  will  you 

shall  hence. 
Queen,  He  hath  forgotten  me ;  stay !  I  am  his 

mother. 
Lords.  That  boots  not;  therefore,  gentle  ma- 
dam, go. 
Queen.  Then  come,  sweet  death,  and  rid  me  of 
this  grief.        [Exeunt  Queen  and  Lords, 
Lords.  My  lord,  here  is  the  head  of  Mortimer. 
King.  Go  fetch  my  father's  hearse,  where  it 
shall  lie ; 
And  bri^  my  funeral  robes. — Accursed  head ! 
Could  I  have  ruled  thee  then,  as  I  do  now. 
Thou  hadst  not  hatched  this  monstrous  treachery. 
Here  comes  the  hearse ;  help  me  to  mourn,  my 

lords. 
Sweet  father,  here  unto  thy  murdered  ghost, 
I  offer  up  this  wicked  traitor's  head ; 
And  let  these  tears,  distilling  from  mine  eyes, 
Be  witness  of  my  grief  and  mnocence. 

[Exeunt, 
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by  the  nght  honorable  the  Earl  of  Pembroke  his  servaantes.  Written  by  Chri.  Marlow,  Gent.  Im- 
pnntcd  at  I^ndon  by  Eichard  Bradocke,  for  WiUiam  Jones,  dweUing  neere  Holboume  Conduit,  at 
the  signe  of  the  Gonne,  1598, 4to« 

(8.)  The  troublesome  Raigne  and  hunentable  Death  of  Edward  the  Second,  King  of  England  : 
with  the  ^ragical  fall  of  proud  Mortimer.  And  also  die  Life  and  Death  of  Peirs  Gaveston,  the  great 


the  Rolles,  1612,  4to. 

(3.)  The  tronblesome  Raigne  and  lamentable  Death  of  Edward  the  Second,  King  of  England  t 
with  the  tragM»U  faU  of  prond  Mortimer.  And  also,  the  Life  and  Death  of  Peire  Garnton,  the 
greate  Earle  of  Corncwall,  and  mighty  favorite  of  King  Edward  the  Second.  As  it  was  publikely 
acted  by  the  late  Qucenes  Majesties  Servants,  at  the  Red  Bull  in  S.  Johns^reete.  Written  by  Chria- 
topher  Marlow,  Gent  London  printed  for  Henry  Bell,  and  are  to  be  sold  at  his  shop  at  tlie  Iajbo 
Boipital  Gate  jieere  Sautbfiddi  1628, 4tQ. 
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Thomas  Mat,  woz  iheumcf  Sir  Thamn  Mm/^  ^  Majf/Uld^  in  the  county  of  SusuXf  knight ;  a 
KntUman  of  an  ancient  and  honourable  family^  which  had  resided  there  many  generations.  He  was 
iom  in  the  year  1595,  and  received  hu  ear  to  educoHonin  the  neighbourhood  of  his  birth-place ;  from 
thence  he  was  removed  to  Sidney-Sussex  College  in  Cambridge,  and  took  the  degree,  ofKA.  in  1612. 
On  the  6th  of  August,  1615,  he  was  admitted  into  the  society  of  Orays-Inn,  arid  soon  after  became 
celebrated  for  his  poetical  performances. 

Lord  Clarendon^  *  with  whom  he  was  intimately  aequabited^  says^  "•  That  his  father  spent  thefor* 
inne  which  he  was  born  to^  so  that  he  had  only  an  annuity  left  him  not  proportionable  to  a  liberal  edu" 
cation;  yet,  since  his  fortune  ceuld  not  raise  his  mind,  he  brought  hU  mind  down  to  hisfortunCy  by 
a  great  modesty  and  humility  in  his  nature,  which  was  not  affected,  but  very  well  became  an  imper* 
Section  in  his  speech,  which  was  a  great  mortification  tg  hbn,  and  kept  him  from  entering  upon  any 
bourse  but  in  the  company  of  his  very  friends.  His  parts  of  nature  and  art  were  very  good,  as  ap- 
pears by  his  translation  ofLucan,  (none  of  the  easiest  work  of  that  kind,)  and  more  by  his  Supple-' 
ment  to  Luean,  which,  being  entirely  his  own,  for  the  learning,  the  wit,  and  the  language,  may  be 
seell  looked  upon  as  one  of  the  best  epic  poems  in  the  English  language  He  writ  some, other  com- 
fuendable  pieces  of  the  reign  of  some  of  our  kings.  He  was  cherished  by  many  persons  of  honour,  and 
very  acceptable  in  all  places  ;  yet  (to  shew  that  pride  and  envy  have  their  influences  upon  the  nar- 
rowest nands,  and  which  have  the  greatest  umblance  of  humility)  though  he  had  received  much  coun- 
tenance, and  a  very  considerable  donative  from  the  king  ;  upon  his  majesty's  refusing  to  give  him  a 
sstall  pension,  f  which  he  had  designed  and  promised  to  another  very  ingenious  person,  whose  quali- 


ty ;  and  shortly  after  died  miserable  and  neglected,  and  deserves  to  beforgottenJ' 

He  died  suddenly  on  the  nieht  cf  the  15/A  of  November,  1650,  ^er  having  dtank  his  cheerful 
bottle  as  usuaL  The  cause  <fnis  death  is  said  to  have  arisen  from  the  tying  of  his  night-cap  too 
close  under  his  chin,  which  occasioned  a  suffocation  when  he  turned  himself  about. 

He  was  buried,  by  appointment  of  the  JParliament,  in  a  splendid  manner,  in  the  south  aisle  of  West- 
minster Abbey,  where  a  monument  to  his  memory  was  erected,  with  a  Latin  inscription  thereon,  com- 
posed by  Marchemont  Needham ;  which  renuuncd  there  until  the  Restoration,  when  it  was  destroy- 
ed, and  his  body  dug  up,  and  buried  in  a  large  pit,  bebnging  to^  Maltgaret^  church,  with  many 
others,  whohadbeen  interred  in  the  Abbey  during  the  inter-regnum*  •        "* 

He  was  the  author  of  the  following  dramatic  pieces : 

1.  The  Tragedy  of  Antigone,  the  Theban  princesse,    8vo.    1631. 

S.  The  Heire,  a  Comedy ;  acted  by  the  company  of  the  Revels,  1620;    Ato.    1633. 

S.  The  Tragedy  of  Julia  Agrippina,  Empress  of  Home^    Umo.  1639.     ISmo.  1654. 


•  Ufc,  %wo.  edition  1759,  p.  35.  ** 

i  Some  writers  rappose  he  waii  disgusted  that  Sir  William  Davenant  was  appointed  to  succeed  Bern 
Joflion  as  poet  laureat,  ia  tlie  year  1 637 . 
X  He  wuf  appointed  to  the  post  of  Historiogiftplier  by  the  ParUaneiit* 
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4.  The  Tragedy  cfCUopatrOy  Queen  of  Mgypt.    ISwo,  16S9.    ISwo,  1654. 

5.  The  Old  Coupk,  a  Comedy.    4to.    1658. 

He  also  wrote  '*  The  Rfign  of  King  Henry  the  Second,''  and  **  The  victorums  lUtgn  of  Edward 
the  Thirdy**  both  in  EngliMh  veru ;  and  translated,  besides  iMcan,  the  Georgics  of  Vtrgil,  the  E/p^ 
grams  of  Martial^  the  Icon  Animorum,  by  Barclay,  and  the  verses  in  Argenis^  by  the  same  author, 
%  tikemse  was  the  author  of  «  The  History  of  the  ParUament  of  England,  which  began  November 
p/l640,  with  a  short  and  necessary  view  of  some  precedent  years.      Folio,  1647. 

The  following  inscription  was  made  Upon  him  by  one  of  tie  Cavalier  party,  whkh  he  had  abused  : 

Adsta,  Viator,  et  Poetam  legai 

Lacani  ioterpreteniy 

Qaem  ita  feliciter  Anglicanam  fecerat, 

Vt  May  us  simal  et  Lucanoi  videretur, 

£t  sane  credas  Metempsichotin :  - 

Nam  Dterque  ingratus  PrincipU  rai  Pruditor; 

pic  Neronis  l^raoni,  iUe  Caroll  Regam  optimi. 

At  feta  plan^  diversa; 

LacaiiDm  enim  ante  obitum  poenitentem  legit, 

Mayus  veto  repeatiiia  morte  occobuit, 

Ne  forean  pceniteret. 

Parliameoti  rebellia  tam  peitinaz  adstipalator, 

Ut  Mosaram,  quas  olim  religiose  coluerat, 

Sacrilegus  bottis  evanerit : 

Attamea  fingeodi  artem  noa  peoilos  amisit^ 

Mam  gesta  eorum  scrlpsit  et  typis  manda?it 

Id  pro«&  mendaz  Poeta. 

Inter  tot  Ueroas  Poetanim,  Nobilinmqae» 

Qaod  tarn  indigni  sepeliaotor  Cineres, 

V  identur  flere  Marmora, 

Htc  tamen  mirere  enm  hie  rdielks  poMiiaBe» 

Qui  tot  sacraB  iEdei,  et  Dei  delabm^ 

£qttis  fccere  stabuUu 


TO  MT  HONOURED  FEISVP 

UR  THOMAS  MAY, 

l/PON  HIS  COMEDY 

THE    HEIR. 


The  Heir  being  borq,  wgs  in  his  tender  age 
Roclced  in  the  cradle  of  a  private  stage, 
"Where,  lifted  apj^many  a  willing  band. 
The  child  (ijdlpjS.the  first  day  fairW  stand ; 
Since,  hav^|stbered  strength,  he  dares  prefer 
His  slef0  iDto  tpe  public  theatre* 
The  world :  where  he  despairs  not  bat  to  find 
A  doom  from  men  more  able,  not  less  kind. 

I  but  bis  usher  am,  yet,  if  my  word 
May  pass,  I  dare  be  bound  he  will  afibrd 
Things,  must  deserve  a  welcoipe,  if  well  (Enowp, 
Sad^  ai  best  writers  would  have  wished  their  own: 

»9 


Yon  shall  observe  his  words  in  order  jneet^ 
And,  softly  stealing  on  with  equal  feet, 
Slide  into  even  numbers,  with  such  grace, 
As.each  word  bad  been  moulded  for  that  place. 

You  shall  perceive  an  amorous  passion,  spun 
Into  so  smooth  a  web,  as  had  the  Sun, 
When  he  pursued  the  swiftly-flying  maid, 
Courted  her  in  such  language,  she  had  staid ; 
A  love  so  well  exprest  must  be  the  same 
The  author  felt  hmiself,  from  his  fair  flame. 

The  whole  plot  doth  alike  itself  disclose 
Through  the  nve  acts^  qs  doth  v^  |ock  \h%t  go^ 
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Widi  letters;'  fbr,  till  e?erj  ntie  be  known* 
The  lock's  as  fast  as  if  you  had  found  none ; 
And  where  his  sportive  muse  doth  draw  a  thread 
Of  mirth,  chaste  macroos  roaj  not  blush  to  read. 

Thus  faAre  I  tbooght  it  fitter  to  reveal 
Mjr  want  of  art,  dear  friend,  than  to  conceal 
Mj  love.    It  did  appear  I  did  not  mean 
So  to  commend  thy  well-wrought  comic  scene. 
As  men  might  judge  my  aim  rather  to  be. 
To  gain  praise  to  myself  than  ^ve  it  thee ; 


Though  I  can  give  thee  none,  but  what  thou  hast 
Deserved,  and  what  must  my  faint  breath  oat* 
last 
Yet  was  this  garment  (though  I  skilless  be 
To  take  thy  measure)  only  made  for  thee ; 
And  if  it  prove  too  scant,  'tis  'cause  the  stuff 
Nature  allowed  me  was  not  large  enough. 

*    Thomas  Caaiw.* 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


7^  Kino. 
'^laao^  an  old  rich  Count, 
-PoLYMBTES,  an  old  LonL 
*fitro£iiio,  hit  Son. 
-i^BucoTHoe,  hit  Daughter, 
^"Roscio,  his  Man, 

EupHUBS,  another  Lord, 
JPhilocles,  his  Son, 
^Clbrimont,  a  Uentlenum^ 
Friend  to  Philocles, 

"FtLknKLtn^an old  rich  Oen* 
tteman, 

Lucy,  his  Daughter, 


Francisco,  a  yoting  Man^ 
Alphonso. 

(^Shallow,  a  foolish  Gentk* 
man, 
Nicanor,  a  Courtier, 
Matho,  a  Lawyer, 
m  PsECTAS  *,  a  wmting  Gen* 
tlewoman, 
Parson, 
Sumner, 
^1  Constable  and  Waieh; 
Servants, 

Scene— SiciiY^ 


^ 

^ 


PROLOGUE. 


Judicious  friends,  if  what  shall  here  be  seen 
May  taste  yoor  sense,  or  ope  your  tickled  spleen, 
Oar  author  has  his  wish :  he  does  nut  mean 
To  rub  your  galls  with  a  satiric  scene ; 
Nor  toil  your  braina^  to  find  the  fustiaiksenae 


Of  those  poor  lines  that  cannot  reoontpeiue 
The  pains  of  study :  Comedy's  soft  strain 
Should  not  perplex,  but  recreate  the  braia; 
His  strain  b  sucIh  he  hopes  il^  but  refers 
That  to  the  testof  your  judicious  ears. 


«  Thomas  Coram  **  was  the  younger  brother  of  a  good  flunily,  aad  of  excdlent  pvrts,  aad  bod  ipetd 
ay  yean  of  his  youth  in  France  and  Italy ;  and,  retaroing  frotn  travel,  followed  the  court,  which  the 


■lodesty  of  that  tiine  disposed  men  to  do  some  time,  before  they  pretended  to  1^  of  it  i  and  be  was  very 
li  esteemed  by  the  most  eminent  persons  in  theiconrt,  and  well  looked  upoa  by  the  king  himself  for 
I  years  before  he  coold  obtain  to  be  sewer  to  the  king;  and  when  the  king  coiiferred  that  place  op* 


OS  him,  ft  was  not  without  the  regret  even  of  the  whole  >cotti8h  nation,  which  united  themselves  In  re- 
commendb^  another  gentleman  to  it  i  and  of  so  great  value  were  those  relationt  held  io  that  age,  when 
m^esty  was  beheld  with  the  reverence  it  ought  to  be.  He  was  a  person  of  a  pleasant  and  facetlons 
irit,  and  made  many  poems,  (especially  in  the  amorous  way,)  which,  for  the  sbarpoesr  of  the  fimcy,  and 
the  elegancy  of  the  lanpage  in  which  that  fimcy  was^spiead,  were  at  least  equal,  if  not  superior,  to  any 
of  that  time ;  but  bis  glory  was,  that  after  fifty  yean  of  bis  life,  spent  with  less  severity  or  rmrtnom 
than  it  ought  to  have  been,  be  died  with  the  greatest  remorse  for  that  license,  and  with  tbe  greatest  ma* 
■i/estation  of  Christianity  that  his  best  friends  coold  dcsire.*'-^I.i/e  of  Oarmion.  8vo.  edit.  1759.  VoU  I. 
p.  86.    He  died  in  the  year  16S9. 

f  Pstctas.-^U  c.  Fitufsrator^  which  answen  to  her  character.    Former  editloBs  lead  Pstcm^ 
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£nier  Poltuztes,  Roscio. 

Fofy.   B4>8cio. 

Roi.  My  lord. 

Fohf,  Hast  tboa  diTalged  the  news. 
That  my  son  died  at  Allans? 

Ros,  Yes,  my  lord,  ^ 
With  every  circumstance,  the  time,  the  place, 
And  manner  of  ids  detth;  that  'tis  btBcTed 
And  told  for  news  with  as  much  confidence 
As  if  'twere  writ  in  Oallo-belgicus.' 

Poly.  That's  well,  that's  Tery  well?  now,  Roscio, 
Follows  my  part;  I  most  express  a  grief 
Not  usual ;  not  like  a  well-left  heir 
For  his  dead  father,  or  a  lusty  widow 
For  her  old  husband,  must  I  counterfeit: 
But  in  a  deeper,  a  far  deeper  strain, 
Weep  like  a  father  for  his  only  son. 
Is  not  that  hard  to  do,  ha !  Roscio? 

Roi,  Oh  no,  my  lord. 
Not  for  your  skill ;  has  not  your  Lordship  seen 
A  player  personate  Hieronimo?  ^ 

Fofy.  6y  the  mass  'tis  true,  I  bare  seen  the 
intLte  paint  grief 
In  such  a  lively  colour,  that  for  false 
And  Bcted  passion,  he  has  drawn  true  tears 


From  the  spectators.    Ladies  In  the  boxes 
Kept  time  with  sighs  and  tears  to  his  sad  accent^ 
As  be  bad  truly  been  the  roan  he  seemed. 
Well  then,  I'll  ne'er  despair;  but,  tell  me,  thou. 
Thou  that  hast  still  been  privy  to  my  bosom. 
How  will  this  pr«)ject  take  f 

Rot,  Rarely,  my  lord ;    ' 
Even  now,  methinks,  I  see  your  lordship's  house 
Haunted  with  suitors  of  the  noblest  rank. 
And  my  young  lady,  -voilr  supposed  heir. 
Tired  more  with  proomgthau  the  Grecian  queen/ 
In  the  long  absence  of  her  wandering  lord. 
There's  not  a.  minoils  nobility 
In  all  this  kingdom,  but  conceives  a  hope 
Now  to  rebuild  his  fortunes  on  this  match. 

Pofy,  Those  are  nut  they  I  look  for;  no,  my 
nets 
Are  spread  for  other  game ;  the  licfa  and  greedy. 
Those  that  have  weal£  enough,  yet  gape  for  more. 
They  are  for  me. 

Kos,  Others  will  come,  my  lord. 
All  sorts  of  fish  will  press  upo»  your  nets; 
Then  in  your  lordship's  wisdom  it  must  lie 
To  cull  the  great  ones,  and  reject  the  fry. 

Pofy,  Nay,  fear  not  that;  them's  none  shall 
have  access 


>  OaUo^lgiau, — Gallo-belgirus  was  the  name  of  the  first  news-paper  published  in  England*  Cleve- 
VumI,  in  bis  Character  of  a  London  Diurnal,  says,  *'  The  original  sinner  of  this  kind  was  Dutch,  Gallo- 
**  belgicus  the  J'rotoplast,  and  the  alodem  Mercuries  but  Hans  en  Kelders.'*  The  exact  time  wiien  they 
were  printed  I  am  unable  to  discover ;  but  tlie^  certainly  were  as  early  as  the  reign  of  Queen  EHzabetli ; 
seane  mtelligcnce  given  by  Mercurius  Galio4>elgicus  being  mentioned  in  Carew*8  Survey  of  Comwal,  p« 
126y  originally  published  in  1602.    Dr  Donne,  in  bis  Verses  upon  Thomas  Coryat*s  Corditles,  I6II,  says^ 


■V  - — **  To  Gallo-belgicnt  appear 
^  As  deep  a  statesman  as  a  gazetteer." 

JEkaMMfetaad  Fletcher  mention  Mercurins  GaUo-belgieus»  in  the  Fair  Maid  of  the  Iml,  act  4.;  tm^ 
Ben  JouBoo,  is  the.  Poetaster,  aot  ^  sfiena  Jl,  XjUapthoioe  lUso,  in  Wit  in  »  Coostabk  |  and  Howel»  ia 
hisLettert,p.l86,ediaaskl7&!A. 

.  ^hHittwimB,   .BeethASpaiiidiTsagedy. ..    . ^      '    ••  >  ^      --^ 

>  Cm€km  <>MsM<-vPetolopcbi 
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To  see  my  daogjhtery  or  to  speak  to  her. 
Bat  such  as  I  approve,  and  aim  to  catch.  .  •  i  . 
RoL  The  jest  will  be,  my  lord,  when  yoa  shall 

see 
Heir  yons  ast)iring  Mnlord  wtlbput  on 
The  &ce  of  greatneas^aiMl  belye  their  fortunes, 
Coomme  themsehres  ia  show,  waltiog,  like  ster- 

cbants, 
Their  present  wealth  in  rigging  a  fiur  ship 
For  some  iil«vcntuied  voyage,  that  ondoet  ^dnl. 
Here  comes  a  youth  with  letters  from  the  court, 
BouKbt  of  some  favourite  at  such  a  price, 
As  will  for  ever  tdnk  him ;  yet,  alas ! 
Airs  to  no  purpose,  ho  mast  lose  the  prise.  • 
Pofy.  Twill  feed  me  fat  with  sport  that  it  shall 

Bwke; 
Besides  the  large  adventares  it  brings  home  . 
Uolo  waj  daaglSer.-^How.  dow  ? 

Enter  Servant. 
Serv.  My  lord,  Count  >Virro  is  come  to  see  yoo« 
Poh:  Condaot  him  in.-    So^  so,  it  takes  already. 
^  Koscio,  see,  this  is  the  very  man 
My  project  aimed  at,  the  rich  Count,  that  knows 
No  end  of  his  large  wealth,  yet  gapes  for  more. 
There  wasa^  other  k>adstorte  could  attract 
His  iron  heart;   for  could  beauty*have  moved 

him, 
Nature  has  been  no  niggard  to  my  giirl. 
But  I  must  to  my  grief;  here  comes  the  Count. 

Enter  Count  Virro. 
'  Fir.  Is  your  lord  asleep  i 

Bm.  Noysir, 
I  think  not.    My  lord ! — Count  Virro; 
Ftr.  How  do  you,  sir  } 
Poly,  I  doinlreatyoarJordship  pardon  me; 
6ne^  and  some  want  of  sleep,  have  made  me 
At  this  time  unmannerly,  not  fit  to  entertain 
Guests  of  your  worth. 
Fir.  Alas,  sir,  I  know  your  grief.   - 
JZm.  Twas  that,  that  fetched  you  hither.  [Aaide, 
'  Vkr.  You  have  lost  a  worthy  and  a  hopeful  son  ; 
But  Heaven,  that  always  gives,  will  sometimes 

take. 
And  that  the  best    There  is  no  balsam  left  us 
To  core  soeh  «vounds  as  these,  but  patience ; 
Ihoeis  DO  disputing  with  die  acts  of  Heaven ; 
Bat  if  there  were,  id  what  could  you  accuse 
Ihose  Powers  that  else  have  been  .so  Hberal  to 

And  left  you  yet  one  comfort  m  your  age, 
A  fair  and  virtuous  daughter } 

Bm.  Now  it  be^ns.       .  [Mide. 

Vir.  Your  blood  is  not  extinct,  nor  your  age 
childless ; 
From  that  fair  brandi  that's  left  may  come  much 

fmit. 
To  0Md  posterity;  think  on  tha^  my  lord. 

Pofy.  Nay,  Heaven  forbid  I  should  repine  at 
what  the  jusdce  o(  those  Powers  ordain;  it  has 
pleutd  tliem  to  confine  my  care  only  to  one,  and 
to  see  her  well  bettowod|  is  all  the  comfortlnow 


must  look  for ;  but  if  it  had  pleased  Heaven  that 
my  son— ah  my  Eogenio ! —  {Utweepik 

Vir.  Alas,  good  gentleman ! 

Rot,  'Fore  Heaven  he  does  it  rarelv ! 

Fir.  But,  sir,  remember  yoarselfv  remember 
your  daughter;  let  not  your  grief  for  the  dtad 
make  you  forget  the  living,  whose  hopes  and  for- 
tunes depend  upon  your  safety.  ' 

Pofy.  Oh  my  good  lord,  .you  never  had  a  sod. 

Rot,  Unless  they  were  bastards,  and  for  them 
no  doubt  but  he  has  done  as  other  kirds  do. 

Inside. 

Pofy.  And  therefore  cannot  tell  what  tis  to 
lose  a  son,  a  good  son,  and  an  only  son.      >    ^ 

Vir.  1  would,  my  lord,  I  could  as  well  redress^ 
As  I  can  take  compassion  of  your  grief^  t 

You  should  soon  find  an  ease. 

Pofy.  Pray  pardon  me,  my  lonl,  if  I  forget  mj^ 
self  toward  you  at  this  time;  if  it  please  you  vi- 
sit my  house  ofter,  you  shall  be  welcome.  > 

Ftr«  You  would  faia  sleep,  my  l(»rd,  I'll  take 
my  leave ;  Heaven  send  you  qomfort !  I  sludl 
make  bold  shortly  to  visit  you.  i 

Pofy.  You  shall  be  wondrous  welcome. 
Wait  on  my  lord  out  there.—  [Exit  Virrok 

So,  now  he  »  gone ;  how  thinkest  thou,  Rosde^ 
Will  not  this  gudgeon  bite  ? 

Rot.  No  doubt,  my  lord, 
So  fair  a  bait  would  catch  a  cunning  fish; 

Pofy,  And  such  a  one  is  he ;  be  ever  loved 
The  beauty  of  my  girl,  but  that's  not  it 
Can  draw  the^arth-bred  thoughts  of  his  gross  souL 
Gold  is  the  god  of  his  idolatry ;  -^         i 
With  hope  of  which  I'Jl  feed  him,  till  at  leagrii 
1  make  him  fasten,  and,  liion^ike. 
For  his  leved  Juno  grasp  aa  empty  doud.  •>//. 

Jlof.  How  staada  my  young  lady  aSdOted  tot 
him?  *  •*' 

Pofyy  There's  all  the  difficulty;  we  must  win 
her  to  love  him.  I  doubt  tho- peevish  girl  wj^l 
think  him  too  old;  he's  well  near  fifty.  In  diis 
business  I.  must  leave  somewhat  to  thy  wit  and 
care :  praise  him  beyond  all  measure.  • 

Rot.  Your  lordship  ever  found  me  trusty.        • 

Pofy.  If  thou  eCea  it,  I  will  make  thee  happy. 

[£«ea«4 

£nter  Philocles,  CLERiitONTi  > 

Philo.  Eugenie's  sistor  then  is  the  rich  heir  ^ 
By  his  decease  ? 

Cler.  Yes,  and  the  fair  one  too ; 
She  needs  no  sloss  that  fortune  can  set  on  her. 
Her  beauty  of  itself  were  prize  enough 
To  make  a  king  turn  beggar  for. 

PhiL  Hey-day ! 
What,  in  love,  Clerimont?  I  lay  my  life  'tis  so ; 
Thou  cooldst  not  praise  her  with  such  passion  else; 

Cler.  I  know  not;  I  slept  well  enough  Uat  aigjht  i 
But  if  thou  saw'st  her  once,  I  would  not  give 
A  farthing  for  thy  life ;  I  tell  thee^  Philodes^ 
One  sight  of  her  would  make  thee  cry, — ay  me  I 
Sigh,  and  look  pale:  Methinksl  do  imagine 


198 


THE  HEIR. 


[Mat. 


How  like  ah  idolatroas  lover  tboa  vouldftt  look 
Through  the  eye-liHs,  and  know  nobody. 

Phil,  'Tis  very  wei^,  but  how  did  your  worship 
'scape) 
You  have  seen  her  ? 

Cler.  True,  but  I  have  an  antidote,  and  I  can 
teach  it  thee. 

Phil.  When  I  have  need  on't,  Fll  desire  it. 

Cler.  And  'twill  be  worth  thy  learning,  when 
thou  shalt  see  the  tyranny  of  that  same  scurvy 
boy,  and  what  fools  be  makes  of  us :  Shall  I  de- 
scribe the  beast  ? 

PA«7.  What  beast? 

Cler.  A  lover. 

PhiL  Do. 

Cler.  Then,  to  be  brief,  I  will  pass  over  the 
opinion  of  your  ancient  fathers,  as  likewise  those 
strange  loves  spoken  of  in  the  authentic  histories 
of  chivalry,  Ainadis  de  Gaui,  Parisraus,  the  Knight 
of  the  Sun,  or  the  witty  knight  Don  Quixote  de 
la  Mancha,  where  those  brave  men,  whom  neither 
enchantments,  giants,  wiud-mills,  nor  flocks  of 
sheep  could  vanquish,  are  made  the  trophies  of 
triumphing  love. 

Phil.  Pr'^thee  come  to  the  matter. 

Cler.  Neither  will  I  meotion  the  complaints  of 
Sir  Guy  for  the  fair  PlieKs,  nor  the  travels  of  Pa- 
rismus  for  the  love  of  the  beauteous  Laurana; 
nor,  lastly,  the  most  sad  penance  of  the  ingenious 
knight  Don  Quixote  upon  the  mountains  of  Sien- 
na Moreua,  moved  by  the  unjust  disdain  of  the 
Lady  Dulcinea  del  Toboso.  As  fur  our  modern 
authors,  I  will  hot  so  much  as  name  them,  no  not 
that  excellent  treatise  of 'lully'b  love,  written  by 
the  master  of  art.* 

Phil.  I  would  thou  wouldst  pass  over  this  pas- 
«ng  over  of  authors,  and  speak  tliine  own  judge- 
ment. 

Cler.  Why  then,  to  be  brief,  I  think  a  lover 
looks  like  an  ass. 

PhiL  t  can  describe  him  better  than  so  myself: 
he  looks  like  a  man  that  had  sitten  up  at  cards  all 
night,  or  a  stale  drunkard  wakened  m  the  luidst 
of  tiis  sleep. 

CUr.  But^  Philocles,  I  would  not  have  thee  see 
this  lady,  she  5as  a  bewitching  look. 

Phil.  Mow  darest  thou  venture,  man  ?  What 
strange  medidne  hast  thou  found?  Ovid  ne'er 
taught  it  thee :  1  doubt  I  guess  th^  remedy  for 
love,  go  to  a  bawdy-house,  or  so,  is  it  not  ? 

Cler.  Faith,  and  that's  a  good  way,  I  can  tell 
you;  we  younger  brothers  are  beholden  to  it; 
alas,  we  must  not  fall  in  love,  and  chuse  whom 
we  like  best;  we  have  no  jointures  for  them  as 
you  blest  heirs  can  have. 


PhiL  Well,  I  hare  found  yoa»  sir ;  and  pr'ythee 
tell  me,  hotf  gettest  thou  wenches  ? 

Cler.  Why  I  can  want  no  panders ;  I  lie  io  the 
constable's  house. 

PhiL  And  there  you  may  whore  bj  authority. 
But,  Clerimont,  I  doubt  this  para^^on 
Thte  thou  so  jfraisest,  is  some  ill-favottred  wench. 
Whom  thou  wouldst  have  me  laughed  at  for  com- 
mending. 

Cler.  Believe  it,  I  spoke  in  earnest;  trust  yoor 
eyes, 
I II  show  you  her. 

PhiL  Uotv  canst  thou  do  it  ? 
Thou  knowest  this  lady's  father  is  to  mine 
A  deadly  enooiy ;  nor  is  liis  house 
Open  to  any  of  c»ur  kindred. 

Cler.  That's  no  matter; 
My  lodging's  the  next  door  to  this  lord's  houac^ 
And  my  bftck  window  looks  into  his  garden ; 
There  every  morning  fair  Leucothoe 
(For  so  1  hear  lier  named)  walking  alone. 
To  please  her  senses,  makes  Aurora  blush,  -^  . 
To  see  one  brighter  than  herself  appear. 

PhiL  Well,  I  will  see  her  then.  [Exeunt. 

^  Enter  Franklin,  Francisco,  and  Lucr. 

Franc.  Y%t  for  her  sake  be  advised  better,  sic 

Frank.  Impudent  rascal,  can'st.look  me  in 
the  face,  and  know  how  tliou  hast  wronged  me  ? 
Thou  hast  dishonoured  my  daughter,  made  a 
whore  of  her. 

Franc,  Gentle  sir, 
Tlie  wrong  my  love  has  made  to  your  fair  daogh- 

ter, 
'Tis  now  too  late  to  wish  undone  again ; 
But  if  you  please,  it  may  be  yet  closed  up 
Without  dishonour ;  I  will  marry  her. 

Frank.  Marry  her !  she  has  a  hot  catch  of  that; 
marry  a  beggar!  What  jointure  canst  thou  make 
her? 

Franc.  Sir,  1  am  poor,  I  must  confess ; 
Fortune  has  blest  you  better:  but  I  swear 
By  all  things  that  can  bind,  'twas  not  vour  wealtk 
Was  the  foundation  of  my  true-built  love ; 
It  was  her  single  uncompounded  self. 
Herself  without  addition,  that  I  loved. 
Which  shall  for  ever  in  my  sight  outweigh 
All  other  women*s  fortunes,  and  themselves ; 
And  were  I  great,  as  great  as  I  could  wish 
Myself  for  her  advancement,  no  such  bar 
As  fortune's  inequality  should  stand 
Betwixt  our  loves. 

Lacy.  Good  father,  hear  me. 

Frank.  Dost  thou  not  blush  to  call  me  father, 
strumpet? 


♦  Tulljf't  lovej  written  by  the  master  of  orf.— The  work  here  mentiooed  is  entitled,  "  JWUts  X,«»#, 
whcrcui  b  discovered  the  prime  of  Ciccrocs  youth,  &c.  &c«*'  By  Robert  Greene^  in  artthuBmngUtatip. 
I  have  seen  no  earlier  editioe  of  it  than  that  in  lttI6«    S* 
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ril  make  tbee  an  example. 

iMcy.  But  bear  me,  sir;  my  shame  will  be 
your  own. 

Ffwuk,  No  more,  I  say.    FraDcisoo,  leave  my 
house, 
I  charge  you  come  not  here. 

3rme,  I  must  obey,  ami  will ;  tdear  Lucy,  be 
constant 

iMcy.  Till  death.  \Exit  Francitco. 

Fr^nk.  Here's  a  fine  wedding  towards ! 
The  bridegroom,  when  he  comes  for  his  bride. 
Shall  find  her  great  with  child  by  another  man ! 
Passion-a-me,  minion,  how  have  you  hid  it  so  long? 

Lucy.  Fearing  your  anger,  sir,  I  strove  to  hide  it. 

Frank.  Hide  it  one  day  more  then,  or  be  dam- 
ned. 
Hide  it  till  Shallow  be  married  to  thee, 
And  then  let  him  do  his  wont. 

Lucy.  Sir,  I  should  too  much  wrong  him. 

F^vnk,  Wrong  him!  there  be  great  ladies 
bmTe  done  the  lil^ ;  'tu  no  news  to  see  a  bride 
with  child. 

Lucy.  Grood  sir. 

Fnmk.  Then  be  wise,  lay  Uie  child  to  him; 
lie's  a  rich  man,  t'other's  a  beggar.     , 

Lucy,  I  dare  not,  sir. 

Frank,  Do  it,  I  say,  and  he  shall  fatlier  it. 

Lucy.  He  knows  he  never  touched  me,  sir. 

Frank.  That's  all  one,  lay  it  to  him,  we'll  out- 
face him  'tis  his :  but  bark,  be  is  coming,  I  hear 
the  music :  swear  thou  wilt  do  thy  best  to  make 
him  think  'tis  his,  only  for  this  time ;  swear  quick- 
Ijr. 

Lucy.  I  do. 

Fr4mk.  Go  step  aside,  and  come  when  thy  cue 
|s;  thou  sbalt  hear  us  talk.  [Lucy  aside. 

Enter  Shallow  with  Music, 

Shal.  Morrow,  father. 

Frank.  Son  bridegroom,  welcome;  yon  have 
been  looked  for  here. 

SkaL  My  tailor  a  little  disappointed  me :  but 
is  my  bride  ready? 

Frank.  Yes,  long  ago ;  but  you  and  I  will  talk 
^  little.    Send  in  your  music. 

ShaL  Go  wait  within ;  and  tell  me,  father,  did 
fibe  not  thiuk  it  long  till  I  came? 

Frank,  I  warrant  her  bhe  did;  she  loves  you 
not  a  liule. 

&haL  Nay,  that  I  dare  swear;  she  has  given 
me  roanr  tastes  of  her  affection. 

Frank,  What,  before  you  were  married  ? 

ShaL  I  mean  in  the  way  of  honesty,  father. 

Frank,  Nay,  that  I  doubt ;  young  wits  love  to 
be  trying;  and,  to  say  truth,  I  see  not  how  a  wo- 
nMO  can  deny  a  man  of  your  youth  and  person 
-Upon  thoae  terms :  you'll  not  be  known  on't  now. 

ShaL  I  have  kiss^  her,  or  so. 

Frank,  Come,  come,  I  know  you  are  no  fool; 
f  should  think  you  a  very  ass,  nay,  I  tell  you 
plainly,  I  should  be  loth  to  marry  my  daughter  to 
fou,  if  I  thot^t  you  had  not  tried  her  in  so  long 


acquaintance ;  but  yoti  hare  tried  her,  tmd  she 
poor  soul  could  not  deny  you. 
^aL  Ha,  ha^  he ! 

Frank.  Faith,  tell  me,  son,  'tis  but  a  merry 
question;  she's  yours. 

ShaL  Upon  my  virginity,  father— 

Frank,  Swear  not  by  that,  1*11  ne'er  believe 
you. 

ShaL  Whv  then,  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  T  never 
did  it,  that  1  remember . 

Frank,  That  you  remember!  oh  is't  there- 
abouts ? 

Lucy.  He'll  take  it  upon  him  presently.  [A$ide, 

Frank,  Yoii  have  been  so  familiar  with  her, 
you  have  forgot  the  times;  but  did  you  never 
come  in  half  fuddled,  and  then, — in  a  kind  humour, 
cdttera  quis  netcit  f 

ShaL  Indeed  1  was  wont  to  serve  my  mother^ 
maids  so,  when  I  came  half  foxed,  as  you  said, 
and  then  next  morning  I  should  laugh  to  myself. 

Frank  Why  there  it  goes ;  I  thought  to  have 
chid  you,  sou  Shallow ;  I  knew  what  you  had 
done,  'lis  too  apparent :  I  would  not  have  people 
take  notice  of  it ;  pray  God  she  hide  her  great 
belly  as  she  goes  to  church  t<>day. 

ShaL  Why,  fkther,  is  she  with  child? 

Frank.  As  if  you  knew  not  that ;  fie,  fie,  leave 
your  dissembling  now. 

ShaL  Sure  it  cannot  be  mine. 

Frank.  How's  this ;  you  would  not  make  my 
daughter  a  vrhore,  would  you  ?  This  is  but  to  try 
if  you  can  stir  my  choler :  you  wits  have  strange 
tricks,  do  things  over  night  when  you  are  merry, 
and  then  deny  'em.  But  stay,  here  she  comes 
alone :  step  aside,  she  shall  not  see  us. 

Vrhey  $tep  aside* 

Lucy,  Ah  my  dear  Shallow,  thou  need'st  not 
have  made 
Such  haste,  my  heart  thou   know'st.was    firm 

enough 
To  thee ;  but  1  may  blame  my  own  fond  lore, 
That  could  not  deny  thee. 

ShaL  She's  with  child  indeed,  it  swells. 

Frank.  You  would  not  believe  me. — Tisa  good 
wench,  she  does  it  handsomely.  [Atide, 

Lucy.  But  yet  1  know,  if  thouiiadst  been  thy- 
self, thou  wouldst  ne'er  have  offered  it;  'twas 
drink  that  made  thee. 

ShaL  Yes  sure  I  was  drunk  when  I  did  it,  for 
I  had  forgot  it;  I  lay  my  life  'twill  prove  a  prl, 
because  'twas  got  in  drink. 

Lucy,  I  am  ashamed  to  see  any  body. 

Frank,  Alas,  poor  wretch,  go  comfort  her: 
Lucy ! 

^laL  Sweetheart !  nay,  never  be  ashamed.  I 
was  a  little  too  hasty,  but  I'll  make  thee  amends; 
well  be  married  presently. 

Frank.  Be  cbeary,  Lucy;  you  were  man  and 
wife  before ;  it  wanted  but  the  ceremony  of  the 
cliurcb,  and  that  shall  be  presenUy  done. 

ShaL  Ay,  ay,  sweetheart,  as  soon  es  may  be. 

Frank,  But  now  I  thiuk  on't,  son  Shallow,  your 
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treddiog  mnit  not  be  public,  fis  we  ifttended  k. 

iSAfl/.  Whyso?  .       . 

Frank.  Because  I  would  not  have  people  take 
notice  of  this  fault;  we'll  go  to  church,  only^  we 
three,  the  minister  and  the  clerk,  that's  witnesses 
enough ;  so,  the  time  being  unknown,  people  wiU 
Mnk  yoQ  were  married  before^ 

Shal,  But  will  it  stand  with  my  worship  to  be 
Buirried  in  private  ? 

Frank.  Yes,  yes,  the  greatest  do  it,  when  they 
iMTe  been'  uibbhng  before  hand ;  there  is  no  other 
way  to  save  your  bride's  credit. 


ShaL  Come,  let'e  about  it  mmently. 
Frank,  Thb  b  closed  up^  Cieyodd  our  wisb^s. 

'    '[Exeunt. 

Manet  Lucy.     .'^ 

Lucy,  I  am  undone,  unless  thyjwit,  TwvmmsOp 
Can  lad  sBmetmcaoa  to  free  me  inn  tlva  fooL 
Who  would  have  thought  the  sofeoouldbe  sogross^ 
To  take  upon  him  what  he  never  did. 
To  his  own  shame  ?  Fll  send  to  iby  Fraocisoo^ 
And  I  must  lose  no  time ;  for  I  am  dead. 
If  not  delivered  froni  this  loathed  bed. 


\ 


ACT  II. 


^nterFaiLQCis^fCLBKiuovTat  tfiq  Window. 

«•   Cler,  See,  Philocles,  jonder's  that  happy  shade 
That  often  veils  the  fair  Leucothoi^ 
And  thisiier  usual  houp;  she'll  not  be  kxii^ : 
Then  thou  shalt  teU  me,  if  so  rare  an  object 
E'er  blest  thine  eyes  before. 

PhiL  Well,  I  would  see  her  once,         t 
Wer't  but  to  try  thy  judgment,  Clerimont. 

Cier,  And  when  thou  dost,  remember  what  I ! 
told  thee, 
I  wottld  not  be  so  fickle;  but,  sof^  look  to  thy 

heart. 
Yonder  she  comes,  and  that's  her  waiting-woman. 
[LiVGOTHOx  and  Psectas  in  the  Garden, 
N^w  gaze  thy  fill ;  speak  man,  how  likest  thdu 
herf 

Leucoth,  Psectas! 

Psect,  Madam. 

Leucoth.  What  flower  was  that. 
That  thou  wer't  telling  such  a  stoiy  iii 
Last  night  to  me  ? 

Ptect.  Ti's  called  Natoietus,  madam  : 
It  bears  the  name  of  that  too  beauteous  boy^ 
That  lost  himself  by  loving  of  himself; 
Who,  viewing  in  a  fair  and  crystal  stream 
Those  lips,  that  only  be  could  ncfver  kiBS,1 
Boats  on  the  shadow,  which  to  reach  in  vain 
Striving,  he  drowns ;  thus,  scorning  vll  beside, 
For  the  loved  shadow  the  fair  substance  died. 

Leucoth.  Fie,  fie,  t  like  not  theee  imposnble 
tales; 
A  man  to  Mi  in  love  widi  his  own  shadow, 
And  die  for  love,  it  is  most  ridiculous  ! 

P$ect.  Madam,  I  know  not ;  I  have  often  seen 
Both  men  and  women  court  tile  looking-glass 
With  so  much  seeming  contentatioa. 
That  1  could  think  this  true ;  nay  wear  it  about 
i  'em 

As  lovers  do  their  mistress' counterfeit. ' 

Leucoth.  That's  not  for  love,  but  to  correct 
their  beauties. 
And  draw  from  others  admiration ; 
For  all  the  comfort  that  our  faces  give 


Unto  ourselves,  is  but  refiectioo       -    r  •    *  ^    : 
Of  that  fair  liking  that  another  takes.       .  :i 

Cter,  I  wooM  we  were  a  little  nearer  'em. 
We  might  but  hear  what  talk  these  wenches  have 
When  they  are  alone ;  I  warrant,  suase  good  stuC 

PhiL  Tis  happiness  enough  for  me  to  see 
The  motion  of  her  lips. 

Cler,  I'faith  it^  tfaerei^oulB ; .    .  < 
Why,  Philgcles,  what  lost  already,  man  ! 
Struck  dead  with  one  poor  glance !  Look  op,  for 

shame,  .  .      < 

And  tell  me  how  thoo  likest  ray  judgmeakiaow. 
Now  thou  dost  see. 

PhiL  Ah,  Clerhnont,  too  well. 
Too  well  I  see  what  I  shaU  Aemt  taste, 
Yon  lady's  beauty :  she  imist  needs  be  crvel 
(Though  her  fair  shape  deny  it)  to  the  son 
Of  him  that  is  her  father's  enemy. 
That,  Clerimont,  that  fatal  difierenee 
Checks  my  desire,  and  ainkt  my  rising  hopes  ; 
But  love's  a  torrent  violent  if  stopt, 
And  I  am  desperately  mad :  I  must, 
I  must  be  her  s,  or  else  I  must  nf>t  be. 
*    Cler.  Contain  that  passion,  that  will  else  o'er- 

whelm 
All  vlrtu^  in  you,  all  that  is  called  man, 
And  should  be  your's;  take  my  advice ;  my  heart. 
My  \if^,  to  second  you :  let  us  consult ; 
You  may  find  time  to  speak  to  her,  and  woo  hei^ 

Phil.  Nay,  nay,  I  will,  in  spite  of  desti|»jr. 
Let  women  and  faint-hearted  foels  eomplam 
In  languishing  despair,  a  manly  love 
Dares  shew  itself,  and  press  to  his  desires   t      ' 
Through  thickest  troops  of  horrid  opposites. 
Were  there  a  thousand  waking  dragians  set 
To  k^ep  that 'golden)  fruit,  I  would  attempt  ' 
To  pluck  and  taste  it ;  'tis  the  danger  erewn» 
A  brave  achievement :  what  if  I  should  go 
And  boldly  woo  her  in  hen  father's  houM, 
In  spite  of  enmity,  what  coviH  they  say  f       '    • 

Cler.  'Twere  madness  that,  not  wisdom :  r«A 
attempts 
Betray  the  means,  but  never  work  the  end. 

PhtL  She  would  not  hate  a  man  for  loving  berf 


Coim/erfeit«*See  note  13  to  Alexander  and  Ccunpetpe^  p.  U6, 
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Thao  lire  fur  tw  InpkM. 

Cier.  Boi  tml»  Ome, 
The  second  Choifhls,  oOTwite 

Fkd.  Utkifs  a  dMUe 


A  —■■■  doa  aiMitiia  111  fst  ia  execution : 
rU  write  a  letter  to  her  preaesktly, 
Take  how  it  wiH. 

der.  Alertterl  fNie sImM  carry  it? 

PJU/L  Tit  «eN  thee  w4mi  I  have  ^bne :  hm 
tboa  peavB^inkio  Aycfamiberf 

Cib-.Yet»  there  is  one  upoa.  the  CaUe.  Fllstay 
here  at  the  window,  and  watch  whether  she  stay 
or  not.    What  a  sodden  tataiwe  is  tins' 

Leucath,  Did  not  Count  Virro  proouse  to  !>ie 
nere 
To  di^  at  dinner  ? 

fwcet*  Teiy  manNDy  ttat  ha  did  i  and  I  'dare 
swear 
b  will  not  break. 

Mjswcoth*  He  needs  noty  he  is  nca  eooi^b  %  no* 
less  he  should  bresk  in  Vnarery,  as  some  ef  oor 
merchants  do  now-a-days. 

Fweet.  Break  promine,  madam,  I  mem;  and 
that  he  will  not  for  your  sake;  yoo  \sKm  hisbu- 


Loteoth.  I  wonkl  I  did  not:  he  night  span 
his  pons. 
And  that  unusual  cost  that  he  bestows 
In  pranking  up  himself,  and  please  me  better. 

f  S0cf .  He  would  sot  please  his  tailor  vod  has 
baiber ; 
For  they  get  more  kit  jour  sdke  by  llhcir  lord, 
Than  they  have  cot  this  twenty  years  before. 

Lemcoth,  Ah,  Psectas,  Pftectas,  oaii  my  father 
think 
That  I  can  loveOnmt  Vhrof  one  so  oM, 
(That  were  eaoa^^  to  make  a  matdi  anfi^) 
Bat  one  so  base,  a  man  that  serer  laved, 
For  any  thing  caHed  good,  but  dross  and  peftfl* 
One  that  would  never,  had  mybrather  lived. 
Have  oftowed  this  suit;  no,  I  can  never  love  him : 
But  canst  thou  keep  a  secret  €rm1y,  Paectas  f 

Piut.  Doubt  me  mff,  madam. 

Lemcoth,  Wiell,  IH  tell  thee  iben; 
Ilave,--«hM!  I  dare  not  My  i  love  bim: 
But  there's  a  young  and  noMe  gentieraan, 
I/wd  Eophues  eon,  my  lathers  miemy, 
A  man  whom  nature's  j^rodigality 
Stretched  even  to  envy  m  thcmidrmg  up ; 
Once,  from  a  window,  my  pleased  eye  belNM 
This  yoatJM'al  gallant  as  he  rode  die  street 
On  a  carvecttng  courser,  wbo,  it  seemed, 
Ksew  BIS  nDr  loan,  and  with  a  proud  disdani 
Checked  the  base  earth :  my  father  beii^  by^ 
I  asked  bis  mane,  be  told  me  Ph9locle% 
The  son  and  heir  of  bts  great  eoemy^ 
Judge*  fWctas,  then,  how  my  divided  brwt 
cHiiKSfea  between  two  meeting  contrsnesi, 
Haftwdand  love ;  bat  Love^  a  deity. 
And  must  prevul  'gainst  mortalti  ivboie  com- 
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Mat  JiiaeymMir  omdU  sav  vft  witbMmd. 

Cler,  What,  is  the  letter  done  already  ?  I  see 
lovaia  have  aimble  inveaftious;  Wt  how 
wsd  yoa  erodkf 

TkU.  What  a  question's  that!— 8ee«  tbon  th« 
stone? 
'  Cfar.  Ah!  thea  I  tee  y^ar  «kift ;  this  ttoaa  must 
^ide 
ToorAeetaog  letter  in  the  air,'  and  cairy  Jc 
To  that  fur  mark  vou  aim  at. 

Phil.  Hard  by  her. 

Okr,  I  think  you  would  not  hit  ber  with  such 
ateaes  ai  this ;— 4ady«  look  to  yoarsdf,  sow  it 
comes  to  proof. 

PhiL  Butfr'ytfaeeeellai^  wbatddflt  Ihaaliadb 
this  letter  a&BT  do  ^ 

Oer.  Wcdl,  I  hope. 
Tis  ten  to  oae  this  hdy  oft  hath  seen  yoa  ; 
You  never  lived  obscure  in  Synaoase, 
Nor  walked  thestreeu  uaknowa,  and  who  can  tell 
What  place  you  bear  ia  her  afiectieos ; 
Loved  or  misliked  ?  if  bad,  this  letter  sent 
Win  make  her  flhew  her  soem;  ifodierwisev 
Fear  not  a  womaa'awii.;  ehe^ti  find  a  time 
To  anoiwr  yaarkind  letter,  and  express 
Wh(tf  yM  denra  she idmuU;  then sead  it  boUiy, 
You  have  a  fair  marie  Ibere. 

PluL  Cupid,  gmde  my  arm ;  (TAraaii  ^  ieUer. 
Oh  be  as  yast,  biiad  god,  as  dtou  art  great, 
And  with  chat  paweif nl  head,  that  ^dea  shaft 
That  I  was  wouaded,  waand  yon  teader  hrewt ! 
There  is  no  sahre  but  tbait,  aa  cane  for  mo. 

C/er.  See  what  a  wonder  it  strikes  'em  ia,  how 
it  riioald  coMM ! 

PhU.  She^M  woader  maee  to  see  what  man  it 
comes  from. 

CIbt.  I  like  bar  laell,  she  is  not  afraid  to  opea 
it 
She  starts;*— 9layy—amrk  her  aotioo  when  she  has 
read  the  letter. 

aht  rmii. 

*^  Let  it  not  wrong  this  letter,  thatitcaa^ 
From  oae  that  ttambted  to  subsoribe  his  name, 
Fearing  year  hate;  O  let  not  hate  descend. 
Nor  make  yoa  ccwl  to  so  vewed  a  friend. 
If  you'll  not  pi  awast  love,  graai  hut  aooesi, 
And  let  me  know  any  woes  kre  past  redreas. 
Be  just  then,  beauteousjudge,  and,  like  the  lawfi, 
Condenm  me  not  till  you  have  heard  my  cause; 
Which,  when  you  have,  from  those  fair  Ups  re« 

Either  my  life  in  kara,  «r  death  in  scorn. 

Your's,  or  net,  Philocles.'^ 
Skm  I  ^iidha,  or  4i«am  I  ?  Is  it  true. 
Or  does  my  flattering  fancy  but  suggest 
What  I  most  coiwtf 

Pmet.  MmUmkt  the  woads  are  there^ 
ril  swear  it  can  be  no  illusion. 
Leucoih.  It  b  too  good  for  truth. 

[Eittes  the  paper* 
HU.  Made  tne  not,  CHtunef 
She  kissed  it ;  saw'st  thou  her?  Ob|  friend,  slia 
" '      ■  it ! 
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Cler,  And  with  a  look  tbit  nlisbed  love,  not 
scorn. 

Lemeath,  This  letter  may  be  forged,  I  much 
desire  to  know  the  certainty ;  Psectasi  thy  help 
must  further  roe. 

Psect.  V\\  not  be  wanting. 

Leucoth.  Here  comes  my  father;  he  must  not 
see  this. 

Pf^ct-  Noy  nor  your  t'other  sweetheart,  he  is 
with  him  yonder. 

Enter  Polymetes,  Virro,  Roscio. 

Pofy,  Nay*  noble  Count,  you  are  too  old  a 
soldier 
To  take  a  maid's  first  no,  for  a  denial ; 
They  will  be  nice  at  first,  men  must  pursue, 
That  will  qbtain ;  woo  her,  my  lord,  aind  take  her. 
You  have  my  free  consent  if  you  get  her's ; 
Yonder  she  walks  alone,  go  comfort  her. 

Vir,  111  do  the  best  I  may,  but  we  old  men 
Are  but  cold  comfort;  I  thank  your  lordship's 
loFe. 
Poly,  I  wonder,  Roscio,  that  the  peevish  girl 
Conies  on  so  slowly ;  no  persuasions 
That  I  can  use,  do  move :  the  setting  forth 
Count  Virro's  greatness,  wealth,  and  dignity, 
Seems  not  to  affect  her,  Roscio. 

Rot,  I  doubt  the  cause,  my  lord ; 
For  were  not  that,  I  dare  engage  my  life 
She  would  be  won  to  love  him ;  she  has  placed 
Already  her  affections  on  some  other. 
Pofy,  How  should  I  find  it  out  ? 
fiat.  Why  thus, my  lord; 
There's  never  man  nor  woman  that  e'er  loved, 
But  chose  some  bosom  friend,  whose  dose  con- 
verse 
Sweetened  their  joys,  and  eased  their  burdened 

minds 
Of  such  a  working  secret :  Thus  no  doubt 
Has  mv  young  lady  done ;  and  but  her  woman, 
"Who  should  it  be  r  'tb  she  must  out  with  it : 
Her  secrecy,  if  wit  cannot  o*er-reach. 
Cold  shall  corrupt;  leave  that  to  me,  my  lord. 
But  if  her  lady's  heart  do  yet  stand  free 
And  unbeoueathed  to  any,  your  command, 
And  fathers  Jurisdiction  interposed, 
Will  make  her  love  the  Count.     No  kind  of 

means 
Must  want  to  draw  her. 

Pofy.  ITiou  art  my  oracle, 
IVIy  brain,  mv  soul,  my  very  being,  Roscio. 
Walk  on  andi  speed,  while  I  but  second  thee. 

Cier,  It  is  even  so ;  Count  Virro  is  your  rival ; 
See  how  the  old  ape  smugs  up  his  mouldy  chaps 
To  seize  the  bit 

PhiL  He  must  no^  if  I  live ; 
But  yet  her  father  brings  him :  he  has  the  means 
That  I  shall  ever  want 

Cler,  If  he  do  marry  her, 
Revenge  it  nobly,  make  him  a  cuckold,  boy. 
Phil  Thou  jest*st,  that  feel'st  it  not ;  pr'y thee 

.let^sgo. 
Cler.  Suy,  Til  but  curse  him  briefly  for  thy 
sake* 


If  thou  dost  marry  her,  mxftt  tboa  be  made 
A  cuckold  without  profit,  and  ne'er  get 
An  office  by  it,  nor  favour  at  the  court; 
But  may  thy  large  iU-gotten  treasury 
Be  spent  in  her  bought  lu&t,  and  thine  own  gold 
Bring  thee  adulterers;  so  farewell,  «K>d  Count. 
[Exeunt  Phiukles,  Clerimoii t« 

Enter  Servant, 

Eug,  My  lord,  there's  a  messenger  within 
Desires  access,  has  business  of  import, 
Which  to  no  ear  but  your's  he  must  impart 

Enter  Eugenio  disguised. 

Pofy.  Admit  him. — ^Now,  friend,  yoor  businftsa 
with  me? 

Euf.  If  you  be  the  lord  Polymetes. — 
Pofy,  The  same. 

Eug,  My  lord,  I  come  from  Athens  vrith  soch 
news 
As  I  dare  say  is  welcome,  though  unlooked  for; 
Your  son  Eugenio  lives,  whom  you  so  long 
Thought  dead,  and  mourned  for. 
Pofy,  How  ?  lives ! 

Eu0,  Upon  my  life,  my  lord,  I  saw  him  well 
Withm  these  few  days. 

Pofy,  Thanks  for  thy  good  news. — 
Reward  him,  Roscio : — iHit  now  tell  me,  friend. 
Hast  thou  revealed  this  news  to  any  man 
In  Syracuse  but  me  ? 

Eug,  To  none,  my  lord : 
At  every  place  where  I  have  staid  in  town, 
inquiring  for  your  lordship's  house,  I  heard 
^'Kese  tragic^  but  false  news :  the  contrary 
I  still  concealed,  though  knew,  intending  first 
Your  lordship's  ear  sli^uld  drink  it. 

Pofy,  Worthy  friend, 
I  now  must  thank  your  wisdom  as  your  love. 
In  this  well-carried  action.    I'll  requite  it : 
Mean  time  pray  use  m^  house,  and  still  contintie 
Your  silence  in  this  busmess.    Rosdo^  inake  him 

welcome, 
And  part  as  little  from  him  as  you  can,  for  femr« 
Ros,  Think  it  done,  my  lord. 
Pofy,  Psectas,  come  hither. 
Vir,  Be  like  yourself,  let  not  a  cruel  doom 
Pass  those  fair  Upi^  that  never  were  ordained 
To  kill,  but  to  revive. 

Leucoth.  Neither,  my  lor«|,  lies  in  their  power 

to  do. 
Vir,  Yes,  sweet,  to  me. 
Whom  your  scorn  kills,  and  pity  will  revive. 
Leucoth,  Pity  is  shewed  to  men  in  misery. 
Vir,  And  so  am  I,  if  not  relieved  by  you. 
Leucoth.  Twere  pride  in  me^  my  lord,  to  think 

it  so. 
Vir,  I  am  your  beauty's  captive. 
Leucoth,  Then,  my  lord. 
What  greater  gift  than  freedom  can  I  give  ? 
*Tn  that,  that  captives  most  desire,  and  that 
You  shaill  command;  you're  free  from  me,  mj 
lord. 
Vir,  Your  beanty  contradicts  that  freedom,  ^ 
lady. 
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Pofy,  Come,  noble  Count, 
I  must  for  this  time  interrupt  ]fOa ;  you'll  find 
Enough  within  to  talk. 

Fir.  ni  wftit  upon  yoar  lordship.      [Exeunt 

Afanet  Eugbnio  tolus. 


£itf .  Thus,  in  disguise,  I  have  discovered  ally 
And  found  the  cause  of  my  reported  death, 
"^^Qiich  did  at  first  amaze  me ;  but  'tis  well, 
^  te  draw  on  the  match  between  my  sister 
And  this  rich  Count : — Heaven  grant  it  be  con- 
tent. 
As  well  as  fortune  to  her,  but  I  fear 
She  cannot  love  his  age :  how  it  succeeds  y^ 

I  shall  perceive,  and,  whilst  unknown  I  stay,    ^ ' 
I  cannot  hurt  the  project,  help  I  may.       lExit, 

v-^*^         Enter  FaiNCisco,  Suwmer^^ 

^fWnic.  Tiiis  will  make  pod  work  for  you  in  the 
spiritual  eourt;  Shallow  is  a  rich  man. 

Snwu  Those  are  the  men  we  lock  for ;  there's 
sooiewhat  to  be  got :  the  court  has  many  bu- 
sinesses at  this  time,  but  they  are  little  worth ;  a 
few  wakiag-women  pt  with  child  by  servmg-men 
er  so,  scarce  worth  citing. 

jFronc  Do  not  their  masters  get  'em  with  child 
sometimes? 

Sum.'  Yes,  no  doubt,  but  they  have  got  a  trick 
to  put  'em  off  upon  the  men,  and  for  a  little  por- 
tion save  their  own  credits;  besides,  these  private 
marriages  are  much  out  of  our  way,  we  cannot 
know  when  there  is  a  fault. 

Franc,  Well,  these  are  no  starters ;  I  warraut 
you.  Shallow  shall  not  deny  it,  and  for  the  wf  ncli 
^  need  not  confess  it,  she  has  a  mark  that  will 
betray  her. 

Sum,  I  thank  you.  Sir,  for  your  good  intelli- 
gence; I  hope  'tis  certain. 

Franc.  Fear  not  that;  is  your  citation  ready? 

Sum,  I  have  it  h^re. 

^ofic  Well, step  aside,  and  oome  when  I  call; 
I  hear  'em  coming.  [Exit  Sumner, 

Enter  Framklin,  Shallow,  Lucy,  Parson. 

FranlcSet  forward  there;  Fransisco,  what  make 
youhece? 

Franc  I  come  to  claim  my  right ;  Parson^  take 
heed, 
TVm  art  the  author  of  adultery 
If  thou  conjoin  this  couple ;  shVs  my  wife. 

JVojt^  Yonr's,  saoce?box ! 

SkaL  Father,  I  thought  she  had  been  mine;  I 
hope  I  shall  not  lose  hm  thus.  \ 

ProaA:.  Francisco,  dare  not  to  interrupt  usXfor 
I  swear 
Thou  sbalt  endure  the  law's  extremity 


For  thy  presumption. 

F^anc,  Do  yoqr  worst, I  fear  not;  I  was  con- 
tracted to  her. 

Frank.  What  witness  have  you  r 
Franc.  Heaven  is  my  witness,  whose  impartial 
eye 
Saw  our  contract. 

Skal.  What  an  ass  is  this,  to  taljc  of  contract* 
ing !  He  that  will  get  a  wench,  roust  make  her 
bigE^er,  as  I  have  done,  and  not  contract. 
JFVonc.  Sir,  you  are  abused. 
SAa^  Whyso?  .      .^    ^_ 

Franc.  The  wife  you  go  to  many  is  with  child, 
and  by  another. 

Shdl.  A  good  jest  i'faith,  make  me  believe  that 
Franc,  How  comes  this  fool  possest? 
He  never  touched  her,  I  dare  swear. 

Frank.  No  more,  Francisco,  as  you  will  an- 
swer it 
Parson,  set  forward  there. 

fVanc'Stay. 
If  this  will  not  suffice,— Sumner,  come  fortli. 
jFrflnft.  Ah,  Sumner!  we  are  all  betrayed. 

Enter  Sumner. 


Sum.  God  save  you  all !  I  think  you  guess  my 
business ; 
These  are  to  cite  to  the  spiritual  court 
You  master  Shallow,  and  you  mistress  Lucy : 
Ask  not  the  cause,  for  it's  apparent  here, 
A  carnal  copulation  ante  matrimonium, 

Frank.  This  was  a  bar  unlooked  for;  spiteful 
Francisco ! 

Franc.  Injurious  Franklin, could  the  laws  divine. 
Or  human,  suffer  such  an  impious  act. 
That  thou  shouldst  take  my  true  and  lawful  wife, 
And  great  with  child  by  me,  to  give  to  another, 
Gulling  his  poor  simpbcity? 

ShaL  Do  you  mean  me,  sir? 

Sum.  Gallants,  farewell;  my  writ  shall  be 
obeyed. 

Frank.  Sumner,  it  shall.  [Exit  Sumner, 

Pars,  ril  take  my  leave,  there's  nothing  now 
for  me  to  do.  [Exit  Parson. 

Franc,  Farewell,  good  master  parson. 

Frank,  Francisco,  canst  thou  say  thou  ever 
lov*dst  my  daufihtcr,  and  wouldst  thou  thus  dis- 
grace her  openly  ? 

Franc.  No,  I  would  win  her  thus ; 
And,  did  you  hold  her  credit  half  so  dear 
As  I,  or  her  content,  you  would  not  thus 
Take  her  from  me,  and  thrust  her  'gainst  her  will 
Qn  this  rich  fool. 

SkaL  You  are  very  bold  with  me,  sir. 

fVanc.  Let  me  have  news  what  happens,  dear-* 
est  Lucy. 


«  SttJiiJiCT'— Or  Sompner,  now  called  an  apparitor.    He  is  an  officer  whow  proper  business  and  enmKxy- 
meot  Is  to  attend  the  Spiritual  Court,  to  receive  such  commands  as  the  judge  shall  please  to  issue  ^rth  i 
to  convene  and  cite  the  defendants  into  court ;  to  admonish  or  cite  the  parties  in  the  jiroductlon  of  viv\^ 
iWBcs.  and  the  Uke  i  tad  to  make  doe  return  of  the  proeeH  by  him  executed. 
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Lucy.  Else  let  me  die.         IEjiU  Feancuco. 

Frank,  This  was  your  doings  laicy ;  k  had  been 
impossible  he  should  e'er  have  known  the  time 
so  truly  else ;  but  Til  take  ao  ordec  next  time  for 
your  biabbiag. 

Shal.  What's  the  matter,  father? 

Frank,  We  may  thank  you  for  it;  this  was  your 
haste,  that  will  bow  shame  ua  ail;  joo  must  be 
doing  afore  your  time ! 

ShaL  'Twas  but  a  trick  of  yoath,  father. 

Frank,  And  therefore  now  you  must  e'en  staod 
in  a  white  sheet  for  all  to  gaze  at 
,  Sknl.  How !  I  would  be  loth  to  wear  a  surptice 
now ;  'tis  a  disgrace  the  house  of  the  Shallows 
i^ever  knew. 

Frank,  All  the  hope  iS|  officers  may  be  bribed; 
and  so  they  will,  'twere  a  hard  world  for  us  to 
lire  in  else. 

ShaL  You  say  true,  father ;  if  'twere  not  for 
corruption,  even  poor  rascal  might  have  justica 
as  well  as  one  of  us,  and  that  were  a  shame. 

[Egemit  SiiAixow  €ndLucr, 

Framk,  This  was  a  cuooii^  stralagem  well  hud; 
But  yet,  Francisco,  th'  Imst  not  woo  the  prize. 
What  should  I  do  ?  I  must  not  let  thb  cause 
Proceed  to  trial  im  the  o|icn  court. 
For  then  my  daughter's  oath  wiU  east  the  child 
Upon  Francisco  t  no,  I  have  found  a  betler ; 
1  will,  before  the  next  conit-day,  fptmth 
Some  needy  panoa,  one  whose  povenjr 
Shall  mak«  him  leor  no  caaona;  hm  maJd  nuury 
BIy  daaghtar  lo  rich  Shallow;  when  "tis  dona, 
^      Our  gold  shall  make  a  silence  in  the  court.  [EmU. 

V,^  JSftfer  Pbiijocles,  PsECTAS. 

'    fii(/«  I  most  letvriiyoarafkswer  to  Bj  lady; 


111  tell  her  yoo  will  come. 

PAiJL  Gomel 
And  such  an  angel  call,  I  shoald  foig^ 
All  offices  of  natare»  all  that  mea 
Wish  in  their  second  thoughts,  ere  such  a  doty, 
dommend  my  semce  to  bev,  and  lo  you 
My  thanks  for  this  kind  message.  [EsU  Psbgtas. 
I  never  breathed  till  now,  never  tul  now 
Did  my  life  relish  sweetness^  break  not,  haatl^ 
Crack  not  yet,  ye  feeble  ministers  of  aadire^ 
With  inundation  of  such  swelling  ^y. 
Too  great  to  bear  without  expressioa. 
The  Udy  writes  ihat'sbe  has  known  me  lon|^ 
fi^  sight,  and  lored  me ;  and  she  seems  to  thank 
rier  stars,  she  lov<^  and  is  beloved  again. 
She  npeaks  my  very  thoughts !  How  strange  it  ia 
And  happy,  when  a£Fections  thus  can  meet ! 
She  further  writes,  at  svch  an  hour  to-day, 
Her  father's  absence,  and  ail  household  spiea 
Fitly  removed,  shall  give  access  to  me. 
Unmarked,  to  visit  her ;  where  she  alone 
Will  entertain  discourse,  and  welcome  me. 
I  hope  'tis  truly  meant ;  why  sh<iold  I  fear  f 
But  wisdom  bids  me  fear:  fie, fie, 'tis  base 
To  wrong  a  creature  of  that  excellence 
With  sadi  suspicion ;  I  should  injure  her. 
I  will  as  soop  suspect  an  angel  false ; 
Treason  ne'er  lodged  within  so  fair  a  breast. 
No,  if  her  hand  betn^  me,  I  will  run 
On  any  danger :  'tis  alike  to  me 
To  die,  or  tmd  her  ialse ;  for  on  her  truth 
Hangs  my  chief  being.  Wel^  I'll  lose  no  tme. 
No  not  a  minute :  dearest  love,  I  come ; 
To  meet  my  sweetest  wishes  I  will  fly. 
Heaven  and  my  truth  shield  me  from  treachery  ! 

[Eni. 


ACT  IIL 


Enter  Poltvutes,  Roscxo,  Evcehic^  and  Psec- 

TAS, 

.    Pofy,  I  cannot  credit  it,  nor  think,  that  she, 

Of  all  the  noUe  youth  in  Sicily, 

Should  mnke  so  straofe  a  choice,  that  oone  but 

None  but  the  son  of  my  avowed  eaeoiy, 
Must  be  her  mate;  it  strikes  me  to  amaze  i 
Minion,  take  heed,  do  not  belie  your  mistress. 

Ptect,  Meffcy  fiotsake  me  if  I  do,  my  loid ; 
You  chained  m#  to  coaieai  the  truth  to  youa 
^Vhich  1  have  fully  done ;  and  presently 
rU  bring  yoti  wbeie,  concealed,  you  shall  both 

see 
Their  privacy,  and  hear  their  conference. 

Po/y.  Well,  I  believe  thee,  wench,  and  will  re* 
ward 
Thy  trust  ^  In  this ;  go  get  thee  in  again, 


And  bring  me  woid  when  Philocles  is  come. 

[ExU  PSflCTAS. 

Sir^ou'U  be  secret  to  our  purpose  ? 

JStfg.  As  your  own  breast,  my  lord. 

Fofy.  Ishallrestdiankfultoyou:— 
This  stranger  must  be  soothed,  lest  he  mar  all. 

Jlot.  Tms  was  weU  found  out,  asy  lord;  you 
now  have  means  to  take  your  enemy. 

Pofy,  Which  blest  occasioB  I  will  80  parsee, 
As  childless  fiaphues  shall  for  ever  me. 
^se  in  thy  blackest  look,  direst  Nflisesis> 
Assisttmt  to  my  purpose,  help  me  glut 
My  thirsty  sfml  with  blood.  This  bolih  young  masL 
To  bia  rash  love,  shaU  sacrifice  hii  life. 

Hoi,  What  course  do  you  intend  to  ruin  him? 

Poly,  Wfay^kill  him  presently. 

Em.  Oh  no,  my  lord. 
You'll  rue  that  action;  think  not  that  the  hiw 
Will  let  such  murder  sleep  unpunbhCd. 


?  n^ trust, ^9,f'^u^mlimmQ€$MAj^w 


weshaaldccedlndft* 
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Mm.  Ym^  m,  *m  calcb  y*  iMMr,  mi  mom 
A^  H>wiMm>M*to?«lfiili,—, 

That  itealt  ail  lHir»  «itbo«e  btr  fhenift  eooHBft; 
ThiiMMtb^dovlHi  love witt prompt  hia  toil. 
For  be  am  ni^er  bope^  hf  yowcniMMir, 
T«  bmut;  bw;  wad  abe^'tis  like,  will  ghre 
Cmimbi,  far  womge^t  iowe  ii  vmUi  t 
TbasBMurk  tbw  BMM^^jKMi  Bhatt  eaM^fiad 
&«  to  swprite  Ibeni  al  Toav  will,  ngr  lard. 
Pofy.  Tboa  art  mj  onwlc^  dear  Roam 

ZfUer  PsscTU. 

Hert^aPif  cIm  rw—  ag^  Howaaw^wbatnawa^ 
Pseet.  M jT  lord,  they  both  are  conung ;  please 
yoii  wkbdnnr ; 
Too  abaU  betb  bev  aad  tea  wbaijwa  dnive. 

Enter  Ftkiiocists  erndLLXxoTUOM^ 

Lemnik  Yctim  wmkomtp  aabla  sir;  aad  did 
my  power 


Should  be  more  tree,  and  your 

Exprest  in  better  faabion. 

^hiL  Bertof  bidiet, 

It  it  so  well,  so  exoelleotly  well, 

Comiiig  f rooa  your  wisbed  love,  my  banen  tbaaks 

WaaiabHigoagefoff^t;  tbete  lies  is  year  iairkaeia 

Itoe  anterfaiament,  tban  in  all  tbe  pemp 

Tbat  ibe  vain  Peraao  ever  matbt  ibe  wetld. 

Your  presence  is  ibe  wekaaaef  eapsclcd } 

Tbat  makes  it  periecC 

LtmeM.  *T»  itmr  aofafo  thoagbt 
Makesgpodwbat^s  wanting  befe;biitySntla  friendy 
For  so  I  now  dare  call  yoa — 

Fofy,  Tis  well,  minioa ;  yoaarebaklenougbyl 
see, 
To  cbase  year  friends  withoat  my  leare. 

mi  Tis  my  ambitioa  ever  ca  be  year's. 

JLtucBth,  Think  me  iK>t  light,  dear  Pbilode^sa 
soon 
To  eraat  tbee  lose^diat  others  might  have  sooght 
Widi  eagsrest  aorsait,  aad  not  obtained. 
BatI  was  yours  by  fate,  and  long  bacre  beea ; 
Before  yo*  wao^d,  Leucotbee  waawon^ 
And  yoar's  without  resistaaee. 

FkiL  Obas^scarsl 
'rwaayear  kind  indacac^duit^  whilst  lalept 
Im  dalieil  ifanrsnco,  cotrived  for  me 
Tbe  way  te  ciowd  me  with  felicity. 

Ftfy,  Yoo  may  be  dectiftred  tboogb; 
Yao  Miaa  nosacb  ^eaft  reason 
To  thank  your  stars,  if  yoa  knew  all 

£ML  And  kaaw,£us  mistress^  yoa  bare  aiet  a 
kyve, 
Tbat  time,  nor  fate,  nor  death,  can  ever  change ; 
A  man,  that  but  in  you  can  have  no  being. 
J^t  this  kiss  seal  m^  faith. 

Leucothn  And  this  minet 


Pofy.  Nay,  to't  agisa;  yomr  amaet  amat  shall 
have  sour  sauce. 

P/UL  fiut,aweet,'aMnigBtaU  these  rosea  therofi 
one  thorn 
Tbat  pricka  and  galls  me;  oar  pareatsTenmi^ 
Will  cram  oar  loam:  I  do  assure  mjpself 
Ibgrfatber  never  witt  giae  biaeooaent. 

Ltmotk  Nay8aItfaiiik;hemevesBmstiU  la 
Virro^ 
Tbat  old  erased  coaa«,aad  with  sacb  vebeaaeacy^ 
Idase  scarce 'bsiebiapveseaee  if  I  deny  him; 
Therefore,  we  most  be  speedy  i»  oor  course, 
Aad  take,  without  his  leavi^  what  he  denies. 

Pa^  i  tboak  yoo  fsr  tbat,  good  daughter. 

Mbm,  I  told  you,  sir,  twaoki  ooaie  tottis  at  bwt. 

i>3li/.  Ob  tbee  hast  spoke  my  wishes,  and  bati 


Thyself  in  love  as  good  as  beautiAil ; 

Tbea  let^s  away,  dearest  Leooethee. 

MjT  fofftaaes  are  not  poor,  then  fear  no  want; 

Tbiscoostaot  kae  ef  oarsamjf  prove  so  bappyi 

To  reoDDcile  oar  parents^  enoaiy. 

leacolA.  Heoseu  |rant  it  may ! 

Foif,  Nefor  by  tbm  means,  youngster. 

X^aco/A.  Bat  soft;  now  I  think  better  oa't,!!! 
not  go. 

Fkii  W^, dearest, is  tbykire  so  quickly  eokl? 

Leuc0iL  No,  bot  rn  not  veaiaretbee,  tbine  ia 
the  danger; 
Tboo  koowest  ^  deatb  bylaw  to  steal  an  beiry 
Aod  my  dear  brother^  most  aatiBietT  death 
Hatb  lately  made  aw  oae;  what  if  thou  sboakist 

PML  Oh  fear  not  that;  had  I  a  thousand  lires, 
They  were  too  small  a  veatore  for  such  prize. 
I  tell  thee,  sweet,  a  face  not  half  so  fair 
As  thine,  hath  armed  whole  nations  in  the  fielc^ 
And  brought  a  thousand  ships  to  Teredos, 
To  sack  lamented  Tro^ ;  and  should  1  fear 
To  venture  one  poor  bfe,  and  such  a  life 
As  would  be  lost  in  not  possessing  thee  ? 
Come,  come,  make  that  no  scruple;  when  shall  we 
go? 

Leucoth,  This  present  evening;,  for  to-morrow 
morning 
My  father  looks  that  I  should  give  consent ' 
To  marry  widi  the  Count 

FhiL  Best  of  all !  would  'twere  this  present  hour ! 
m  go  pretmre :  but  shall  I  call  thc^e  here  ? 

JUucoth.  Oh  no,  we'U  meet 

PAiX  Where,  dearest? 

Leucoth.  East  from  the  city,  by  the  river^s  side^ 
Not  distant  half  a  mile,  there  stands  a  grove^ 
Where  often  riding  by,  I  have  observed 
A  little  hermitage,  there  will  I  stay 
If  I  be  ftrst ;  if  you,  do  you  tbe  like ; 
Let  the  hour  be  ten,  then  shall  I  best  escape. 

PhU.  Ne'er  aweetcr  comfort  came  from  angel V 
lips:  ^ 

I  know  the  place,  and  will  be  ready  there 
,Pefore  tbe  boar:  TU  bring  a  friend  with  me 
As  true  as  mine  own  heart,  one  Clerimont, 
Thtit  eogay  do  us  good,  if  danger  happen.    ' 
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LeucoUL  Use  yoar  pleawrt. 

PhiL  Dearest,  farewell ; 
Hours  wiU  seem  years  till  we  are  wmt  a^in. 

lExeunt, 

Pofy,  Ahy  sirrah,  this  geer  goes  well;  godr«- 
laercy,  man,  for.tbv  intelligenoe ;  why  this  is  as 
mach  as  a  man  coaid  desire,  the  time,  place,  and 
erery  thing :  I  warrant  'em  they  pass  no  farther. 
Well,  go  thou  in  and  wait  upon  thy  mistress,  she's 
ipelaBcholy  till  she  see  her  sweetheart  again^  but 
when  she  does,  she  shall  not  see  him  lon^  Not 
•  word  of  what's  past  among  ns  for  your  life. 

P9ect,  1  warrant  you,  ray  lord.  [Exit, 

Pofy,  ru  not  so  much  as  shew  an  angry  look, 
cr  any  token  that  I  know  of  any  of  their  proceed- 
ings. But,  Roecio,  we  must  lay  the  place  strong- 
ly ;  if  they  should  'scape  us,  I  were  prettily  fooled 
BOW  after  all  this. 

Rot,  Why  'tis  impossible,  my  lord;  we'll  go 
strong  enough ;  besides,  1  tlMnk  it  fit  we  todi  an 
officer  along  with  us,  to  countenance  it  the  better. 

Pohf.  Thou  sayest  well ;  go  get  one.  FU  go 
myself  along  with  you  too;  I  love  to  see  sport, 
though  I  am  old ;  you'll  go  along  with  ns  too,  sir? 

Emg»  Aye,  sir;  you  shall  command  my  ser^ 
▼ice  when  you  are  ready. 

Poly.  Now,  Euphaes,  what  I  did  but  barely  act, 
Thv  bleeding  heart  shall  feel,  loss  of  a  son. 
If  law  can  have  his  course,  as  who  can  let  it?' 
I  know  thou  thinkest  mine  dead,  and  in  thy  heart 
Laugh'st  at  my  falling  house ;  but  let  them  lauch 
That  win  the  prize,  thiiuES  ne*er  are  known  till 
ended.   [Exeunt  Polymetes  and  Roscio. 

Eugehio  tobiu 

Eug,  Well,  I  like  my  sister's  choice,  she  has 
taken  a  man  whose  very  looks  and  carriaee  speak 
him  worthy;  besides,  he  is  noble,  his  fortune's 
sufficient,  they  both  love  each  other;  what  can 
my  father  more  desire,  that  he  gapes  so  after  this 
old  Count,  that  comps  for  the  estate,  as  t'other, 
upon  my  soul,  does  not,  but  pure  spotless  love  ? 
but  now  his  plot  is  for  revenge  upon  his  old  eue- 
tny  :  fie,  fie,  'tis  bloody  and  unchristian,  my  soul 
abhors  such  acts ;  this  match  may  rather  recon- 
cile our  houses,  and  I  desire,  where  worth  is,  to 
have  friendship,  as  on  my  soul  'tis  there.  Well, 
Phitocles,  I  hope  to  call  thee  brother.  Somewhat 
111  do;  I'll  go  persuade  Count  Virro  not  to  love 
her,  I  know  the  way :  and  I'll  but  tell  him  troth, 
her  brother  lives,  that  will  cool  his  love  quickly. — 
Buty  sof>,  here  comes  the  Count  as  ht  as  may  be. 

Enter  Vireo. 

Vir,  She  loves  me  not  vet,  but  that's  no  mat- 
ter; I  shall  have  her,  her  father  says  I  shall,  and 
J  dare  take  his  word ;  maids  are  quickly  ovei^ 
ruled.    Ah  ha^  methinks  I  am  grown  younger 


than  I  was  by  tventy  yem;  das  fortune  cut 
upon  me,  is  better  than  Medea's  charm,  to  »«akfr 
an  old  man  yeiuig  a^n,  to  bate  a  lord's  eatate 
freely  bestowed,  and  with  it  suchabeaotyaa  would 
warm  Nestor's  blood,  and  make  old  Priam  losty. 
Fortune,  I  see,  thou  lovest  me  now;  Fll  build 
a  temple  to  thee  shortly,  and  adore  tkee  m  the 
greatest  deity.    Now,  what  are  you  ? 

Eug.  A  poor  scholar,  my  lord,  one  that  am 
little  beholden  to  fortune. 

Vir.  So  are  most  of  yow  profession.  Hioo 
shottldest  take  soine  more  thnvtng  occupatioo; 
be  a  judge's  man^'  they  are  the  bravest  now>-»- 
days?  or  a  cardinal's  pander  that  weie  a  good 
professioB,  and  gainful. 

Eug.  But  not  lawful,  my  lor<}. 

Vir,  Lawful!  that  cardinal  may  come  to  be 
pope,  and  tbea  he  could  pardon  thee  and  him* 

Eug.  My  lord,  I  was  brooght  up  a  scholar, 
and  I  thank  you  ibr  your  counsel:  my  lord,  I 
have  some  for  you,  and  therefore  I  came. 

Vir.  tor  me !  what  I  pr'ythek  ? 

Eug.  lis  weiehty,  and  conooms  you  near. 

Vir.  Speak,  what  is't? 

Eug.  My  lord,  you  are  to  many  eld  Polymer 
tes's  daughter. 

Vir.  And  heir. 

Eug.  No  heir,  my  lord;  her  brother  is  alive. 

Vir.  How !  thou  art  mad. 

Eug.  My  lord,  what  I  speak  b  true;  and  to 
my  knowledge  his  father  gives  it  out  in  policy,  to 
marry  his  daughter  the  better,  to  hook  in  suitors, 
and  specially  aimed  at  you,  thinking  you  rich  and 
covetous ;  and  now  he  has  canght  yon. 

Vir.  But  dost  thou  mock  me? 

Eug.  I>t  me  be  ever  miserable  if  I  speak  sot 
truth ;  as  sure  as  I  am  here,  Eugeaio  lives;  I  know 
it,  and  know  where  he  is. 

Vir.  Where,  pr'ythcel 

Eug.  Not  a  day's  journey  hence,  where  his 
father  injoined  him  to  stay  till  your  match,  and 
sends  word  to  him  of  this  plot :  besides,  I  over- 
heard the  old  lord,  and  his  man  Roscio,  lan^ng 
at  you  for  being  caught  thus. 

Vir.  Why,  wer't  thou  at  the  house  then? 

Eug.  Yes,  but  had  scurvy  entertainment,  which 
I  have  thus  revenged. 

Vir.  Beshrew  my  heart,  I  know  not  what  to 
think  ont ;  'tis  like  enough :  this  lord  was  always 
cunning  beyond  measure,  and  it  amazed  me  that 
he  should  grow  so  eaOreme  kind  to  me  on  the 
sudden,  to  offer  me  all  this.  Beddes,  this  fellow 
is  so  confident,  and  en  no  ends  of  cozenage,  that 
I  can  see.  Well,  I  would  fain  enjoy  her,  the 
wench  is  delicate ;  but  1  would  have  the  estate  to<^ 
and  not  be  gulled :  what  shall  I  do !  Now,  brains, 
if  ever  you  will,  help  your  master, 

Eug.  It  stings  him. 
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Fir*  Well,  w  8tf»  wlMt  miyl  €aU  TOUT  oBine?— 

Mug,  Inia^  my  lord. 

Fir.  Your  name^  «s  well  •■  your  attire,  speaks 
3roa  poor. 

Eug.  I  am  so. 

Fir.  And  very  poor. 

Eyg.  Venr  poor. 

Ftr.  Would  you  not  gladly  take  a  coarse  to  get 
money,  and  a  great  sun  of  money? 

Eyg.  Ye$,  gladly,  if  yonr  lordslup  wodld  but 
tbew  me  the  way* 

Vir.  Uaric  yob  [Whitpers. 

Ettg.  Oh !  my  lord,  conscience ! 

Vir,  Fie,  aefer  talk  of  conscience ;  and  for  law 
thou  art  free;  for  all  men  think  him  dead,  and 
his  father  will  be  ashamed  to  follow  it,  having  al- 
ready gjven  him  for  dead ;  and  then  who  can  know 
it?  C<Mne,  be  wiae,  five  hundred  crowns  TU  pve. 

Eug.  Well,  ^cis  poverty  that  does  it,  and  not 
I ;  when  shall  I  be  paid? 

Fir.  When  thoa  hast  done  it. 

Eug,  Well,  give  me  your  hand  for  it,  my  lord. 

rur.  Thou  Shalt. 

Eug,  In  writing  to  be  paid  when  I  have 
poisoned  him,  and  mink  it  dooe. 

Fir.  Now  thou  speakest  like  thyself;  come  in, 
m  give  it  thee. 

J&ig,  And  this  shall  stop  thy  mouth  for  ever, 
CounL  [Extunt 

Leucotboe  soloy  in  Boys*  CiotJies, 

JLeucoth,ThNe  is  no  creature  here,  I  am  the  first. 
Methinks  this  sad  and  solitary  place 
Should  strike  a  terror  to  such  hearts  as  mine ; 
But  love  has  made  me  bold.  The  time  has, been,* 
lo  such  a  place  as  this  I  should  have  feared 
Each  roUiiu  leaf,  and  trembled  at  a  reed 
Stirred  in  the  moonshine :  my  fearful  fancy 
Would  frame  a  thousand  apparitioni^ 
And  work  some  fear  out  ot  my  very  shadow. 
I  wonder  Philodes  is  tardy  thus ; 
When  hist  we  parted,  every  hour,  he  said, 
Wonld  seem  a  year  dll  we  were  met  again ; 
It  should  not  seem  so  by  the  haste  he  makes. 
HI  sit  and  rest  me ;  come,  I  know,  he  will* 

Enter  Philocles  and  Clerimont; 

FhiL  This,  Clerimont,  this  is  the  happy  place 
Where  I  shall  meet  the  sum  of  all  my  joys. 
And  be  possest  of  such  a  treasury 
As  would  enrich  a  monarch. 


LeueotK  This  is  his  vmce !  My  Philocles ! 

FhiL  My  life !  my  soul !  what  here  before  me  ? 
Oh  thou  dost  still  outgo  me,  and  dost  make 
All  my  endeavours  poor  in  the  requital 
Of  thy  large  favours:  but  I  forget  myself; 
Sweet,  bid  my  friend  here  welcome ;  this  is  he 
That  I  dare  trust  next  mine  own  heart  with 

secrets. 
But  why  art  thou  disguised  thus  ? 

Leucoth,  I  durst  not  venture  else  to  make 
escape. 

Phil  Even  now,  methioks,  I  stand  as  I  would 
wish. 
With  all  my  wealth  about  me ;  such  a  love^ 
And  such  a  friend,  what  can  be  added  more 
To  make  a  man  live  happy  ?  Thou  dark  grove. 
That  hast  been  called  the  seat  of  melandioly. 
And  shelter  for  the  discontented  spirits  ; 
Sure  thou  art  wronged,  thou  seem'st  to  me  a  plaoe 
Of  solace  and  content;  a  paradise, 
That  civest  me  more  than  ever  court  could  do^ 
Or  ridiest  palace.    Blest  be  thy  fair  shades ; 
Let  birds  of  music  ever  chant  it  here. 
No  croaking  raven,or  ill-boding  owl. 
Make  here  their  baleful  habitation, 
Frighting  thy  walk ;  but  ma/st  thou  be  a  grove 
Where  love's  fair  queen  may  take  delist  to  sport: 
For  under  thee  two  faithful  k>vers  meet 
Why  is  my  fair  Leucotboe  so  sad  ? 

Lemcodi  I  know  no  cause ;  but  I  would  fain 
begone. 

PhiL  Whither, sweet? 

LeucotL  Any  whither  from  hence ; 
My  thoughts  divine  of  treason,  whence  I  know 

not; 
There  is  no  creature  knows  our  meeting  here, 
But  one,  and  that's  my  maid ;  she  has  been  trusty^ 
And  will  be  still,  I  hope,  but  yet  I  would 
She  did  not  know  it :  pr'ythee  let's  away ; 
Any  where  else  we  are  secure  from  danger. 
Then  Iet*s  remove^  but  pr'ythee  be  not  sad. 
What  noise  is  that  ?  [Noise  within. 

Ah  me! 

PhiL  Ob  fear  not,  love !  [Draw$. 

Enter  Polymetes,  Roscio,  Evoenio,  and 
Officers, 

Poly.  Upon  them,  officers;  yonder  they  are. 
PAi2.  Thieves!  villains! 
Poly.  Thou  art  the  thief,  and  the  villain  too  ; 
Give  me  my  daughter,  thou  ravisher. 


*  See  The  Old  CoupU^  where  Mat  has  borrowed  Arom  thb  panage  the  same  sentiment  s 


•  The  time  has  been. 


In  fitch  a  solitary  place  as  this, 
I  shoQld  have  trembled  at  each  moving  leaf; 
But  sorrow,  and  my  miserable  state. 
Have  made  me  bold.** 


«» 


THE  HStR. 


{Ua^. 


[i^ht. 


PULIkgt  Uke  ray  hi%: 

JB^y.  Upon  tben,  I  say; 
Knock  them  dow%  ofieeri»  if  tkejr  reast 

[TkofmrttiAem. 

Leucoik,  Oh  they  are  lost !  all  widnai,  vklBed 
,    PiieoCi)s! 

Pofy,  So,  keep  them  HMt;  «e  wdl  hare  tlnm 
faster  shortly :  and  for  you,  miakM^  I  wiH  tie  a 
clog  about  your  seek  Uw  rwiniDg  a»my  any  nof€. 

JUucotA,  YeC  do  but  hear  roe,  father. 

Foly,  Call  me  not  father,  ikm  disobedient 
wretch. 
Thou  run-away ;  thou  art  no  child  of  mine, 
My  daughier  ae*er  wore  fareecbes. 

LeucotL  O,  iir,  ay  market  woaU  Jnte  ^aoe 
as  riMtoh 
For  lov<e  of  you,  if  seed  had  to  required ; 
Think  not  nay  miad  traoalbnBed  as  ay  iiahit 

Pofy*  OflSoer^awaywkh  Uas;  peace,jtniiap«t! 
Tou  may  discharge  hioa,  ^  iie  is  but  aa  mmmtitfL 

ZeucM.  O  stay  and  hear  mm  yet,  haw  bat  a 
word, 
And  that  my  ^t,  it  an^  be :  Da  aot  'spiU 
The  life  of  hiai  in  whom  aiy  life  aabmts; 
Kill  not  two  lives  in  one;  reaieraber,  sir, 
I  was  yoar  daaghter  aooe,  oaoe  you  did  love  ne; 
And  tell  me,  dmn,  what  ^idtcau  be  so  grant, 
To  make  a  father  murderer  of  bis  child? 
For  so  you  are  ia  takiag  of  bis  life. 
Oh  thiokn<|t,  sir,  that  1  will  stay  bcliiad  hsm. 
Whilst  there  be  asps,  and  knives^  aad  bunting 

coals, 
No  Roman  dame  shall  in  bar  great  eampia 
Outgo  my  love. 

Phil.  Oh  where  will  sorrow  stay ! 
Is  there  ao  end  in  grie^  or  io  my  death 
Not  puaisbment  enough  for  ray  offaaot, 
But  must  her  grief  be  added  to  afflict  me  ? 
Dry  up  those  pearls,  dearest  Leooothoe, 
Or  thou  wiU  make  medoobly  miserable; 
Preserve  that  life,  that  I  may  afiser  death, 
live  ip  my  better  part.    Take  comfort,  dear. 
People  would  curse  me  if  such  beauty  sbooid 
For  arie  miscarnr ;  no,  live  happy  tboo. 
And  let  me  suffer  what  the  law  inflicts. 

Ltticoih,  My  ofience  was  as  great  as  thine, 
And  why  should  not  my  punishment  ? 

Pofy,  Come,  have  yon  done  f  Ofiicert  away 
with  him.  [Eait  Pdiuocles. 

Ill  be  yoar  keeper,  bat  111  look  better  to  you. 
But,  ftoscio,  you  and  I  must  aboot  the  bMincwt 
Sir,  let  it  be  your  charge  to  watch  my  daughter. 
And  see  she  send  no  message  any  whithei^ 


Emg.  Itfhdl»niykid^i1lbo«i  ArgQ»;  none 
shall  come  here,  I  warrant  yoo^— ^Mt  very  Ireart 
bleeds  to  see  two  flachkrvars,«aMMal,  parted 
so.  I  most  condemn  my  father,  be  is  loo  croti 
in  this  action :  and,  did  not  natare  forbid  k,  I 
could  rail  at  bink^  to  wreak  Ids  long  fcisicKsd  ma- 
lice against  lord  Euphues  that  aaoci  bis  asa,  the 
faitfafal  iover  of  Ins  own  doaghtor;  and  upon 
her,  for  should  ft  oanse  to  pam,  as  be  expects  it 
shall,  I  think  it  would  kili  her  «i<s  she  takes  ii  so. 
See  in  what  strange  amazement  now  she  stands  I 
Ker  grief  has  spent  itself  so  far,  that  it  has  left 
her  senseless;  itpievas  lae  that  to  aee  her,  I 
cMscarae  forbear  reaaaKng  af  BVf«eb*to  her,  bat 
that  I  keep  it  for  a  bettor  socsiiiin»  wfcen  things 
shall  better  aniwer  to  mj  mmma&tr^laiw ! 

LemeoiA,  Wbatamyoaf 

£t^Oae  that  asyM,  yaw  AliMr,  has  ap- 


Nor  tecaire  any 


i  Exeunt  PotriUTSs  arid  Eotcio. 


To  give  attendance  on  ye*. 

Leucoth,  On  mei  alas>  1  oaed \ 

He  migjht  bestow  bis  care  batter  for  ae. 

Eug.  I  came  but  lately  to  Ma^  nor  do  I  mean 
Lone  to  stay  wkb  bim';  la  tbe araan  time,  HOy, 
Might  I  but  do  yaa  any  sarviee. 

lotootk.  Ail  aemoa  is  tea  late,  my  hopes  are 
desperate. 

Eug.  BfodMa,  I  have  a  iaeliag  of  yoar  woe, 
A  neater  your  own  brother  could  not  have ; 
And  think  not  that  I  come  suborned  by  any 
To  undermine  your  secrets ;  I  am  true, 
By  all  the  gods,  I  am ;  for  faither  trial, 
Command  me  any  thing,  send  me  OB  any  neasage. 
ru  do  it  ftadiMy,  or  any  diing  else 
That  my  poor  power  caa  oompasi. 

Laumk  Ob  strange  fato! 
Have  I  lost  pity  in  a  fMtiei's  heart. 
And  shall  I  fiad  it  n  a  stranger?  Sir, 
I  shall  not  live  to  thank  yoa,baet  my  prayers 
Shall  go  with  yoa. 

Eug,  Tis  not  lor  thanks  or  meed. 
But  for  tba  sarrioe  that  I  owe  to  triitue, 
IwoaUdaibis. 

Lauietk,  Sorely  tins  man 
Is  nobly  bred,  boweV  his  habit  give  hhn. 
But,  sir,  all  physie  comes  to  ate  too  Into*  . 
There  Is  no  hope  my  Philocles  sboidd  lire. 

Bmg,  Unless  the  king  irere  pleased  to  gnoa 
his  pardon; 
Twere  good  that  be  were  moved. 

Leucoth,  Ah!  who shooM do itf 
I  fear  me,  'tis  in  vain ;  Coant  Virro, 
And  my  father,  belli  wiU  erosit;  4mt  I  wwild 

vebture 
If  I  OMld  bat  get  tUcber. 


•  Vm  mtnf  dMutrge  Afm— f.  e,  Clerimoot. 
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Eug>  Tis  in  my  power 
To  give  you  liberty ;  yuur  father  lef^ 
Me  CO  be  your  keeper  t  but  in  ao  act 
So  meritorious  as  this,  I  will  not  binder  you; 
Nmy,  I  will  wait  upon  you  to  the  court. 

Leucotk  A  thousand  tlianks  to  you;  well,  I 
will  go. 


Grant,  oh  ye  powers  abov«,  if  virgin's  tears. 
If  a  true  lover*s  prayers  had  ever  power 
To  move  compassion,  grant  it  now  to  roe ! 
Arm  with  so  strong  a  vigour  my  weak  words, 
Tliey  may  pierce  deep  into  his  kingly  breast. 
And  force  out  mercy  in  spite  of  all  opposers ! 
Eug, ,  Come,  let's  away.  [ Exeunt, 


ACT  IV. 


Enter  FaANCisco,  reading  a  Letter. 


JFranc,  My  dearest  Lucy,  were  thy  old  sire  as  just 
As  thou  art  truly  constant,  our  firm  love 
Hmd  never  roec  these  oppositions. 
All  my  designs  as  yet,  all  practices 
That  I  have  used,  I  see  are  frustrated ; 
Foe,  as  my  fair  intelligencer  writes, 
He  will  before  the  next  court-day  provide 
Some  careless  parson,  that  in  spite  of  laws 
Shall  marry  her  to  Shallow  ;  this  being  done^ 
He  means  to  hold  the  court's  severity 
In  by  a  golden  bit.    And  so  bo  may, 
Alas !  it  is  too  true ;  I  must  prevent  it, 
And  that  in  time,  before  it  grow  too  far : 
But  how?  there  lies  the  point  of  difficulty. — 
But  what  strange  sight  is  this  that  greets  mine 

eyes? 
Alpbonso,  my  old  captain  !  sure  *tis  be. 

'  Enter  Alphonso. 

AlpL  Thus  once  a^n  from  twenty  years  exile, 
Tost  by  the  storms  of  fortune  to  and  fro. 
Has  gracious  heaven  given  me  leave  to  tread 
My  native  earth  of  Sicily,  and  draw 
That  air  that  fed  me  in  my  infancy. 

Franc.  I^s  he  !  Most  noble  captain,  oh,  what 
power 
Has  been  so  gracious,  as  to  bless  aiine  eyes 
Once   more  with  s^ht  of  my  most   honoured 
master? 

Alph,  Kind  youth,  the  tears  of  joy  tliat  I  have 
spent 
To  greet  my  native  country,  have  quite  robbed 
Mine  eyes  of  moisture,  and  have  left  me  none 
To  answer  thy  nfiection.    But  tell  roe, 
Tell  me  how  thou  hast  lived  in  Syracuse 
These  five  years  here,  since  that  unlucky  storm 
I>ivided  us  at  sea. 

Franc,  Faith  poorly,  sir. 
As  one  that  knows  no  kindred  or  alliance, 
Unknown  of  any,  have  I  shifted  out : 
But  I  have  heard  you  say  that  I  was  born 
In  Syracuse;  tell  me  what  stock  I  come  of. 
What  parentage;  how  mean  soe*er  they  be, 
Tbey  cannot  well  be  poorer  than  myself: 
Speak,  do  you  know  them,  sir? 

AlpL  Ves,  very  well. 
And  I  tm  glad  the  fates  liave  brought  me  bomc; 

VOL.  I^ 


For  thy  dear  sake,  (hat  I  may  now  disclose 
Thy  honpurable  birth. 

Franc,  Honourable  ! 

Alph.  Yes,  noble  youth,  thou  art  the  second  son 
To  old  lord  Euphues ;  a  man  more  worthy 
And  truly  noble  never  drew  this  air; 
Th^  name's  Lysandro :  this  discovery 
Will  be  as  welcome  to  your  friends  as  you. 

Franc.  You  do  amaze  me,  sir. 

Alph.  Yl\  tell  you  all : 
It  was  my  fortune,  twenty  years  ago. 
Upon  the  Tyrrhene  shore,  whose  sea  divides 
This  isle  from  Italy,  to  keep  a  fort 
Under  your  noble  father,  where  yourself. 
Then  but  a  child,  was  left  to  my  tuition ; 
When  suddenly  the  rude  asmiliug  force 
Of  strong  Italian  pirates  so  prevailed, 
As  to  surprisal  of  the  fort  and  us. 
Your  name  and  noble  birth  I  then  concealed. 
Fearing  some  outrage  from  the  enmity 
Of  those  fell  pirates;  and  since,  from  yourself 
I  purposely  have  kept  the  knowledge  of  it, 
As  loth  to  grie%-e  your  present  misery, 
With  knowledge  of  what  fortune5i  you  had  lost 
That  this  is  true,  you  straight  shall  .see  the  effect ; 
ril  go  acquaint  your  father  with  the  tokens. 
And  make  his  o*erjoy'd  heart  leap  to  embrace 
Thee,  his  new-found,  and  long-forgotten  son. 

Franc,  Worthy  captain,  your  presence  was  al- 
ways 
Welcome  to  me,  but  this  unlooked-for  hews 
I  cannot  suddenly  digest.  ^ 

Alph,  Well,  ril  go  to  him  presently. 

[Exit  Alphonso. 

Franc,  Now,  my  dear  Lucy,  1  shall  find  means 
to  'quite 
Thy  love,  that  could*st  descend  so  low  as  I, 
When  I  was  nothing,  and  with  such  afiTectioo. 
This  was  my  suit  still  to  the  powers  above. 
To  make  roe  worthy  of  thy  constant  love. 
But  111  about  the  project  I  intended. 

[Exit  Francisco 

Enter  Virro  and  Polyhetes. 

Poly.  Why  now,  my  lord,  you  are  nearer  to 
her  love  than  ever  you  were  yet ;  your  rival,  bj 
this  accident,  shall  be  removed  out  of  the  way; 
for  before,  the  scornful  girl  would  never  fancy 
any  man  else. 
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Vir.  I  conceive  yoa,  sir. 

Pofy.  J  laboured  it,  for  jour  sale,  as  modi  as 
for  njT  own,  to  remove  your  riral  and  ray  ene- 
my;  you  have  your  love,  and  I  have  my  revenge. 

Fir,  I  shall  live,  my  lord,  to  give  you  thanks. 
But  it  will  be  after  a  strange  raauner,  if  Irus  has 
dispatched  ^hat  he  was  hired  to;  then,  my  kind 
lord,  I  shall  be  a  little  too  cunning  for  you. 

[Aside. 
•  Poly,  My  lord,  you  are  gracious  with  the  king. 

Vir,  I  thank  his  majesty,  I  have  his  ear  before 
another  man. 

Poly,  Then  see  no  pardon  be  granted,  you 
may  stop  any  thing ;  I  know  Euphues  will  be  so- 
liciting for  his  son. 

Vir,  1  warrant  you,  my  lord,  no  pardon  passes 
whilst  I  am  there ;  1*11  be  a  bar  betwixt  him  and 
the  king. — But  hark,  the  king  approaches. 

Enter  King,  wiih  AUendamii, 

.    Ambo,  Health  to  your  majesty. 

King,  Count  Virro,  and  lord  Polymetes^  wel- 
come; 
You  have  been  strangers  at  the  court  of  late ; 
fiut  I  can  well  excuse  you,  count;  you  are  about 

a  wife, 
A  young  one,  and  a  fair  one  too,  they  say. 
Get  roe  young  soldiers,  count ;  but  speak. 
When  is  the  day  P  [  mean  to  he  your  guest ; 
You  sliall  not  steal  a  marriage. 

Vir,  I  thank  your  majesty;  but  the  marriage 
that  I  intended  is  stolen  to  my  hand,  and  by  ano- 
ther. 

King,  Stolen  !  how,  man  ? 

Vir,  My  pomised  wife 
Is  lately  stolen  awny  by  Philocles, 
Lord  Euphues'  son,  against  her  father*s  will ; 
Who  followed  them,  and  apprehended  them : 
The  law  may  light  us,  sir,  if  it  may  have  coarse. 

King,  No  reason  but  the  law  should  have  its 
course. 

Enter  Eupbu£S. 

Euph,  Pardon,  dread  sovereign,  pardon  for  my 

son. 
King,  Your  son,  lord  Euphues !  what  is  his 

offence  ? 
Euph,  No  heinous  one,  my  liege,  no  plot  of 
treason 
Against  your  royal  person,  or  your  state ; 
These  aged  checks  would  blush  to  beg  a  pardon 
For  such  a  foul  offence;  no  crying  murder 
Ilath  stained  his  innocent  hands ;  his.  fault  was 

love, 
Love,  my  dear  liege :  unfortunately  he  took 
The  daughter  and  heir  of  lord  Polymetes; 
Who  follows  him,  atul  seeks  extremity. 

Poly.  I  seek  but  law ;  I  am  abused,  my  liege, 
Jnsticc  is  all  I  beg :  my  daughter  stolen. 
Staff  of  my  age ;  let  the  law  do  me  Hght 

Vir.  To  his  just  prayers  do  I  bend  my  knee ; 
Mv  promised  wife  is  stolen,  and  by  the  son 
Of  that  injurious  lord  ;  justice  I  crave. 
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Empk  Be  like  those  pow«isi^boTe,  whose  i^ace 
on  earth 
You  represent ;  shew  mercy,  gmcioos  king. 
For  they  are  merciful.  ^ 

Poly.  Mercy  is  but  the  kin/s  preregative,  j 
Tis  justice  is  his  office;  doing  that 
He  can  wrong  no  man,  no  man  caa  ooesplain; 
But  mercy  sliced,  oft  takes  away  relief 
From  the  wronged  party,  that  the  law  woald  gire 
him. 

EvpL  The  law  b  blind,  and  speaks  m  generi^ 
terms, 
She  cannot  pity  where  occasion  serves ; 
The  living  law  can  moderate  her  rigoof, 
And  that's  the  king. 

Poly,  The  king  I  hope  in  thU  will  not  do  tOw 

EupL  ^Tis  malice  makes  thee  speak, 
Hard-nearted  lord ;  hadst  thou  no  other  way 
To  wreak  thy  cankered  and  long-fostered  hate 
Upon  my  head  but  thus,  thns  bloodily 
By  my  son's  suffering,  and  for  sodi  a  fanlt 
As  then  sbould^st  love  him  rather  ^  Is  thy  danfjbr^ 

ter 
Dispara^  by  his  love  ?  is  his  blood  base. 
Or  are  his  fortune's  sunk?  This  law  was  made 
For  soch-like  cautions,  to  restrain  ^  baae 
From  wronging  noble  persons  by  attempts 
Of  such  a  kind ;  but,  where  e<juality 
Meets  in  the  nmtch,  the  fault  is  paraonable. 

Enter  Leucothoe* 

Leucoth,  Mercy,  my  sovereign ;  mercy,  gradou^ 
kin^. 

Poly.  Minion,  who  sent  for  yon  ?  'twere  mo- 
desty 
For  you  to  be  at  home. 

King,  Let  her  alone ;  speak,  lady, 
I  charge  you  no  man  interrupt  her. 

LeucolL  If  ever  pity  touched  that  princely  breast ! 
If  ever  virgin's  tears  had  power  to  move,— • 
Or  if  you  ever  loved,  &nd  felt  the  pangs 
That  other  lovers  do, — fnty,  great  king! 
Pity  and  pardon  two  unhappy  lovers. 

King,  Your  life  is  net  in  question. 

Leucoth,  Yes,  royal  sir, 
If  law  condemn  my  Philocles;  he  and  I 
Have  hut  one  heart,  and  can  have  but  one  fate. 

Euph,  Excellent  virtue !   thou  hadst  not  tki^ 
from  thy  father. 

King.  There's  music  in  her  roice  ;  and  in  her 
face 
More  than  a  mortal  beauty : — Oh,  my  heart! 
I  shall  be  lost  in  passion  if  I  hear  her. 
I'll  hear  no  more,  convey  her  from  my  presence  ; 
Quickly,  I  say. 

Euph,  Thfs  is  strange ! 

Vir.  I  told  yon  what  he  would  do ;  I  knew 
He  would  not  hear  of  a  pardon,  and  I  agftiost  it  %. 
lie  respects  me. 

Poly.  No  doubt  he  does,  my  lord: 
I  like  this  passage  well. 

King,  But  stay. 
Stay,  bidy,  tet  me  hear  yoa ;— ^beshrew  my  hearty 
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If  jF  tamd  WW  ronniiig  of  aootber  matter. 

Fir.  Where  Ibe  devil  hath. his  mind  been  all  this 
tvbile  }  Perhaps  he  heard  none  of  us  neither,  we 
.  may  e'en, tell  pur  tales  again. 

Pofy,   No,tfute  he  heard  us;   but  'tis  very 

strange. 
King.  TU  such  a  temptinf;  poison  I  draw  in, 
X  cannot  stay  my  drlm^ht. — Rise  up,  lady. 

Lemcath.  Never,  until  your  grace  s  pardon  raise 
me: 
There's  «ty  in  your  eye,  oh  shew  it,  sir ; 
Say  pardon,  gracious  king;   'tis  but  a  word. 
And  short,  but  welcome  as  the  breath  of  life. 

King,  ru  fbfther  hear  the  manner  of  this  fact: 
Avoid  the  presence,  all  bat  the  lady. 
And  coree  not  till  I  send. 
Fofy,  I  like  n<Hr  this. 
Vir,  Nor  I ;  here  is  mad  dancing. 
Eupk,  Heaven  bless  thy  suit,  tboo  mirror  of 
thy  set, 
Aad  best  cxaropJe  of  true  constant  love  ! 
That,  in  the  sea  of  thy  trapscendent  virtues, 
Drown'st  all  thy  father's  malice,  and  redeem'st 
More  io  my  thoughts  than  all  thy  kin  can  lose. 

[Exiunt. 
King.  Now,  lady,  what  would  you  do  to  save 
tJie  life 
Of  him  you  love  so  dearly? 

LeucotK  I  ouDBOt  think  that  thought  I  would  not 

Lay  it  io  my  powor,  and  beyond  my  power 
I  would  attempt 

King.  You  would  be  thankful  then  to  me^ 
if  I  should  grant  his  pvdon  ? 

Leucoth.  If  £ver  I  were  thankful  to  the  Gods 
For  all  that  1  call  mme,  my  health  and  bein^ 
Could  I  to  yon  be  unthankful  for  a  gift 
I  valae  more  than  those,  apd  without  which 
These  blessiagj»  were  but  wearisome? 

King,  Thoae  that  ase  thankful,  study  to  requite 
a  courtesy;  would  you  do  so?  would  you  re- 
quite this  favoor? 

LeucoiL  I  canooty  sir; 
For  all  the  service  I  can  do  your  grace 
I5  but  my  duty;  you  are  my  sovereign. 
And  all  my  dec»ds  to  you  are  debts,  not  merits. 
Bot  to  tbo^  powers  above,  that  ran  requite. 
That  from  their  wasteless  treasures  heap  rewards, 
More  out  of  grace  than  merits,  on  us  mortals, 
To  those  I'll  ever  pray,  that  they  would  give  you 
More  blessings  than  I  have  skill  to  ask. 

King,  Nay,  hut  Leucothue,  this  lies  in  thy 
power  to  requite :  thy  love  will  make  requital ; 
wilt  thou  love  me? 

Ijeacotk.  I  ever  did,  my  lord ; 
I  was  mstrocted  from  my  infancy 
To  love  and  honour  you,  my  sovereign. 

King,  But  in  a  nearer  bond  of  love?     , 

Lrncoth,  There  is  no  nearer,  nor  no  truer  love. 
Than  that  a  loyal  subject  bears  a  prince. 

King*  Still  thou  wilt  not  conceive  me,  I  must 
deal 
Plain  with  you ;  wilt  thou  lie  with  me  ? 


And  I  will  seal  his  pardon  presently; 

Nay  more.  111  heap  upon  you  both,  all  favours 

All  honoyrs  that  a  prince  can  give. 

Lcucoth.  Ob  me  unhappy ! 
In  what  a  sad  dilemma  stands  my  choice. 
Either  to  lose  the  man  my  soul  most  loves^ 
Or  save  him  by  a  deed  of  such  dishonour 
As  be  will  ever  lotlie  me  for,  and  hate 
To  draw  that  breath  that  was  so  basely  kept ! 
Name  any  thing  but  that  to  save  his  life; 
I  know  you  do  but  tempt  my  frailty,  sir, 
I  know  your  royal  thoughts  could  never  stoop 
To  such  a  foul,  dishonourable  act. 

King.  Bethink  thyself,  there  is  no  way  but  that; 
I  swear  by  Heaven  never  to  pardon  him 
But  upon  those  conditions. 
Leucotk.  Oh  I  am  miserable  ! 
King.  Thou  art  not,  if  not  wilful;  yield,  Leo* 
cothoe. 
It  shall  be  secret;  Philocles  for  his  life 
Shall  thank  thy  love,  but  never  know  the  price 
Thou  paid*st  for  it.    Be  wise ;  thou  heard'st  me 

swear : 
I  cannot  now  shew  mercy,  thou  may'st  save  him. 
And  if  he  die, 'tis  thou  that  art  the  tyrant 

Leucoih.  I  should  be  so,  if  I  should  save  him  thus: 
Nay,  I  should  be  a  traitor  to  your  grace. 
Betray  your  soul  to  such  a  foe  as  lust. 
But,  since  your  oath  is  past,  dear  Philucles^ 
I'll  shew  to  thee  an  honest  cruelty, 
And  rather  follow  thee  in  spotless  death. 
Than  buy  with  sinning  a  dishonoured  life. 

King.  Yet  pity  me^  Leucothoe ;  cure  the  wound 
Thine  eyes  have  made :  pity  a  begging  kine; 
Uncharm  the  charms  of  thy  bewitching  face. 
Or  thou  wilt  leave  me  dead  !  NVIU  nothing  move 

thee? 
Thou  art  a  witch,  a  traitor,  thou  hast  sought. 
By  unresisted  spells,  thy  sovereign's  life : 
Who  are  about  us  ?  Call  in  the  lords  again  ! 

Enter  Polymetes,  Virro,  Euprues,  ^c 

Lord  Polymetes,  take  your  daughter  to  you. 
Keep  her  at  home. 

Po/y.  I  will,  my  liege ;  Roscio,  see  her  there. 
I  wonder  what  is  done. 

King.  Euphues,  I  have  taVn  a  solemn  oath 
Never  to  grant  a  pardon  to  thy  son. 

Euph.  Oh  say  not  so,  my  liege ;  your  grace,  t 
know. 
Has  mercy  for  a  greater  fault  than  this. 

King.  My  oath  is  past,  and  cannot  be  recalled. 

Fofy.  This  is  beyond  our  wishes. 

Ftr.  What  made  him  swear  this,  I  wonder  ? 

Euph.  A  heavy  oath  to  me,  and  most  unlooked 
lor ! 
Your  justice.  Sir,  has  set  a  period 
Unto  a  loyal  house,  a  family 
That  have  been  props  of  t^>e  Sicilian  crown, 
That  with  their  bloods  in  many  an  honoured  fields 
'Gainst  the  hot  French,  and  Neapolitan, 
Have  served  for  you,  and  your  great  aiicebtori  i 
Their  children  now  can  never  more  do  sOi 
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Farewell,  my  sovereign !  whilst  I  in  tears 
Spend  the  sad  remnant  of  tny  childless  age, 
ril  pray  for  your  long  life»  and  happy  reign, 
And  may  your  grace,  and  your  posterity, 
At  need,  6nd  hands  as  pood,  and  hearts  as  true. 
As  ours  have  ever  been  ! 

Kinf(.  Farewell,  good  old  man. 

Euph,  For  yon,  my  lord,  your  cruelty  has  de- 
served 
A  curse  from  roe,  but  I  can  utter  none  ; 
Your  daughter's  goodness  has  weighed  down  yoar 

malice. 
Heaven  prosper  her  !  fExU  Euphues. 

Foiy.  Amen. 

King.  He  is  an  honest  man,  and  truly  noble. 
OK  my  rash  oath  !—my  luf>t,  that  was  the  cause  ! 
Would  any  price  would  buy  it  in  again  ! 

Vir,  Your  majesty  is  just. 

Po/y.,'Tis  a  happy  land. 
Where  the  king  squares  his  actions  by  the  law. 

King.  Away,  you  are  base  and  bloody. 
That  teed  your  malice  with  pretence  of  justice ; 
^Th  such  as  you  make  princes  tyrannous. 
And  hated  of  iheir  subjects;  but  look  to  it. 
Look  your  ovrn  hjt;ads  stand  fa&t ;  for  if  the  law 
Do  find  A  hole  in  your  coats>  beg  no  mercy. 

Vir,  Pardon  us,  my  lord,  we  were  wmnaed. 

Foli/,   And  sought  redress  but  by  a  lawful 
course. 

King,  Well,  leave  me  alone. 

Vir.  Farewell,  my  liege  : — now  let  him  chafe 
alone, 

Pofy.  Now  we  have  our  ends.  [Exfunt, 

Kin^.  Is  there  no  means  to  save  him,  no  way 
To  get  a  dii>pcniiati(»n  for  an  oath  f 
None  that  I  know,  except  the  court  of  Rome 
Will  grant  one ;  that's  well  thought  on : 
I  will  not  spare  for  gold,  and  that  will  do  it — 
Nicanor ! 

Enter  Nicakor. 

Nic.  Sir ! 

King,  What  book  is  that 


Thon  hadst  from  Paris,  about  the  price  of  ntna  f 

Nic,  Tis  called  the  Taxes  of  the  Apostolical 
Chancery.  *° 

King.  Is  there  a  price  for  any  sin  set  down  ? 

Nic.  Any,  sir ;  how  heinous  e'er  it  be. 
Or  of  what  nature,  for  such  a  sum  of  money 
As  is  set  down  there,  it  shall  be  remitted. 

King.  Tliai's  well ;  go  fetch  the  book  presently. 

Nic,  I  will,  my  lord.  [£rt/  Nicakor. 

King.  Sure  there  is  perjury 
Among  the  rest,  and  1  shiall  know  what  rate 
It  bears,  before  1  have  committed  it. 

Re-enter  NICA^0R. 

How  now,  hast  brought  it  ? 

Nic,  Yes,  sir. 

King.  Read;  I  would  know  the  price  of  pcrjory, 

Nic,  1  shall  find  it  quickly,  here's  an  index. 

[He  readf. 
**  Imprimis,  For  murder  of  all  kinds,  of  a  clergy- 
man, of  a  layman,  of  father,  mother,  son,  bro- 
ther, sister,  wife."— 

King.  Read  till  you  come  at  perjnry. 
^jf.  "  Item,  for  im poisoning,  enchantments^ 
witchcraft,  sacrilege,  simony,  and  their  kind  and 
branches. 

"  Itewypro  lapiu  camit,  fornication,  adultery^ 
incest  without  any  exception  or  distinction ;  f«ir 
sodomy,  brutality,  or  any  of  tliat  kind.* 

King,  My  heart  shokes  with  horror 
To  hear  the  names  of  such  detested  sins. 
Can  these  be  bought  for  any  price  of  money  ? 
Or  do  these  merchants  butdcceive  the  world 
With  their  false  wares !  No  more  of  that  foul 

book; 
I  will  not  now  know  what  I  came  to  know, 
1  would  not  for  the  world  redeem  ray  oath 
By  such  a  course  as  this;  no  more,  Nicanor^ 
Unless  thou  find  a  price  for  Atheism. 
Well,  this  is  not  the  way  to  help,  I  see ; 
I  have  thought  of  another  that  may  prove. 
And  both  discharge  my  oath,  and  save  his  life. 
Nicanor,  run  presently,  call  Matho  hither, 


'®  *Tit  called  the  Taxes  of  the  Apottollcal  Chancery—Th'n  hook,  entitled.  The  Tax  of  the  Roman  Chancery, 
ivhich  hus  been  several  times  translated  into  English,  was  first  published  at  Rome  in  the  year  J514.  It 
furnishes  the  most  flagrant  i/istnnces  of  the  abominable  profligacy  of  the  Roman  court  at  that  time.  Among 
other  passages  in  it  are  the  following  :  "  Ab$olutio  a  lapsu  rami's  tvptr  quocunque  actu  libi^inoio  commiua 
per  Clericum,  etiam  cum  mimialibui,  intra  et  extra  septa  mouasterii ;  aut  cnm  consanguineis  vel  affinibus, 
autJiUa  gpirituali,  avt  guibvsdam  aliis,  iire  ab  unoquoque  de  per  $e,  tive  simui  ab  omniSut  absolutio  petatur 
ium  fiispensatione  ad  ordittff  et  bentjicia,  cum  inhibitione  tur,  36.  due,  3.  Si  verb  cum  UUm  peiaiur  ahtoluth 
ttidm  a  crimine  eommtsso  contia  naturam,  vel  cum  brutii,  cum  dispentatione  ut  iupra,  et  cum  inhibitione  tur, 
90.  due.  12.  car,  16.  ,  Si  verb  petatur  tantum  absolutio  a  crimine  contra  naturam,  vel  cum  brutiSt  cum  dis* 
pensationc  it  inhibitione,  turon  S6  due.  9.  Absolutio  pro  moniali  qui  se  permisit  pluries  cognotci  intra  v(l 
eitra  Sfpta  monastcriit  cum  rehabilitate  ad  dignitates  illius  ordinis  tttum  abbatialem,  turon  36,  due.  9.*'  in 
lie  edition  of  Bms  le  Due  there  is  '•  Absolutio  prp  eo,  qui  interj'ecit  patrem,  matrem,  sororem,  uxorem,  •  •  •  ^ 
S^uL  7."*    Vide  BayU,  art.  Banck. 
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Matho  the  lawyer ;  ocyminaDd  him  to  make  baste, 
I  lonf;  to  be  resolved. 

Nic,  I  mn,  sir.  [Exit. 

King,  He  is  a  mibtle  hiwyery  and  may  find 
Some  point,  that  in  the  law's  obscarity 
lies  hid  from  us,— some  point,  may  do  us  good. 
1  have  seen  some  of  his  profession 
Out  of  a  case  as  pUuo,  as  clear  as  day 
To  our  weak  judgments,  and  no  doubt,  at  first, 
Meant,  like  our  thoughts,  by  those  that  made  the 

law  ; 
Pick  out  such  hard,  inextricable  doubts. 
That  they  have  spun  a  suit  of  seven  years  long. 
And  led  their  hood-wink  clients  in  a  wood, 
A  roost  irremeable  labyrinth, 
Till  they  have  quite  consumed  them ;  this  they 

can  do 
In  other  cases,  why  not  as  well  in  this  ? 
i  have  seen  others  could  extend  the  law 
Upon  the  rack,  or  cut  it  short  again 
To  their  own  private  profits,  as  that  thief. 
Cruel  Procrustes,  served  his  hapless  gueists, 
To  fit  them  to  his  bed.    Well,  I  shall  aee ; 
I  would  Ntcanor  were  returned  again, 
I  would  fain  ease  my  conscience  of  that  oath. 
That  rash  and  inconsiderate  oath  1  took. — 
But  see ;  here  they  are  coming. 

Enter  Matho,  and  Nicanor. 

Mat.  Health  to  my  sovereign  ! 

King.  Matho,  welcome.  •    . 

I  sent  for  thee  about  a  business 
I  would  entreat  thy  help  in. 

Mat.  Your  highness  may  command  my  service 
ill  tlmt. 
Or  any  thing  lies  in  my  power. 

King.  Tis  to  decide  a  case  that  troubles  me. 

Mat.  If  it  lie  within  the  compass  of  my  know- 
ledge, I  will  re8o^^e  your  highness  presently. 
^  King.  Then  thus  it  is :  Jjord  Euphues*  son, 
Young  Philocles,  has  lately  stolen  away 
The  daughter  and  heir  of  Lord  Polymetes, 
Who  is  his  enemy :  he,  following  him  hard. 
Has  apprchendcti  him,  and  brings  him  lo  his  trial 
To-morrow  morning.  Thou  hast  hoard  this  news  ? 

Mat.  I  have,  my  liege,  with  every  circumstance 
That  can  be  thought  on  in  the  business. 

King,  And  what  will  be  the  issue  oTthe  law? 

Mat.   He  must  die  for't;  the  case  is  plain, 
unless 
Your  grace  will  grant  his  pardon. 

King.  But  can  there  he  no  means  thought  upon 
7*0  save  him  by  the  law  ? 

Mat  None,  my  lord. 

iTifi^.  Surely  there  may ;  speak,  man,  1*11  give 
)thce  double  fees. 

JifaMt  cannot  be,  my  liege,  the  statute  is  plain. 


King,  Nay,'  now  thou  art  too  honest;  tho« 
should'st  do 
As  other  lawyers  do,  first  take  my  money, 
And  then  tell  me  thou  canst  do  me  no  gixnl. 

Mat.  I  dare  not  undertake  it ;  could  it  be  done^ 
Vd  go  as  far  as  any  man  would  do. 

King.  Yes,  if  it  were  to  cut  a  poor  manV 
throat,  you  could ; 
For  some  rich  griping  landlord  you  could  grind 
The  face  of  his  poor  tenant,  stretch  the  law 
To  serve  his  turn,  and,  guided  by  his  angels. 
Speak  oracles  more  than  the  tongues  of  men ;    • 
Then  you  could  find  exceptions,  reservations, 
Stand  at  a  word,  a  syllable,  a  letter. 
Or  coin  some  scruples  out  of  your  own  braips : 
But  in  a  case  so  full  of  equity. 
So  charitable  as  this,  you  can  find  nothing. 
I  shall  for  ever  hate  all  your  profession. 

Mat.  I  do  beseech  your  highness  to  excuse  me ; 
I  cannot  do  more  than  your  laws  will  let  me; 
Nor  falsify  my  knowledge,  nor  my  conscience. 

King.  Then  I  am  miserable.  Rise,  Matho,  rise^ 
I  do  nut  discommend  thy  honesty. 
But  blame  my  own  hard  fate :  ah  Philocles, 
I  would  redeem  thy  life  at  any  price, 
But  the  stars  cross  it,  cruel  fate  condemns  thee, 

[Eieuntt 

Enter  Constable  and  Watch. " 

Con.  Come,  fellow-watchmen,  for  now  you  are 
my  fellows. 

Watch.  It  pleases  you  to  call  us  so,  master 
constable. 

Con.  I  do  itto  encourage  you  in  your  office, 
it  is  a  trick  that  we  commanders  have;  your 
great  captains  call  your  soldiers,  fellow-soldicn^ 
to  encourage  them. 

2  Watch,  Indeed,  and  so  they  do.  I  heard 
master  curate  reading  a  story-book  the  other  day 
to  that  purpose. 

Con.  Well,  I  must  shew  now  what  you  have 
to  do,  for  I  myself,  before  I  came  to  this  prefer- 
mity,  was  as  simple  as  one  of  you ;  and,  for  your 
better  destruction,  I  will  deride  my  speech  into 
two  parts.  First,  what  is  a  watchman  ?  Second* 
ly,  what  is  the  office  of  a  watchman  ?  For  the 
first,  if  any  man  ask  me  what  is  a  watchman  ?  I 
may  anj»wer  him,  he  is  a  man  as  others  are ;  nay, 
a  tradesman,  as  a  vintner,  a  tailor,  or  the  like, 
for  they  have  long  bills. 

3  Watch.  He  tells  us  true,  neighbour,  v^e  have 
bills  indeed. 

Con.  For  the  second,  what  is  his  office  ?  I  an- 
swer, he  may,  by  virtue  of  his  office,  reprehend 
any  person  or  persons  that  walk  the  streets  tod 
late  at  a  seasonable  hour. 

4  Watch.  May  we  indeed,  master  constable. 


"  Comtabh  and  FTolcA— This  Constable  and  Watch  are  p«ior  imitations  of  8liakeqpeare*s  Dogberry^ 
Ae»  ia  Much  Ado  about  Nothing,    Sf 
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Con.  Kaj,  if  yon  neet^ny  of  tboee  rogues  at 
teasoDable  hours,  you  may,  by  virtua  of  your  of> 
£ce,  commit  him  ro  prison,  aud  then  «sk  faim 
whither  be  was  going. 

t  Watch.  Why  that's  as  mwch  as  «iy  Lord 
Mayor  does. 

Ctm.  True,  my  Lord  Mayor  can  do  no  iaK>re 
than  voiu  in  thar  point, 

2  IVatch  Bur,  master  constable,  what  if  ha 
should  resist  u»? 

Con,  W  hy,  if  he  do  resisr,'yott  may  knock  bim 
down,  and  then  btd  bini  stand,  and  coone  b^re 
the  CtmsraUe.  So,  now  I  think  yoo  are  suffici- 
ently instructed  concerning  your  omce :  take  vour 
stands,  you  shall  hi^ar  rofi;BCS  walking  at  these 
seasonable  hours,  I  warrant  yon ;  stand  dose. 

Enter  EuOenio. 

Evg.  Now  do  I  take  as  moofa  care  to  be  ap- 
preh^ed,  as  others  do  tb  escaiie  the  watch ;  I 
must  speak  to  be  orerheard,  and  plainly  too>  or 
else  these  doks  will  never  conceive  me. 

Con,  Hark,  who  goes  by  f 

Evg,  Oh  my  conscience,  my  consctence^  the 
terror  of  a  guilty  consdence  ! 

Con,  How,  conscience  talks  he  of?  he's  an  ho- 
aest  man,  I  warrant  him,  let  him  pass. 

9  Watch.  Aye,  aye,  let  him  pass;  good-night, 
honest  gentleman, 

Evg,  These  ai«  wise  officers !  I  must  be  plan- 
er yet.  That  gold,  that  cursed  gold,  that  made 
sne  poison  him,  made  me  poison  Eu^enb ! 

Con,  How,  made  me  poison  him  1  ne's  a  knave 
I  warrant  him. 

3  Watch,  Master  constable  has  found  him  ai^ 
wady. 

Con,  I  warrant  you  a  knave  canaot  pass  me; 


go  reprehend  hiiB|  m  ti^  his  eicwjailuiotidH 
myself. 

1  Watch,  Come  afore  the  constable» 

2  Watch,  Come  afore  the  constable. 

Con,  Sirrah,  sirrah^  yb«  would baveescaped^ 
wOttId  you  i  RO^  sirrah^  you  shall  know  the  kmgV 
officers  have  eyes  to  hear  Moh  ragaes  aa  yotk 
Come,  sirrah,  confess  who  it  was  yoa  poboMA 
— ^He  looks  like  a  notable  rogue. 

1  Watch,  I  do  not  like  hts  looks. 

2  Watch.  Nor  I. 

Con,  Yon  would  deny  it,  wodd  you,  sirrtihf 
we  shall  sift  yoa, 

Evg,  Alas,  master  constable,  I  oaanot  now 
deny  what  I  have  said,  ton  over-heard  me;  I 
poisoned  Eugebio,  aon  to  Lord  Polymetes. 

1  Watch.  O  rascal ! 

3  Watch.  My  young  landloffd ! 

Con.  Let  him  alone,  tho  law  shall  pnnisb  him  ; 
but,  sirrah,  where  did  you  poison  him? 

Eug,  About  a  day's  journey  hence;  as  he  was 
coming  borne  from  Atheot  I  met  him,  and  poi* 
soned  him. 

Con,  But,  sirrah,  who  set  you  a  work  ?  con- 
fess, I  shall  find  out  the  whole  nest  of  these 
rogues;  speak. 

Eug.  Count  Virro  hired  me  to  do  it. 

Con,  Oh  lying  rascal ! 

1  Watch,  Nay,  he  that  win  steal  will  lie. 

8  Watch,  ni  believe  nothing  he  savs. 

3  Watch^Belye  a  man  of  worship ! 

4  Watch.  A  nobleman  I 

Con.  Away  with  him.  Ill  hear  do  more^  re- 
mit him  to  prison.  Sirrah,  you  thall  hear  of 
these  things  to-morrow,  where  )0U  would  be  loth 
to  hear  them.    Come^  let's  go.  [Exeunt. 


ACTV. 


Enter  Fravkliv,  Shallow,  Lucy,  FraKcisco 
tn  a  Par»on*t  habits  and  a  true  Parson  others 
tDiu  attired, 

Frank,  111  take  your  council,  sir.  Til  not  be 
teen  in  it,  but  meet  you  when  it  is  done ;  you'll 
"marry  them  ? 

Franc,  Fear  not  that,  sir,  I'll  do  the  deed. 

Frank,  I  shall  rest  thankful  to  you ;  till  then 
m  leave  you.  •  • 

Skal,  I  pray,  Aither,  leave  us,  we  know  Jiow 
to  behave  ourselves  alone ;  methinks^  Lucy,  we 
are  too  many  by  two  yet. 

Lucy.  You  are  merry,  sir.  [Exeunt, 

Manet  Franklin. 

Now  they  are  sure,  or  never ;  poor  Frandsco, 
Tbon  met'st  thy  match  when  thou  aurst  undertake 
To  *bver- reach  me  with  tricks.    Where's  now 

♦        yonrSamner? 
'Fore  heaven  I  cannot  but  applaud  my  brain. 


To  take  my  daughter  even  against  her  will, 
And  great  with  child  by  ano^er;  her  shame 

published. 
She  cited  co  the  court,  and  yet  bestow  her 
On  such  a  fortune  as  rich  Shallow  is : 
Nay,  thaV^hich  is  the  master-piece  of  aTI, 
Make  him  believe  'ds  his,  though  he  ne'er  touch* 

ed  her. 
If  men  ne'er  met  with  crosses  in  the  world, 
There  were  no  difference  'twixt  the  wise  and  fools. 
But  m  go  meet  them ;  when  'tis  done,  I  fear 

not.  [Exit. 

Enter  Francisco,  JParson,  Shallow,  Lvcy. 

Franc,  Nay,  fret  not  now,  you  had  been  worse 
abused 
If  yoo  had  married  her;  she  never  loved  you. 

Lucy,  1  ever  scorned  thy  folly,  and  hated  thee; 
though  sometimes  afore  my  father  I  would  make 
an«Mof  the^ 
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SkmL  Oh  womeoy  aooftroot  womea !  litUe 
does  her  father  know  who  has  OMirried  her. 

Lucy.  Ye%  be  knows  the  pvaon  ivarned  me, 
and  yon  can  widiess  that. 

liwu:^  An4  be.shaU  know  the  pars<m  wiU  lie 
with  her. 

ShuL  Welly  penon,  I  will  be  revenged  on  all 
tbj  ooAt;  I  will  not  plough  an  acre  of  ground 
for  you  to  tvthe,  TU  rather  pasture  my  neigh- 
boors  cattle  for  nothing. 

Par,  Oh  be  more  charitabley  sir;  bid  God 
^e  them  joy. 

SkaL  I  care  not  greatly  if  I  do,  he  is  not  the 
first  parson  that  has  taken  a  jjentleman's  leavii^ 

Franc  How  m^w  you»  s^r  ?    , 

ShsL  You  guess  my  meaning.  I  hope  to  have 
good  luck  to  horse-flesh  now,  she  is  «  parson's 
wife.  , 

Franc  You  have  Iain  with  her  theui  sir  ? 

SkaL  I  cannot  tell  you  that,  but  if  jrou  saw  a^ 
«tpman  with  cbil^  without  lying  with  a  man^  then 
perhaps  I  have  not. 

Imc^  Impudent  coicomb  1  darest  thou  say 
that  ever  thou  layest  with  me^  Did'st  thou  ever 
80  much  as  kiss  my  hand  in  private  ? 

SMcU,  These  things  must  not  be  spiri^en  of  in 
company. 

Lucy.,  Thou  knowest  I  ever  hated  thee. 

Skal  But  when  yoi>  were  in  the  good  humour, 
you  wouki  tell  me  another  tale. 

Luey,  The  fool  is  mad ;  by  neav^  my  Fran- 
dsco,  I  am  wronged.  [He  ducoverg  Umtelf* 

Front,  Then  I  most  change  my  note.  Sirrab, 
unsay  what  you  have  spoken ;  swear  here,  before 
tbe  parson  and  myself,  you  never  touched  her,  or 
111  cut  thy  throat ;  it  is  Francisco  threatens  thee. 

SkaL  I  am  in  a  sweet  case,  what  shouhl  I  do 
now  ?  Her  father  thinks  I  have  lain  with  her ;  if 
I  deny  it,  he  will  hi^ve  a  bout  with  me;  if  I  say 
I  have,  this  young  rcxgue  will  cut  my  throat 

Franc.  Come,  willyou  swear? 

ShaL  I  would  I  were  fairly  o£(  I  woilld  lose  my 
wench  with  all  my  heart— I  swear; 
^  Franc,  So,  now  thou  art  free  from  any  imputn- 
6aa  that  his  tongue  can  stick  upon  thee. 

Enter  Franklik. 

Frank,  Well,  now  I  see 'tis  done.    % 

SkaL  Herein  one  shall  ulk  with  yon. 

Frank.  God  give  you  joy,  son  Shallow. 

Franc  I  thank  you,  fhther. 

Frank.  How's  this,  Francisco,  in  the  parson's 
habit? 

Franc  I  have  married  her,  as  you  bade  me,  sir ; 
but  this  was  the  truer  parson  of  the  two,  he  tied 
the  knot,  and  this  gentleman  is  our  witness; 

Frank,  I  am  undone;  strumpet,  thou  hast  be- 
trayed thyself  to  beggary,  to  shame  besides,  and 
that  in  open  court;  but  take  what  thou  hast 
0oa|;ht,  himg,  beg,  and  starve,  I'll  never  pity  tbee. 

Imcv.  Good  sir. 

SkaL  I  told  you  what  would  coiye  on't 

Frani,  How  did  yovr  wisdom  lose  her? 


Skal.  E'en  as  ymi  see,  I  was  begniled,  wd  so 

were  you. 

Frank.  Francisco^  take  her;  thou  seest  th« 
portion  thou  art  like  to  have. 

Iraac  Tis  such  a  portion  as  will  ever  pleasf 
me ;  but^  for  her  sake,  be  not  unnaUutd. 

Lucy.  Do  not  reject  me,  father. 

Franc.  But  for  the  fault  that  she  must  answer 
for,  or  shame  she  should  endure  in  court,  behold 
her  yet  an  untouched  virgin.  Cushion,  come  forths 
here,  signior  Shallow,  tfd^e  your  child  unto  yov^ 
make  much  of  it,  it  may  prove  as  wise  as  the  fa- 
ther. [H€fiing$  ike  Cushion  at  Aim, 

Frank,  This  is  more  strange  than  t'other;  a^ 
Lucy,  wer't  thou  so  subtle  to  deceive  thyself  and 
ipe?  Well,  take  thy  fortune,  'tis  thine  own  choice. 

Franc  Sir,  we  can  force  no  bounty  from  yoUt 
imd  therefore  nmst  rest  content  with  what  your 
pleasure  is. 

Enter  "EuwRVESf  AtPHONsa 

Jlpk.  Yonder  he  is,  my  lord,  that's  he  in  th« 
parson's  habit ;  he  is  thus  disguised  about  the  bu- 
siness I  told  you  of.  Lysandro,  see  your  noble  fa- 
ther. 

Euph.  Welcome,  my  long-lost  son,  from  all  the 
storms 
Of  frowning  fortune  that  thou  hast  endured, 
lAto  thy  fauier's  arms. 

Lucy,  Is  my  Francisco  noble  ? 

Frank,  Lpfd  Euphues'  son !  I  am  amazed. 

Euph.  1  hear,  Lysandro,  that  you  are  married  ? 

Franc  Yes,  my  lord,  this  is  my  bride ;  the  daughp* 
ter  and  heir  of  this  rich  gentleman ;  'twas  only, 
she,  that  when  my  state  was  nothing,  my  poor  seu 
and  parentage  unknown,  vouchsafed  to  know; 
nay,  grace  me  with  her  love,  her  constant  love. 

Euph,  Such  merit  must  not  be  forgot,  my  soo, 
Daugoter,  much  joy  attend  upon  your  choice. 

Franc  Now,  wants  but  your  consent 

To  Feavk* 

Frank.  Which,  with  a  willing  hear^  }  do  ber 
stow. 
Pardon  me,  worthy  son,  I  have  so  long 
Been  hard  to  you ;  'twas  ignorance 
Of  what  you  were,  and  care  I  took  for  her* 

Franc  Your  care  needs  no  apology. 

Euph,  But  now,  Lysandro,!  must  make  thee  sad 
Upon  thy  wedding-day,  and  let  thee  know 
There  i^no  pure  and  anoompounded  joy 
Lent  to  mortality :  in  depth  of  woe 
Thou  meet'st  the  knowledge  of  thy  parentage; 
Th V  elder  brother  Philodes  must  die ; 
And  in  his  tragedy  mr  name  and  house 
Had  sunk  for  ever,  had  not  gracious  heaven 
Sent,  as  a  comfort  to  my  childless  age. 
Thy  long-lost  self,  supporter  of  the  name. 

Franc  But  can  there  be  no  means  to  save  his 
life? 

Eupk.  Alas,  there's  none;  the  king  has  taken 
an  oath  Jf 

Never  to  pardon  him ;  but  since,  they  say,  ^ 
His  ma|esty  repents,  and  fain  weuld  save  hiS" 
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Franc  Then  am  I  wretdied :  like  a  man  loog 
blind, 
That  comes  at  last  to  see  the  ^vished-for  sun, 
But  6nds  it  in  eclipse;  such  i»  my  case. 
To  meet,  in  this  dark  woe,  my  dearest  friends. 

Euph,  Had  you  not  heard  this  news  before, 
Lysandro  ? 

Franc,  Yes,  sir ;  and  did  lament. 
As  for  a  worthy  stranger,  but  ne'er  knew 
My  sorrow  stood  en^jred  by  such  a  tie 
As  brotherhood.  Where  may  we  see  him,  sir? 

Euph.  This  morning  he*s  arraigned:  put  off 
that  habit  you  are  in,  and  go  along  with  ine ; 
leave  your  friends  here  a  while. 

Franc.  Farewell,  father; 
Dear  Lucy,  till  soon,  farewell ;  nought  but  so  sad 
A  chance  could  make  me  cloudy  now.    [Exeunt. 

Frank,  Well,  Lucy,  thy  choice  has  proved  bet- 
ter than  we  expected ;  but  this  cloud  aC  grief  has 
dimmed  our  mirth,  but  will,  I  hope,  blow  over; 
Heaven  grant  it  may  I  And,  signior  Shallow, 
though  you  have  missed  what  my  love  meant  you 
once,  pray  be  my  guest. 
^    iihflL  1  thank  youy  sir,  1*11  not  be  strange. 

[Elreunt. 

^  Enter  King,  Nicanor. 

^     King,  Nicanor,  I  would  find  some  privy  place, 
Whfre  I  might  stand  unseen,  unknown  of  any, 
To  hear  th' arraignment  of  yuung  Philocles. 
Nic,  The  judges  are  now  entering;  please  you, 
sir. 
Here  to  ascend,  you  may  both  hear  and  see. 
.     King.  Well,ril?:oup; 
And,  like  a  jealous  husband,  hear  and  see 
That,  that  will  strike  me  dead.    Am  I  a  king. 
And  cannot  pardon  such  a  small  offence? 
I  cannot  do*t,  nor  am  I  Carsar  now ; 
Lust  has  uncrowned  me,  and  my  ra9h-ta*en  oath 
Has  reft  me  of  a  king's  prerogative. 
Come,  come,  Niconor,  help  me  to  ascend, 
And  see  that  fault  that  I  want  power  to  mend. 

[Thejf  ascend. 

Enter  three  Judges,  Vrano,  Polymetes,  Eu- 
ph ues,  Frakcisco,  Leucothue,  Clerimomt, 
and  Roscio. 

1  Judge,  Bring  forth  the  prisoner;  where  are 

the  witnesses? 
Poly.  Here,  my  lords ;  I  am  the  wronj^d  party, 
and  the  fact,  my  man  here,  besides  the  officers 
that  took  them,  can  justify. 

2  Judge,  That's  enough. 

Uw/erPniLOCLLS,  with  a  Guard, 

1  Judge.  Philocles,  stand  to  the  bar,  and  an- 
swer to  such  crimes 
Ai  shall  be  here  obiected  against  thy  life. 
Read  the  indictment. 


Phil.  Spare  that  labour; 
I  do  confess  the  fact  that  I  am  chained  with. 
And  speak  as  much  as  my  accusers  can. 
As  much  as  al(  the  witnesses  can  prove ; 
'Twas  I  that  stole  away  the  daughter  and  heir 
Of  lord  Polymetes,  which,  were't  to  do  again, 
Ilather  than  lose  her,  I  again  would  venture. 
This  was  the  fact :  your  sentence,  honoured  fa-^ 
thers. 

CUr,  Tis  brave  and  resolute. 

1  Jud^e,  A  heavy  sentence^  noble  Philocles; 
And  such  a  one,  as  L  could  wish  myself 
Off  from  this  place,  some  other  might  deliver; 
You  must  die  for  it,  death  is  your  sentence. 

Phil,  Which  I  embrace  with  willingness.  Now, 
my  lord. 
Is  your  hate  glutted  yet,  or  is  my  life    \To  Poly- 
Too  poor  a  sacrifice  to  appease  the  rancour 
Of  your  inveterate  malice?  If  it  be,  to'^ 
Invent  some  scandal,  that  may  after  blot 
My  reputation. — Father,  dry  your  tears, 

[TaEuPH,. 
Weep  not  for  me,  my  death  shall  leave  no  stain 
l)pon  your  blood,  nor  blot  on  your  fair  name : 
The  honoured  ashes  of  my  ancestors, 
May  still  rest  quiet  in  their  tear^wet  urns 
For  any  fact  of  mine ;  1  might  have  live<t. 
If  heaven  had  not  prevented  it,  and  found 
Death  for  some  foul,  dishonourable  act. 
Brother,  farewell ;  no  sooner  have  I  found 

^  {To  Feanc. 

But  I  must  leave  thy  wished-for  company. 
Farewell,  my  dearest  love ;  live  thou  still  happy  ; 
And  may  some  one  of  more  desert  than  I, 
Be  blest  in  the  enjoying  what  I  lose. 
I  need  not  wish  him  happiness  that  has  thee. 
For  thou  wilt  bring  it ;  may  he  prove  as  good 
As  thou  art  wortliy  ! 

Leucoth,  Dearest  Philocles,  • 
There  is  no  room  for  any  man  but  thee 
Within'this  breast    Oh  good  my  lords 
Be  merciful,  condemn  us  both  together, 
Our  faults  are  both  alike ;  why  should  the  lai# 
Be  partial  thus,  and  lay  it  all  on^him  ? 

1  Judge.  Lady«  I  would  we  could  as  lawfullj 
Save  him  as  you,  he  should  nut  die  for  this. 

Enter  Constable^  leading  EvoEKiii, 

How  now,  who's  that  you  have  brought  there  f 
Con*  A  lienefactor,  an*t  please  your  lordships  ; 

I  reprehended  him  in  my  watch  last  night. 
Vir,  Irus  is  taken ! 

2  Judge,  What's  his  offence  ? 
Con,  Murder. 

Watch,  No^  Mr  Constable,  'twas  bat  poisoning 
of  a  man. 

Con.  Go,  thou  art  a  fool. 

Vir,  I  am  undone  for  ever,  all  will  out. 

d  Judge,  What  proofs  have  you  against  hiIa^ 


If  it  be,  io 


Jnifent  tQm$  scandal^  Ac-^X  think  we  shotUd  read  fo.^S.  Pk 
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Con.  His  own  profession,  if  it  please  your  ho- 
ilour. 

P  Judge.  And  that's  an  ill  profession,  to  be  a 
murderer;  thrm  nieanest  he  has  confestthe  fact? 

Con,  Yes,  my  lord,  he  cannot  deny  it. 

1  Judge.  Did  he  not  name  the  party,  who  it  was 
that  he  had  poisoned  ? 

Con.  Marry,  with  reverence  be  it  spoken,  it 
WW  Eagenio,  ray  lord  Polymetes*  son. 

Poiy.  How's  this ! 

t  Judge.  He  died  long  since  at  Athens. 

Poly.  I  cannf  it  tell  what  I  should  think  of  it; 
This  is  the  man  that  lately  brought  me  news 
My  son  was  living. 

«  Judge.  Fellow, stand  to  the  bar;  thou  he{^r*st 
thy  accusation,  what  can'st  thou  say  ? 

Eug.  Ah,  my  good  lord, 
I  cannot  now  deuy  what  I  have  said ; 
This  man  o'erheard  me,  as  my  bleeding  heart 
Was^  making  a  confession  of  my  crime. 

Con.  I  Wid  him,  an't  shall  please  your  lord- 
sliips,  the  king's  officers  bad  eyes  to  hear  such 
rascals. 

1  Judge.  You  have  been  careftil  in  your  office, 
constable ; 
Yoo  may  now  leave  your  prisoner. 

Con.  I'll  leave  the  felon  with  your  lordship. 

1  Judge.  Farewell,  ^ood  constable;  murder,  I 
see,  will  out.  [Exit  Constable. 

Why  didst  thou  poison  him  f 

Eug,  I  was  poor,  and  want  made  me  bo  hired. 

9  Judge.  Hii*ed,  by  whom  ? 

Eug.  By  count  Virro;  there  he  stands. 

Vir.  1  do  l)eseech  your  lordships  not  to  credit 
«rhat  this  base  fellow  speaks;  I  am  innocent. 

t  Judge.  I  do  believe  30U  are;  sirrah^  speak 
truth. 
You  have  not  long  to  live. 

Eug.  Please  it  your  lordship,  I  may  relate  the 
manner. 

3  Judge.  t)o. 

Eug.  Eugonio  was  alive,  when  first  the  news 
Was  spread  ia  Syracuse  that  he  was  dead ; 
Which  false  report,  count  Virro  crediting, 
Became  an  earnest  suitof  to  his  sister. 
Thinking  her  heir;  but  finding  afterwards 
Her  brother  lived,  and  coming  home, 
Not  a  day's  journey  hence,  he  sent  me  to  hira. 
And,  wiih  a  promise  of  five  hundred  crowns, 
Hired  u^e  to  poison  him :  that  this  is  true. 
Here's  his  Qyv9  hand  to  witness  it  against  him. 
Please  it  your  lordships  to  peruse  the  writing, 

1  Judge.  This  is  his  hand. 

2  Judge  Sure  as  I  live,  I  have  seen  warrants 
from  him  with  just  these  characters. 

S  Judge.  Besides,  methinks  this  fello^'^  t^Ic  is 
likely. 

Pofy.  Tis  too  true.  * 

This  fellow's  sudden  going  from  my  house 
Put  me  into  a  fear. 

1  Judge.  Count  Virro,  stand  to  the  bar ; 
What  can  you  say  to  clear  you  of  this  murder  ? 

r*r.  Nothing,  my  lords,  I  most  confess  the  fact. 

you  h 


2  Judge,  Why,  then,  Ikgairtst  you  both  do  I  pro- 
nounce 
Sentence  of  death. 

Ambo.  The  law  is  just 

Poiy.  Wretch  that  I  am,  is  my  dissembled  grief 
Turned  to  true  sorrow  ?  VVere  my  ^cted  tears 
But  prophecies  of  mv  enduing  woe. 
And  is  he  truly  dead  ?  Ob  pardon  me. 
Dear  ghost  of  my  Eui;enio,  'twas  ray  fault 
That  called  this  hasty  ven»»eance  from  the  gods,    > 
And  shortened  thus  thy  life ;  for  whilst  with  tricks 
I  sought  to  fasten  wealth  upon  our  house, 
I  brought  a  cannibal  to  be  the  grave 
Of  me  and  mine  !  ba^^e,  bloody,  murderous  count } 

rir.  Vile  cozener !  cheating  lord !  dissembler ! 

1  Judge.  Peace  I  stop  the  mouth  of  inalediqtioa 
there, 
This  is  no  place  to  rail  in. 

Euph,  Ye  just  powers. 
That  to  the  quality  of  man's  oflfence 
Shape  your  correcting  rods,  au/d  punish  there 
Where  he  has  sinned  !  did  not  my  bleeding  heart 
Bear  such  a  heavy  slinre  in  this  day's  woe, 
I  could,  with  a  free  soul,  applaud  your  justice. 

Poly.  Lord  £uphues,and  Philocles,  forgive  me; 
To  make  ameudn,  I  know's  impossible, 
For  what  my  malice  wrought;  but  I  would  faiij 
Do  somewhat  that  might  testify  my  grief 
And  true  repentance. 

Bug.  That  is  what  I  looked  for. 

Euph.  You're  kiud  too  late,  my  lord ;  had  you 
been  thus 
Whei)  need  required,  y*  bad  saved  yourself  and 

me, 
Our  hapless  sons ;  but  if  your  grief  be  true| 
I  can  forgive  you  heartily. 

PhiL  And  I. 

Eug.  Now  coraes  my  cue.  My  lord  Polymetei, 
Under  correction,  let  me  ask  one  question. 

Poly.  What  question  ?  speak. 

Eug.  If  this  young  lord  should  live,  would  you 
bestow  your  daughter  willingly  upon  him  ^  would 
you,  my  lord  ? 

Poly.  As  willingly  as  I  would  breathe  myself. 

Eug.  Then  dry  all  your  eyes, 
There  s  no  man  here  shall  have  a  cause  to  weep. 
Yoiir  life  is  saved,  Leucothoie  is  no  heir,  [To  Phil, 
Her  brother  lives;   and  th^t  clears  you,  count 

Virro, 
Of  you^supposed  murder, 

All.  How!  lives? 

Eug,  Yes,  lives  to  call  thee  brother,  Philoclea.. 

Leucoth,  Oh,  myilear  brother ! 

[He  discovers  himself: 

Poly,  My  son,  welcorae  from  death. 

^ug.  Pardon  n^e,  good  my  lord,  that  I  thus 
long 
Have  from  your  knowledge  kept  n^yself  ooncealed;[ 
My  end  was  honest. 

Poly.  I  see  it  was. 
And  now,  son  Philocles,  give  me  thy  hand ; 
Here  take  thy  wife,  she  loves  thee,  I  dare  sweiU'} 
And  for  the  wrong  that  I  intended  thee| 
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Her  portion  shall  be  double  what  I  meant  k. 

J*hiL  I  thank  your  lordship. 

Polt/.  Brother  Euphues, 
I  hope  all  enmity  is  now  forgot 
Betwixt  our  houses. 

Euph.  Let  it  be  ever  so,  I  do  eenbrace  your 
love. 

Vtr.  Welly  my  life  is  saved  yet,  diough  my 
wench  be  lost.   . 
God  giveyou  joy ! 

FfiiL  Inanks,  good  my  lord. 

1  Judge.  How  suddenly  this  tragic  scene  is 

ciianged. 
And  turned  to  comedy ! 

2  Judge.  TIs  very  strange. 
Poll/,  'Let  us  conclude  within. 
King,  Stay,  and  take  my  joy  with  yon. 

[The  King  tpeaktfrom  above, 
Euph,  His  majesty  is  coming  down,  let  us  at- 
tend. 

Enter  King. 

King.  These  jars  are  well  closed  up :  now,  Phi- 
iocles, 
What  my  rash  oath  denied^  me,  this  blest  hour, 
And  tiaifpy  accident,  has  brought  to  pass, 
The  saving  of  thy  life. 

PhiL  A  life,  my  liege. 
That  shall  be  ever  re^y  to  be  spent 
Upon  your  service. 


preseoctt 


King,  Thanks,  good  Philocles. 
But  wnere's  the  man,  whose  happy 

brought 
All  this  unlooked  for  sport?  where  isEugenio  ? 

Eug.  Here,  my  dread  li^e. 

King.  Welcome  to  Syracuse. 
Welcome  Eugenio ;  pr*ythee  ask  some  boon, 
That  may  requite  the  good  that  thou  hast  done. 

Eug.  I  thank  your  majesty ;  what  I  have  done 
Needs  no  requital :  but  I  have  a  suit 
Unto  lord  Euphues ;  please  it  your  majes^ 
To  be  to  him  an  intercessor  for  me, 
I  make  no  question  but  I  shall  obtain. 

King.  What  is  it?  speak;  it  shall  be  granted 
thee. 

Eug.  That  it  would  please  him  to  bestow  on 
me 
His  niece,  the  fiur  and  virtttous  lady,  Leda. 

Euph.  With  all  my  heart;  I  know  'twill  please^ 
her  well: 
I  have  often  heard  her  praise  Eugenio. 
It  shall  be  done  within. 

King.  Then  here  all  strife  ends, 
ril  be  your  guest  myself  toKlajr,and  help 
To  solemnize  this  double  marnage. 

Pofy.  Your  royal  presence  shall  much  hoQ^nr 
•  us. 
^  King.  Then  lead  away ;  the  happy  knot  you  tie. 
Concludes  in  love  two  booses'  enmity. 


THE  EPILOGUE. 


OtJR  Heir  18  fallen  from  her  inheritance ; 
But  has  obtained  her  love :  you  may  advance 


Her  higher  yet;  and  from  your  pleased  hands  giva 
A  dowry,  that  will  make  her  truly  live. 


EDmON. 

The  Heirc,  a  Comedie,  as  it  was  acte<f  by  the  Company  of  the  Revels,  1620.  Written  by  T.  M. 
The  second  impression.  London,  printed  by  Aojnistine  Matfaewes  for  Thomas  Jones ;  and  are  to  be 
void  at  his  shop  in  S.  Donstans  Cfaurcb-yardy  in  Iieet«9treet.    16SS.    4tp. 
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JAMES  SHIRLEY. 


James  Shirley  mat  detcended  from  the  family  of  the  SfdrleySy'tf  SimeXf  or  Warwickshire.  He 
was  bom  in  the  year  1594,  in  this  parish  of  St  Mary  Wool-chun^  where  Stocks-market  formerly 
stmfd.  His  grammatical  learning  he  acquired  in  Merchant-Taylors  School,  and  from  thence  was  re- 
moved  to  St  John*i  College,  Oxford;  but  in  what  condition  he  lived  there,  whether  as  servitor ,  batter, 
or  commoner,  Wood^  scys,  he  was  not  able  to  discover.  At  that  time,  Dr  Laud,  afterwardi  archbishop 
of  Canterbury,  presided  m  that  seminary;  and,  having  observed  early  marks  ojf  genius  in  young  Shir* 
iey,  conceived  a  great  regard  for  him,  but  is  said  to  haVe  prevented  him  from  entering  into  holy  or- 
ders,  on  account  of  a  lar^e  mole,  which  disfigured  his  left  cheek,  and  which  he  deemed  a  sufficient  reo" 
9onjfor  refusiag  to  permit  him  to  be  ordained.  He  afterwards  left  Oxford,  and  removed  to  Catharine 
Hail,i  Cambridge,  where  Wood  supposes  he  took  his  degrees  in  arts,  and  entering  into  holy  orders, 
began  his  ministry  in  or  near  St  Albans,  It  was  not  long  before  he  be^an  to  entertain  scruples  about 
Ais  religion,  which  ended  in  his  embracing  the  tenets  of  the  Roman  Catholic  church.  On  this  change 
he  quitted  his  living,  and  taught  a  grammar  school  at  St  Albans  ;  but  this  also  growing  irksome  to 
him,  he  came  to  reside  in  the  metropolis,  lived  in  Gray*s  Inn,  and  commenced  writer  for  the  stage.  In 
this  profession  he  met  with  considerable  success,  and  obtained  sufficient  advantages  to  enable  him  to 
the  with  credit  and  decency,  until  the  breaking  otit  of  the  civil  wars,  which  occasioning  the  theatres 
to  be  shut  up,  he  was  compelled  to  leave  London,  and  accepted  an  invitation  from  William,  then  earl, 
aflerzoards  duke  of  Newcastle,  to  take  his  fortune  with  him  in  the  wars,  X  On  the  decline  of  the  king^s 
fortune,  he  retired  obscurely  to  London,  where,  in  1647,  he  published  the  folio  edition  of  Beaumont 
and  Fletcher*s  works,  and  was  some  time  maintained  at  the  expence  of  thomas  Stanley^  •^'?*||  He 
afterwards  returned  to  his  former  pnfession  of  teaching  school,  chief y  in  White^  Friars,  and  gained  a 
decent  subsistence  from  it  until  the  king's  return  ;  but  whether  on  that  event  he  had  any  office  or 
employment  conferred  on  him  to  recompense  his  sufferings.  Wood  says  he  could  not  discover.  At 
length,  after  a  life  qffull  seventy-two  years,  in  which  he  had  experienced  various  fortunes,  he,  with 
his  seiond  wife,  Frances,  were  driven  from  their  house  near  Fleet-street,  by  the  great  fire  which  hap* 
pened  in  1666,  into  the  parish  of  St  Giles  in  the  Fields,  where,  being  overcome  by  the  fright  and  the 
loss  they  had  sustained,  added  to  the  infirmities  of  old  age,  they  both  died  in  one  day,  and  were  bu* 
Tied  in  one  grave  in  St  Giles's  churchryard,  on  the  29th  of  October,  1666.  Wood  says,  that  Shirley 
assisted  his  patron,  the  duke  of  Newcastle,  in  composing  of  certain  plays,  which  the  duke  afterwards 
published;  he  also  was  consulted  by  Fletcher,  after  the  death  of  his  coadjutor  Beaumont,  and  was  be* 
sides  a  drudge  for  John  Ogilvy,  in  writing  annotations  for  that  author's  translations  of  Homer  and 
FirgiL  Dryden,^  with  great  injustice,  has  classed  him  with  Flecknoe,  a  writer  too  contemptible  to  de- 
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•  Atheo.  Oxon. «  yoL  pi.  S76. 

t  Bancroffs  Episrams,  4to.  1^9^  B.  i.  Epig.  IS. 

1  Ath.  Oxoikp.STT. 

I  Ibid. 

\  See  Mac*Ftecluioe. 
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ierve  the  iUgkiest  mention.  According  to  the  fashion  of  the  ttmes^  in  which  every  poet  of  reputation 
took  another  at  his  poetical  soriy  and  at  such  patronised  and  supported  his  reputation;  Shirletf  was 
adopted  by  Chapman,  in  the  tame  manner  at  Brome  was  hy  Dekker,  Field  by  Massinger,  Randolph  firsts 
and  afterwards  Cartzcright,  by  Ben  Jonson, 

Shirley  wrote  several  booktfor  the  instruction  ^  youth  in  grammatical  learning,  many  poems,  and 
thefoitouin^  dramatic  pieces : 

1.  The  Wedding,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Phamx,  in  DruryLane,  4to,  1629.  4to,  1633.  4to,  1660. 

2.  I'he  Grateful  Servant,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane,  4to,  1633.  4to, 
1637. 

3.  The  School  of  Compliments,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane,  4to,  1631. 
4to,  1637,  and  m  \to,  1667,  under  the  title  of.  Love  Tricks,  or  the  School  of  Compliments,  as  acted  at 
the  duke  of  York\  theatrCj  Little  Lincoln's- Inn- FieUls. 

4.  Chattfies,  or  Lore  in  a  Maze,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Salisbury  Court,   4to,  163S. 

5.  A  Contention  for  Honour  and  Riches,  a  Masque.    4/o,  1633. 

6.  The  Witty  Fair  One,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane,    4lo,  1633.  . 

7.  Tite  Triumph  of  Peace,  a  masque,  presented  by  the  Four  Inns  of  Court,  at  the  Banqueting' 
HotiU,  Whitehall,  I^eb.  3, 1633.    4to,  1633.    See  Wartont  History  of  Poetry,  VoL  IL  p.  400. 

8.  2'he  Bird  in  a  Cage,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Phenix,  DruryLane.    4to,  1633. 
9    The  Traitor,  a  tragedy,  acted  by  his  majesty  s  servants,    4to.  1635. 

This  play  was  revived  and  reprinted  in  4to,  1699  :  and  P.  Motteaux,  in  his  Gentleman't  Journal, 
says,  **  Shirley  only  ushered  it  on  the  stage,  but  that  it  was  written  by  one  Mr  Rivers,  a  Jesuit,  who 
wrote  it,  and  died  in  Newgate,**  See  also  Gildon  on  it,  01d)-8  MS.  Notes  on  Langbaine.  It  was  also 
rrvired  in  1718,  at  Lincoln  t- Inn-Fields,  and  printed  in  Qvo  the  same  year.  To  that  ediiion,^as  well  a9 
the  former  in  1692,  the  name  of  Rivers  is  put  as  the  author, 

10.  The  iMdy  of  Pleasure,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House^  Drury-Lane.    4to,  1687. 

11.  The  Young  Admiraly  a  tragi-cotnedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-lMne,     4to,A6S70 

12.  Hide  farke,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane.    4to,  1637. 

13.  Tht  Gamester,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House^  Drury-Lane,    4to.  1637. 

14.  2V/C  Example,  a  comedy^  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane,    4to,  1697. 

15.  The  Royal  Master,  a  tfagi-comedy,  acted  at  the  New  Theatre  in  Dublin,  and  before  the  Lord 
Deputy  of  Ireland  in  the  Castle,    4to,  1638. 

Jiy  the  Deduafion  to  the  Earl  vfKildare,  it  appears  that  the  author  was  that  year  in  Ireland, 

16.  The  Duke'i  Mistress,  a  tragt-comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane,    4to,  1638; 

17.  The  Maid*s  Revenue,  a  tragedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane.    4fo,  1639. 

18.  Chabot,  Admit  ul  of  France^  a  tragedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,Drury-Lane,    4to,  1639; 
Chapman  joined  in  writing  this  play. 

.    10.  The  Ball,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane,    4to,  1639. 
Chapman  aUo  joined  in  writing  this  play. 

20.  Arcadia,  a  pa  si  oral,  acted  at  the  Vhanix,  Drury-TMtne,    4to,  1640. 

21.  The  Opportunity,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane,    4to,  1640. 

22.  lAfves  Cruelty,  a  tragedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane,    4to,  1640. 

23.  iit  Patrick  for  Ireland,  the  first  part.    4to,  1640. 

24.  The  Constant  Maid,  a  comedy. ^    4to,  1640. 

This  was  afterwards  published  under  the  title  of  Love  will  find  out  the  XVay.  By  T,  B,  4tcfi 
1662. 

25.  The  Coronation,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane,    4to,  1640. 

This  play  was  printed  with  the  name  of  John  Fletcher,  as  the  author,  and  as  such  it  is  included  in 
the  works  of  him  and  Beaumont ;  Shirley,  however,  claims  it,  in  the  catalogue  printed  at  the  end  of 
The  Cardinal,  and  says  it  u  us  falsely  asnibed  to  Fletcher, 

26.  Ttte  Humorous  Courtier,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  Houu,  Drury-Lane,    4to,  1640. 

27.  The  Triumph  of  Beauty,  a  masque.     Svo.  1646.  ^ 
88.  The  Brothers,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House  in  Blackfriars,    Bvo,  165t. 

29.  The  Si*ttrs,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Blackfriars,    8vo,  1652. 

SO.  The  DouLt/ul  Htir,  a  tragi-comcdy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Blackfriars,    Bvo,  1652. 

31.  The  Imposture,  a  tragi-comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Blackfriars,    Svo,  1652. 

S2.  The  Cardinal,  a  tragedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House  in  Blackfriars.    8vo,  1652. 

33.  The  Court  Secret,  a  tragi-comedy,  never  acted,  but  prepared  for  the  scene  at  Blackfriars,    Bvop 

These  lust  six  were  printed  in  one  volume. 

S4.  Cupid  and  Deat  h,  a  masque,  presented  before  t  he  ambassador  of  Pottrngal^  on  the  $6th  of  March  f 
1653.    4to,  1653.    4to,  1659. 
35.  The  Politician,  a  tragedy,  presented  at  Salisbury-Court.    4to,  1655. 
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S6.  The  Gentleman  of  Venice^  a  tragi-comedyf  pretented  at  a  private  house  in  Sali^ryCourt^ 
4/0,  1655. 

37.  The  Contention  ofAjax  and  Viyttesfor  AchUleit  Armour^  a  masque*    Svo,  1059. 

S8.  Honoria  and  Mammon,  a  comedy.    Svo,  1659. 

39.  Andromana,  or  the  Merchants  Wife,  a  tragedy*    Ato,  1660. 

Jjunfibaine  mentions  only  thirty-seven  aramatic  pieces  byShirleyy  but  says  there  were  others  in  MS, 
One  of  them  teas  intitled,  Rosanio,  or  Lovers  Victory,*  a  comedy,  Shirley  appears  to  have  left  soma, 
dsddrtn  ;  one  ofthemy  in  Wood*s  time^  was  the  butler  of  FumivaVs  inn  in  Uolbom, 


¥ 

0 


TO 

Master  WILLIAM  PRlNNE,t 

UTTER- BARaiSTER  Of  UNCOLnViNN. 


•SlR, 

The  fame  of  your  candour  and  innocent  love  to  learning,  especially  to  that  musical  part  of  bnmaa 
knowledge,  poetry,  and,  in  particular,  to  that  which  concerns  the  stage  and  scene,  (yourself,  as  I  hear, 
having  lately  written  a  tragedy,)  doth  justly  challenge  from  me  this  dedication.  I  had  an  early  de- 
sire to  congratulate  your  happy  retirement;  but  no  poem  could  tempt  me  with  so  fair  a  drcumstanoe 
as  this  in  the  title,  wherein  I  take  some  delight  to  think  (not  without  imitation  of  yourself,  who  ha^'tt 
ingeniously  fancied  such  elegant  and  apposite  names  for  your  own  compositions,  as  **  Health's  Sick« 
ncss,"  "  The  Unloveliness  of  Love-Locks,"  &c.)  how  aptly  1  may  present  you  at  his  time  with  "  Tha 
Bird  in  a  Cage  ;*^  a  comedy  which  wanteth,  I  must  confess,  much  of  that  ornament  which  the  stage 
and  action  lent  it,  for,  it  comprehending  also  another  play  or  interlude,  personated  by  ladies,  I  must 
refer  to  your  imagination,  the  music,  the  songs,  the  danoug,  and  otlier  varieties,  whidi  I  know  would 
have  pleased  you  infinitely  in  the  presentment.  I  was  the  rather  inclined  to  make  this  oblation,  that 
posterity  might  read  you  a  patron  to  the  Muses,  and  one  that  durst,  in  such  a  critical  age,  bind  up 
the  wounds  which  ignorance  liad  printed  upon  wit  and  the  professors.  Proceed,  inimitable  Meccna% 
and  having  such  convenient  leisure,  and  an  indefatigable  Pegasus,  I  mean  your  prose,  (which  scometh 
the  road  of  common  sense,  and  despiseth  any  stile  in  his  way,)  travel  still  in  tne  pursuit  of  new  dis- 
coveries; which  you  may  publish,  if  you  please,  in  your  next  book  'of  Digressions.  If  you  do  not 
happen  presently  to  convert  the  organs,  you  may  in  time  confute  the.stceple,  and  bring  every  parish 
to  one  bell. 

This  is  ail  I  have  to  say  at  this  time ;  and  my  own  occasions  not  permitting  my  personal  attend- 
ance, I  have  entreated  a  gentleman  to  deliver  this  testimony  of  my  service.  Many  faults  have 
escaped  the  press,  which  your  judgment  will  no  sooner  find  than  your  mercy  correct ;  by  which  you 
&hall  teach  others  a  charity  to  your  own  volumes,  though  they  be  all  errata.  If  you  continue  where 
you  are,  you  uill  every  day  enlarge  your  fame;  and,  beside  tlie  engap:ement  of  other  poets  to  cele- 
Lrate  your  Uomaa  constancy,  in  particular  oblige  tlie  tongue  and  pen  of  your  devout  honourer, 

JAMES  SHIRLEY. 


*  Mr  Malone^s  al tempt  to  ascertain  the  order  of  Shakespeare's  plays,  p.  831. 

f  This  is  he  who  wrote  Uhirio-mastrix^  the  Players  Scourge,  or  Actors  Tragedy,  printed  in  1(533.  It  b 
ji  large  railing  rhapsody,  consisting  chiefly  of  stupid  quotations  from  the  Fathers;  from  whcocehe  endea- 
vours to  prove,  that  all  who  write,  act,  or  frequent  plays,  are  certainly  damned.  lie  particularly  reflect- 
ed upon  the  k'log  and  queen  for  the  countenance  and  encouragement  they  gave  to  pla}s,  for  which  he  was 
jimsecuied  in  the  Star-Chaniber,  and  sentenced  to  stand  twice  in  the  pillory,  lose  an  ear  each  time,  pay 
AXX}J.9  suffer  perpetual  imprisonment,  and  have  bis  book  burnt  by  the  common  hangman. 

Mr  Dodsley. 

This  very  extraordinary  man,  vv hose  severe  punishment,  said  Roman  constancy  in  submitting  to  it,  bad 


C    2£2    ] 


THE 


BIRD  IN  A  CAGE. 


DRAMATIS   PERSONJE. 


Duke  of  Mantua.* 
Perenotto,    Captain    of   his 

Guard, 
Philehzo,  lover   of  Eugenia, 

under  the  disguise  and  name 

ofRolli^rdo. 

OrwIno,    ]  Noblemen. 

MORELLO,    "^ 

DoKDOLo,    >  Courtiers. 
Grutti,     j 


Ambassador  of  Florence. 
BoNAMico,  a  Mountebank^  dr  <fe- 

cayed  Artist. 
Servant,  Guard,  Attendants^ 

Euozsik,  the  Jiuk^s  Daughter, 


Don  ell  Ay 

Katharina, 

Mardona, 

Fidella, 

Cassiana, 


/  Ladies,  attetk" 
>  dant  on  the 
i     Frincess. 


4t 


ACT  I. 


SCENE   I. 


Enter  Fulvio,  Orpiano. 

Orp,  He  does  not  mean  this  building  for  a  col- 
lege, I  hope  ?. 

Fulv»  That  were  an  ill  foundation  ;  there  are 
more  scholars  than  can  live  one  by  another  al- 
ready :  'tis  pity  we  should  have  more  plenty  of 
kanied  beggars. 


Orp.  'Tis  past  all  my  coojecture  why  be  built   ^ 
it. 

Fulv.  Signior  Perenotto,  captain  o'  the  guards 
Is  of  counsel  only  with  the  duRe  io't 

Enter  Morello. 

Morel.  Signior  Orpiano,  and  Fulvio. 
Fulv.  My  spark  !  whither  in  such  baste  ? 
us  change  air  a  little. 
MoreL  You  are  travelling  to  your  mistress. 


Let 


no  small  eflEect  upoa  the  miodi  of  the  people,  and  contributed  more  than  is  generally  iraagioed  to  the  dis^ 
asters  of  the  times,  was  horn  at  Swanswick,  near  Bath,  in  Soroenetsbire,  in  the  year  16U0.  He  was  edu- 
cated in  the  last-mentioDed  city  ;  entered  of  Oriel  College  in  1616,  and  took  the  degree  of  B.A.  January 
80,  16S0.  From  thence  he  was  removed  to  Lincoln's  inn,  where  he  studied  the  common  law,  and  became 
soecessivrly  barrister,  bencher,  and  reader,  in  that  society.  After  the  execation  of  bts  sentence,  on  ae*> 
count  of  Histrio-moMtrix  he  printed  other  pieces  which  gave  equal  oficoce,  which  occasioned  his  beiog 
again  prosecuted.  In  consequence  of  which,  he  was  fined,  branded,  and  imprlsooed,  and  in  each  with 
equal  or  more  severity  than  liefore.  The  place  of  his  confinement  was  Mount  Orguiel,  In  the  klaod  of 
Jersey,  where  he  continued  three  years;  at  the  end  of  that  time,  being  chosen  member  for  Mewport,  in 
Cornwall,  he  was  released,  and  entered  London  in  triumph ;  and  he  soon  had  an  opportunity  to  revenge' 
the  severe  treatment  he  had  experienced  fVom  his  inveterate  foe,  archbishop  Land.  He  sat  In  the  Lon^ 
Parliament,  and  was  one  of  the  secluded,  members  who  were  imprisoned  on  account  of  their  zeal  for  « 
peace  with  the  king.  From  this  time  he  was  an  avowed  enemy  of  Oliver  Cromwell,  and  was  by  him  fm* 
prisoned  in  Dunstcr  Castle,  in  Somersetshire.  At  the  Restoration  he  l>ecame  instrumental  in' recalling  tbe 
king,  and  was  rewarded  with  being  appointed  keeper  of  the  records  in  the  Tower,  and  a  salary  of  500h 
per  annum.  He  was  soon  after  named  one  of  the  commissioners  for  appeals  and  regulating  tbe  excise, 
was  elected  member  for  Bath,  and  emt>roiled  himself  with  the  Honse  of  Commons,  on  which  account  be 
-was  obliged  to  make  a  submission.  He  died  at  his  chambers  in  Lincoln's- Inn,  October  S4, 16fi9,  and  was^ 
buried  under  the  chapel  there. 
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Orp.  Madam  Dooella  is  newly  returoed  to 
court 
Fuh,  With  the  princess  ? 
Orp,  She  was  but  late  retired  into  the  cotti>- 
try: 
What's  the  matter? 

MortL  Yoar  lordships,  I  hope,  hare  heard  the 
duke  sent  post  for  them,  as  they  say.    There  is 
tomethiTig  in  it. 
fuh.  What? 

MortL  Does  not  yoar  lordship  know  ? 
Jji/r.  Notl. 
ortL  Your  lordship's  wisdom  and  mine  is 
'  about  a  scantling  then ;  yet,  for  aught  I 
there  be  others  of  the  court  as  ignorant  as 
r^'JEpwr  honour's  pardon,  I  beseech  you ;  I 
■kdl  haste  to  the  princess's  lodging. 
►.'  Farewell,  signior, 
ramorous  lock  '  has  a  hair  out  of  order. 
Um !  what  an  o%'erbight  was  this  of  my 
barber! 
;' re  turn  now  and  have  it  corrected,  dear 
signior.  [Exit. 

%^  A/v.  Here's  a  courtier,  that  will  not  mids  a 
hair  of  bis  compliment  when  he  is  to  appear  be* 
for^is  niistress.  Every  morning  does  this  fel- 
low put  himself  upon  the  rack,  witli  putting  on's 
apparel ;  and  manfully  endures  his  tailor  when 
he  screws  and  wrests  his  body  into  the  fashion  of 
b»  doublet— But  that  the  court  cannot  subsist 
without  a  fool,  I  should  marvel  what  this  fellow 
does  to  follow  it. 

Orp,  There  are  more  have  much  aboat  his  par- 
cel of  brains:  the  benefit  of  youth  and  good 
clothes  procured  their  places,  and  ignorance  and 
impodence  have  since  maintained  them. 
Fulv,  Two  great  helps,  as  the  world  goes. 

Enter  Gentleman-Ushertj  Donoolo^  and 
Grutti. 

Geii/2eMiai»-l7tA.  Clear  the  presence,  the  duke 
IS  entering. 

Enter  Dvke,  Eitcewia,  Perenotto.  Attend- 
ants, 
Efig,  I  ever  was  obedient         ■  ■ 
Duke,  Tis  for  th;r  honour,  which  I  know 

Is  to  thyself  a  precious  sound That  building, 

1  late  erected,  then  shall  be  thy  palace. 
Eug.  Or  my  prison,  sir,  if  I  do  rightly  onder- 


Duke,  That  name 
Is  too  unworthy  of  it,  my  Eagenia. 
Nor  will  it  seem  restraint  to  my  loved  daughter. 


Since  free  to  all  ddights,  thy  .mind  shall  be 
Its  own  commander ;  every  day  shall  strive 
To  bring  thee  in  fresh  rarities :  time  shall  be 
Delighted  with  thy  pleasures,  and  stay  with  thee» 

Eug.  Indeed  I  shall  think  time  has  lost  hi» 
wings, 
,  When  I  am  thus  caged  up. 

Duke,  Thou  shalt  give 
To  him  feathers  when  thou  pleasost    Mantua 
Shall  pour  her  raptures  on  thee. — Why  have  I 
A  crown,  but  to  command  what  thou  caa'st  wisk 

for. 
My  deur  Eugenia  ? 

Eug,  A  deer,  it  seems ; 
For,  as  you  had  suspicion  of  my  wildness, 
You*U  measure  out  my  walk. 

Duke,  I  am  tl\y  father. 
Who,  by  exa:nple  of  the  wisest  kings, 
But  build  a  place  to  lay  my  treasure  in. 
Safe  from  the  robber,  where  I'll  place  a  guard— 

Eug.  Do  you  suspect  I  shall  break  ^son  ? 

Duke.  To  keep  off  violence,  and  soliciting, 
Which  may  disturb  thy  pleasures,  until  we 
Shall  And  out  one  to  match  thy  birth  and  virtues; 
My  dukedom  is  too  poor  that  way.    Maintain 
Thy  father's  soul :  thou  hast  no  blood  to  mix 
With  any  beneath  princel    Forget,  as  I  shall. 
Thy  love  was  ever  falling  from  th^r  greatness, 
Into  the  arms  of  (^carries  but  stile  of  honour. 

Eug,  Sir,  I  am  your  daughter. 

Duke,  Thou'st  deserved  my  blessing :  and  thy 
obedience 
In  this  new  crowns  thy  fiither.    I  see  I  need  not 
Urge  what  I  am  to  move  thee,  and  lay  force  t 
Thy  understanding  does  appear  convinced, 
And  loving  duty  teaches  tnee  to  more 
-Than  the  command. — Perenotto—* 

Eug,  What  narrow  ground  I  tread !  i  know 
he  is 
Too  passionate  to  be  denied  his  will, 
And  yet  to  yield  will  make  me  miseinble: 
'Tis  my  misfortune  to  be  bom  so  great. 
Each  common  man  icmd  woman  dm  enjoy 
Ttie  air,  when  the  condition  of  a  princess 
[Wakes  me  a  pritoner :  but  I  must  obey, 
Tn  hope  it  will  mt  last — I  liave  a  soul 
Is  full  of  grateful  duty,  nor  wiU  suffer  me 
Farther  dispute  your  precept :  you  hajve  power 
To  steer  me  as  you  please. 

Duke,  All  the  Graces 
Speak  in  my  girl — each  syllable  doth  carry 
A  volume  of  thy  goodness :  nil  my  canes, 
So  well  rewarded,  do  convert  to  sweetness  i 
I  thank  thy  filial  piety.    Know,  my  ^i, 


•  Fnrr  amorauM  l^ek,-^,  e.  One  of  ibe  hpe^cks  aocieotly  worn.    Prynne,  to  whMa  this  plav  is  satlrl- 
l^y  dedicated,  wrote  n  book  agamst  them.    See  Dr  Warburtoos  note  on  Much  ode  akoui  Notkimg,Ii,V. 
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That  place  wherein  I  lock  so  rich  a  jewel, 
I  do  pronoanoe  again,  shall  be  thy  paradise. 
Thy  paradise,  my  Eogenia,  saving  that 
In  tms,  man  only  finds  no  being ;  other 
Delights  shall  stream  themselres  into  thy  bosom, 
And  those  that  pass  shall  flow  again,  to  invite 
Thy  sense  to  tasting.-^Perenotto— 

Peren,  Your  Grace*s  pleasure  ? 

Ihtke,  Admit  those  ladies  that  attend. 

Tulv,  The  duke  shews  much  indulgence. 

Orp,  Obserre  the  issue. 
*  Duke  We  will  not  limit  thy  companions ; 
Elect  what  Mantuan  beauties  thou  canst  best 
Delight  in,  they  shall  serve  thee ;  or  if  soinis 
Of  your  own  train,  whom  we  have  thought  most 

pcoper 
To  be  your  personal  guard,  afiect  yon,  they 

Enter  Dokella,  Katharina,  MARooNA^ani 

FiDELLA. 

Attend  our  pleasures  i  see,  they  are  ignorant 
Yet  of  out  purpose.    If  to  any,  thy 
Affection  be  not  free,  thy  breath  discharge  them, 
And  'point  thy  own  attendAnts. 

Emg,  I  shall  be  pleased  with  your  appointment. 
JiidieSy  I  know  you  love  me; 

[She  goes  to  the  Ladies. 

Don,  Doth  your  Grace  hold  suspicion  any  of 
us  A, 

Serve  you  not  with  our  heartr 

Bug,  I  do  not  doubt ; 
Or  if  1  did,  you  now  approach  a  trial ; 
For  my  sake,  can  you  be  content  to  be 
AU  prisoners. 

Jjodifs,  Prisoners ! 

Eug,  Yes,  shut  up  close  prisoners,  and  be 
barred 
The  conversation,  nay  the  sight  of  men. 

Kath,  Marry,  heaven  defend !  wherein  have 
we  offended. 
That  we  must  lose  the  sweet  society 
Of  men  ? 

Mar,  How  have  we  forfeited  our  flreedom  ? 

Duke.  No  one  argue 'tis^ur  pleasure. 

Don.  /Las,  madam,  I  am  neA  contracted  to  a 
Imudsome  tignior. 

Kath,  I  have  but  newly  entertained  a  servant, 
that  gave  me  these  gloves :  they  smell  of  him  still, 
a  sweet  courtier ! 

Don.  Not  one  man  among  so  mrniy  ladies ! 
Not  a  gentleman-usher !  ncr  a  page  f 
How  shall  we  do,  madam ! 

Mar.  I  beseech  your  Grace  let  me  be  ex- 
empted. 
If  I  have  committed  an  offence  deserves  your 

anger, 
Let  one  of  your  lords  cut  off*  my  head  rather — 
signior  Donddo  ? 

Fid,  Shall  we  express 
So  cold  a  duty  to  her  highness  ?  fie,  ladies. 

Eug,  You  shall  but  suffer  with  me.  I  partake 
As  much  severity  as  any  of  you  shall. 

Duke,  I  will  expect  your  duties,  lords,  in  si- 
lence. 
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Orpiano,  yon  shall  to  Florence  with 

Our  daughter's  picture:  your  commission's  semi* 

ed. — 
Now,  fair  ladies, 

I  hope  3rou*re  fixed  to  wait  upon  Kusenia. 
If  your  restraint  be  a  burthen,  it  shall  be 
In  her  power  to  enlarge  you,  and  elect 
New  fnends  into  your  places. 

Ladies,  Tis  our  duties 
To  obey  your  grace  and  her. 

Duke,  Perenot,  are  all  things  prepared? 

Feren,  They  are,  my  lord 

Duke,  For  once  then  let  us  usher  you. 

Katk,  Whither  do  we  go? 

Peren.  Tli  tell  you. 

Don.  Whither? 

Peren,  To  take  physic,  madam. 
The  duke  has  prepared  to  stay  all  looseness  lit 

your  bodies : 
You  must  be  all  fast:  stone-walls  and  mortar  wi 
bind. 

Fid.  Come,  follow  with  a  courage. 

Don,  I  hope  we  shall  be  allowed  our'little  dogs 
and  monkeys. 

Dond.  Sweet  madam.     [Exeunt  omnes prcter^ 

FuLvio,  Orpiano,  Dokdolo,  and  Grutti. 

Orut.  Madam  Katharina ! they  are  gone^ 

signior. 

Dond.  Would  I  had  known  this  afare. 

Fulv.  The  duke  will  be  censured  for  this  acL' 

Orp.  *Tis  very  strange  !  good  lady, 
I  read  a  forced  obedience  in  her  eye, 
Which  hardly  held  up  rain. 

Enter  Morello« 

Morel  Save  you,  dear  signior.  Which  way  went 
the  ladies  ? 

Orut,  News,  signior,  news. 

MoreL  I  beseech  you  I  may  partake. 

fuh.  Ilave  you  forgot  there  was  suspicion 
She  affected  signior  Pliilcnzo,  the  cardinars  ne- 
phew. 

Orp.  Alas,  poor  gentlenyan,  he  sufl^rs  for't, 

Fuh.  By  this  restraint  he  wouW  make  her  sure^: 
his  jealousy  is  not  yet  over. — Signior  Morello,  i;i 
your  lock  rectified  r  You  have  missed  your  lady 
but  a  hair*s  breadth. 

MoreL  Nay  but,  my  1ord<:  and  gentlemen,  wfiere 
are  the  ladies  gone,  indeed? 

Grut,  We  ha'  told  you. 

Mor.  What,  committed  to  New-prison  ? 

Fulv,  Very  true,  signior. 

Dond.  Our  dandng  days  are  done:  shut  up. 
close,  not 
A  man  must  enter. 

Morel.  Would  I  were  a  mouse  then.— Why  byt 
is  the  duke  mad  ? 

Orp,  Take  heed  what  you  say,  signior :  though 
we  be  no  informers,  yet  walls  have  ears.  ^ 

MoreL  Kars!  would  1  had  left  ipinc  behind  ip^  \ 
here's  news  indeed ! 
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Fniu,  An*  y'ad  come  a  )iu1e  sooner,  you  mif;bt 
ha*  taken  your  leave;  but  ic  was  your  barber's 
fault. 

MoreL  Would  he  liad  left  me  Tthe  suds  aa  boor 
ago! 
What  sball  we  do, gentlemen?  Tis  a  hard  case, 
when  a  man  tluii  has  an  inten^on  Co  marry  and 
live  honest —    . 

Enter  Rolliardo. 

I2ow  DOW,  What  art  chou  ? 
RoL  Anf  thing,  nothing;  yet  a  man,  yet  no^ 

__  I' want   «>»>  '  - 

'IdoreL  Wliat  ?  th*  art  no  capon,  I  hope. 

"RoL  Money,  sir ;  will  you  spare  any  from  your 
precious  sin<i?  ^ 

Grut,  Th*  art  very  free. 

RoL  Yet,  sir,  I  nm  in  debt. 

J)ond.  What  do'st  owe  ? 

RoL  Nobody  harm. 

Ptf/n.  Whence  cam'st? 

RoL  I  di*opt  from  the  moon. 

Orp*  So  mc^hinks;  thou  talk'st  very  madly  : 
Thnst  much  humour  in  tliee. 

f^oL  Ida*  ye  any  tiling  to  do,  that  ye  account 
impos<>ible,  gentlemen  ? 

Fuh,  Why,  wilt  thou  do't  ? 

RoL  An'  you*ll  pay  tor*t.  Let  mo  have  money 
enQUiih,  and  Til  do  any  thing. 

Orp.  Hold,  hold ! 

RoL  Yes,  [  wiUhold.^ 

MoreL  1*11  lay  with  thee ;  what  wilt  hold  ? 

RoL  Why  paradoxes. 

Grut.ik  Dond.  PanuUies ! 

MoreL  I  holdyou.a  paradox. 

Fulv.  Lei*s  hear  some. 

RoL  There  Bre  no  beasts  but  cuckolds  and 
flatterers  ;  no  cold  weather  but  i*the  dog-days ; 
no  physic  to  a  whore ;  no  fool  to  an  alderman ; 
no  scholar  to  a  justice  of  peace;  nor  no  soldier  to 
a  belt  and  bulT jerkin. 

Qrp,  A  smart  fellow. 

Enter  Duke. 

MoreL  The  Duke, 

Duke.  So,  my  fears  are  over ;  in  her  restraint 
I  bury  all  my  jealousies. — How  now,  what  fellow's 
this? 

Fah.  Such  an  humourist  as  I  never  l>efore  con- 
versed withal ;  it  seems  he  makes  himself  free  of 
all  place?. 

i)uke.  What  would  he  liave  ? 

lt/»/.  Thy  pardon,  mighty  man,  if  it  be  no  trea- 
son to  pray  for  tliee.  Save  thee,  wilt  employ  me  ? 
'tis  vacation,  and  I  want  work.  Ask  me  not  what 
I  can  do,  let  me  have  money  enough,  and  I'll  do 
any  thing. 

Duke,  You  have  your  senses  ? 

Rol,  I  take  it:  I  can  sec  greatness  big  with  an 
imposthume,  yet  towering  in  the  air  like  a  faulcon; 
I  can  hear  a  man  swear,  I  am  thy  eternal  slave  and 
will  serve  thee;  uhcn,  if  oppvrtuuity  were  oflered, 
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for  price  of  a  plush  cloak,  he  will  be  the  first  shall 
strip  thee  to  the  very  soul :  I  can  taste  wine  that 
another  man  pays  for,  and  relish  any  thing  tliat 
comes  of  free  cost :  I  can  smell  a  knave  through 
a  furred  gown,  a  pitlitician  through  a  surplice,  a 
fool  t^M-ough  a  scarlet  outside :  I  can  touch  a  wencli 
better  than  a  lute,  and  tell  nicmey  Orith  a  secreta- 
ry* to  shew  I  ha'  lose  my  ^jing:  tush,  ail's  no* 
tiling,  I  have  a  humour  to  Ho  something  to  be 
talked  on;  nothing  can  come  amiss  to  me  ;  Ir^t  mo 
have  money  enougli,  and  my  life  to  a  chees€^pa« 
ring,  I'll  do  any  thing.  • 

Ihike.  You'U  except  somewhat. 

RoL  Not  to  do  o'er  the  seven  wonders  of  the 
world,  and  demolish  'em  when  I  lia*  done.  I^t 
me  have  money  enough,  what  star  so  high,  but  I 
will  measure  by  tins  Jacob's  staff !  Divine  niodcv, 
the  soul  of  all  things  sublunary,  i^hat  lawyer's 
tongue  will  not  be  tipt  witfi  silver?  and  will  not 
money  with  a  judge  make  it  a  plain  case  ?  Does 
not  gouty  greatness  iind  case  with  Aurum  patpo" 
bile  Y  and  he's  a  slight  physician  cannot  give  a 

golden  glister  at  a  dead  lift. Money,  1  adore 

thee ;  it  comes  near  the  nature  of  a  spirit,  and  is 
so  subtle  it  can  creep  in  at  a  cranny,  be  present 
at  the  most  inward  councils^  and  betray  'eni: 
money  !  it  opens  locks,  dmws  curtains,  buys  wit, . 
sells  honesty,  keens  courts,  Hulits  quarrels^  pulls 
down  churches,  oj^^^ihis  alms-houses. 

Duke,  A  wild  fellow. 

Fulv,  Will  vour  Grace  have  him  punished  for 
this  insolence  r 

Duke.  No,  his  humour  is  good  mirth  to  us* 
Whence  art? 

RoL  I  am  of  no  country. 

Duke,  How? 

RoL  I  was  born  upon  the  sea. 

Duke.  Wbeu? 

RoL  In  a  tempest,  I  was  told  -  - 

MoreL  A  blustering  fellow, 

Duke.  Thy  name? 

RoL  Rolliardo. 

Duke.  And  how  long  has|f  thou  been  mad  (bus  ? 

RoL  Your  hichness  may  lje  merry — and  if  you 
have  no  emplq^ent  for  n^e,  I  am  gone. 

Duke.  Stay,  we  commahd  you,  and  bethink 
again. 
What  to  except  in  your  bold  undertaking. 

RoL  I  except  nothing,  nothing  Duke,  it  were 
no  glory 
Not  to  l>c  general,  active  in  all :  let  me  have 

money 
Enough,  and  1*11  do  any  thing, 
Duke.  You  shall. 

Fulv,  VVill  your  Grace  set  him  a-work  ? 

RoL  Name  the  action. 
Duke.  What  say  you  to  a  lady  ? 
RoL  I  will  fall  up<m  her,' as  Jupiter  on  Danae  j 
let  me  have  a  shower  of  gold,  Acrisius*  brazen 
tower  shall  melt  again,  were  there  an  army  al)out 
it ;  I  would  compass  her  in  a  mcmth,  or  die 
for't. 

Duke,  lla !— A  lady  without  guard  irould  try 
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yoor  wit  nnd  rooi^cy,  td  get  her  lore. 

Rol.  A  toy,  a  toy. 

Duke,  Through  a  credulity,  yoa  may  too  much 
Traduce  the  sex,  and  merit  such  a  justice 
yn  money  v^ill  buy  off.-*— admit  some  branches 
Grow  not  $o  straight  and  beautiful  as  nature 
Intended  them,  will  you  disgrace  the  stem  ? 
Or  for  some  woman's  lenity,*  accuse 
'i'hat  fair,  creation  ?  money  buy  their  lore  ! 
Promise  a  salary  of  that  sacred  flame 
Themselves  cannot  direct,  as  guided  by 
Dtvine  inlellij^ence  ? 

Rol.  Your  highness*  pardon  ;  if  yon  pn^ibit, 
I  must  not  undertake ;  but  let  me  have  freedom 
and  money  enough,(for  thaCs  the  circle  I  walk  in), 
and  if  I  do  not  conjure  up  a  spirit  hot  enough  to 
9hflnme  a  frozen  Lucrctia*s  bosom,  make  mommy 
of  my  flesh,  and  sell  me  to  the  apothecaries.^ 
Try  me  with  some  master-piece;  a  woman's  love  is 
as  easy  as  to  eat  dinner  without  saying  grace,  get- 
ting*of  children,  or  going  to  bed  drunk ;  let  me 
have  money  enough,  and  task  me  to  the  purpose. 

Fulv.  &  Orp.  He's  constant. 

DtfA'f.  Admit  tlierc  be  a  lady,  whom  a  prince 
^iglit  court  for  her  afiection ;  of  a  beaaty 
Great  a^her  virtue;  add  unto  them,  birth, 
Equal  to  both,  and  all  tliree  but  in  her 
Not  to  be  matched — Suppose  this  miracle 
(Too  precious  for  man's  eye)  ^te  shut  up,  where 
A  guard  more  watchful  than  the  dragon's  did 
Forbid  access  to  mankind  : — men  picked  out, 
Tletwecn  whose  souls  and  money  were  antipathy 
Beyond  that  which  we  know ;  and  you  as  soon 
Might  bribe  to  be  a  saint : — what  would  you  do 
"With  your  enough  of  money,  were  your  life 
Engaged  to  win  her  love  ? 


Roi,  The  sky  D»y  fall,  ^  and  aldennea  cry  larks 
About  the  city. 

Dutce.  The  fellow's  impudent — Sirrali,  thou 
hast  landed  thyself  upon  a  rock ;  yoa  sliall  have 
sen5C  of  what  you  would  contemn,  a  life :  put  on 
a  most  fortifled  resolution,  vou  shall  need  it;  w^ 
have  a  daughter  thus  lacked  up*  ' 

Fulv.  What  does  the  Duke  mean? 

Duke.  A  virgin.— 

Orp.  He  is  in  a  passion. 

Duke.  Shalt  .not  engage  tliee  oh  a  work  ao 
much 
Impossible  as  procurement  of  her  love; 
Make  it  appear,  with  all  thy  art,  thou  canst 
Get  but  access  to  her.     A  month  we  limit ; 
But  take  heed,  boaster,  if  you  fail,  your  life 
Shall  only  satisfy  our  charge,  and  teach 
All  other  mountebanks  to  be  at  distance, 
VVitb  such  bold  undertakings:  you  shall  expect 
A  severe  iustice. 

By  this,  I  shall  know  the  fidelity  of  those  are 
trust(^. 

BoL  Tis  a  match.  I  shall  have  money  enough? 

Duke.    You  shall.     What  d'ye  call  enoogh  ? ' 

RoL  1  will  not  be  particular,' and  agree  o'  the 
sum ;  you  look  I  should  die  if  I  perform  not,  yid 
rtl  look  to  be  merry,  and  want  nothiitg  while  I 
live ;  I'll  not  take  tlie  advantage  on  you,  because 
I  hope  to  receive  credit  by  it  t  if  I  use  now  and 
then  a  round  sum,  set  me  up  o'  die  tick  for't  But 
who  shall  pass  his  word,  if  I  do  this  feat,  you'll 
let  me  keep  my  head  o'  my  shoulders? 

Duke.  Our  royal  word  secures  Uiee. 

Rol.  Tis  enough. 

Fulv.  What  security  can  your  grace  expect  for 
his 


*  Or  for  $omc  woman's  lenity,  a-cuse 

Thai  fair  creation  f  money  bnff  their  hv6  t 

Promise  a  salary  of  that  sacred  Jlitmc 

Tfiemselve^  cannot  directf  as  guided  by 

Divine  intefligenre  ?•  -This  passage  is  very  olKcure,  if  at  all  intelligible.  In  tbe  first  liiic^ 
I  should  not  heskatc  to  read  /evi7j||nstcad  of  lenity.  What  follows  may  have  this  meaning ':  IVitl  you\  at 
if  guided  by  divine  intelUgence^  promise  ytiurnlf  a  rcKnrd  from  that  heavenly  passion^  st^ick  Homen,  nkafettl 
and  inspire  it,  cannot  direct  for  any  purpose  beneficial  $o'them»tljoesf — Or,  in  yet  plainer  terms :  D^ you,  as  a 
superior  being,  pretend  to  turn  the  pai'sions,  which  Komen  cannot  direct  for  their  adnantage,  to  your  own  f- 
In  defence  of  this  explanation,  which  is  wrung  with  some  degree  of  violence  from  the  text,  it  may  be  ob* 
snrved,  that  the  duke,  wlio  is  the  speaker,  has  just  imprisoned  bis  daughter,  lest  bhe  should  dispose  of  her- 
self improperly.  Such  a  scntimenl,  therefore,  from  one  reflecting  on  the  impou^ncc  of  female  reason,  h 
not  out  of  character ;  but  seems  naturally  enough  to  arise  from  his  own  particular  sltuatloti  and  opinions; 

5  Make  mummy  of  my  flesh,  and  sell  me  to  the  apothecaries.^^**  Mummy  is  said  to  have  been  first 
brought  into  me  in  medicine,  by  the  malice  of  a  Jewish  physician  ]^  who  wrote,  that  flesh  thus  embalmed 
was  goo:l  for  tbe  cure  of  divers  diseascf,  and  particularly  bruises,  to  prevent  tbe  blood's  gathering  and 
coagulating.  It  Is,  however,  believed,  that  no  use  ithatever  can  be  derived  fram  It  In  medicine  4  and  that 
all  which  is  Fold  In  the  shops,  whether  brought  from  Venice  or  Lyons,  or  aven  directly  from  tlie  Levam^ 
by  Alexaodria,  is  factitious,  the  work  of  certain  Jews ;  who  counterfeit  it  by  drying  carcases  la  ovens, 
after  haying  prepared  them  with  powder  of  myrrh,  cahallin  aloes,  Jewish  pitch,  and  other  coarse  or  un« 
wholcjiome  drugs."    ^ce  Chambers^s  Diciianary,^occ  Mvuviy, 

*  The  sky  may  fall,  &c. — See  Note  l7,  to  The  Muses  Lojking-Glass,    Dodsley's  I'.dit. 

*^  fyhat  d' ye  call  enough  f — In  the  4toedition  this  sentence  follows,  which  in  the  errata  is  directed  to  be 
obliteralrd  :  "  Yet  il  shall  be  under  twenty-thousand  crowns.  1  will  not  leave  the  pawn  here  for  twice 
iomtich."  ...  .         13        • 
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Forth-cominf^  if  be  fail  ? 

Duke.  fIVe  ha'  studied  that, 
*Tv9  but  the  loss  of  some  superfluous  crowns: 
Let  the  end  carry  what  success  fate  please, 
All  the  expence  will  not  be  lost,  to  try 
The  faith  of  tliosc  we  shall  employ  in  this. ' 
Our  city's  strong,  the  river  that  eaviroiis 
Oa  three  parts,  ^mll  be  carefully  ai tended, 
A  wail  makeysafe  a  fourth,  which  shall  be  guarded. 
Our  rigils  shall  be  so  exact,  he  sliall 
Deserve  his  liberty,  if  h^  escape  us. 
We  are  constant,  sir. 

Fittv.  Would  he  migbt  pay  for  his  curiosity ! 

Ri}L  m  wait  upon  your  highness  for  sonoe 
earnest:  I  hate  a  month  good,  let  me  have  fair 
play,  and  my  bargain,  money  enough ;  if  I  do  come 
short,  let  my  hes^  be  too  hf  ary  for  my  shoulders; 
if  I  do  more  than  is  expected,  you'll  believe  it  pos- 
sible hereafter  when  a  man  b^s  money  enough 
he  may  do  any  thing. 


Duke,  Maintain  yoor  humour  still — attend  us; 

[Exeuttt. 

Jftf nen^  MoRELLo,  Dondolo,  and  Grutti. 

MoreL  Here's  a  mad  fellow ;  does  he  mean  to 
get  into  the  ladies? 

Dond,  Itseemsgso. 

Grut.  Or  J  wou'd  not  be  in  his  taking  when  th^ 
moon  changes. 

MoreL  Our  best  course  then  is  to  observe  and 
humour  him,  he  may  have  a  triclc  more  than  we 
know;  he  seems  to  be  a  good  fellow,  let's  Jae 
drunk  together,  and  get  him  to  confess  it — ••■  ha ! 

Dond,  and  Orut.  A  match. 

MoreL   Like  errand  knights  our  valiant  wits 
must  wrestle, 
To  free  our  ladies  from  the  cndmnted  cast!e. 

[Exeunt^ 


ACT  IL 


SCENE  L 
Enter  BoN4MICO  and  a  Servant, 

Serv.  D'ye  think  this  hair 
And  habit  will  sufficiently  disguise  you, 
From  your  inquiring  creditors } 

Bonam,  No  question. 
Have  you  dispersed  my  bills  about  the  city  ? 
Does  every  public  place  carry  the  scroll. 
As  I  commanded  ? 

Serv,  I  have  been  carefuL 

Bonam,  What  do  tliey  say  abroad  ?  do  they  not 
wonder? 

Serv.  They  are  strucken  dumb  at  reading ;  he 
tliat  has 
The  use  of  tongue,  employs  it  to  express 
Uis  admiration  of  your  art, —  your  deep 
Invisible  art. 

B^nam,  There's  hope  then  we  shall  prosper. 
In  this  believing  age,  Italy  is  full 
Ofjug^ling  mountebanks,  that  shew  tricks  with  oils 
A  lid  powders.    Here  an  empiric  dares  boast 
Ilimsclf  a  Paracelsian,  and  daub 
Each  post  with  printed  follies,  when  he  went 
O*  the  tick  with  some  midwife,  or  old  woman. 
For  his  whole  stock  of  physic.    Here  a  fellow 
Only  has  skill  to  make  a  handsome  periwig, 
Or  to  sow  teeth  i*  the  gums  of  some  state  madam. 
Which  she  coughs  out  again,  when  so  much 

phlegm  ^ 

As  would  not  strangle  a  poor  flea,  provokes  her, 
Proclaims  himself  a  rectifier  of  nature. 
And  is  believed  so,  getting  more  by  k^ping 
Mouths  in  their  quarterly  reparations. 
Than  knowing  men  for  all  their  art  and  pains 
In  the  cure  of  the  whole  body — Shalt  we  doubt 
To  be  made  ricli,  rich.  Carlo,  by  our  art. 
Whereof  I  am  the  first  and  bold  professor 


In  Italy  ?  wo  shall  grow  fat  and  purchase, — 
Dost  not  think  so  ? 

Serv,  To  go  invisible 
Who  will  not  lean^at  any  rate  ? 

Bonam,  True,  Carlo. 
There  may  be,  in  the  throng  of  our  admirers. 
Some  will  presume  't  above  the  power  of  art 
To  make  men  walk  and  talk  invibible ; 
But  we  can  clear  the  mjrstery,  and  make 
Mantua  in  the  proof  adc  now  ledge  it 
A  matter  feasible. — Here's  some  customer: 

Enter  Rullia|i>o. 

Ha !  Vis  the  humourist,  the  undertaker 
The  bird  [  spread  my  art  for;  he  has  money 
Enough,  and  s  apt  to  prove  a  fortune  to  me. 

RoL  So,  the  covenants  aretealed :  I  am  like  a 
famous  cathedral  with  two  rings  of  bells,  a  sweet 
chime  o'  both  sides.  Now  'tis  noised,  I  ha'  money 
enough,  how  many  gallants  of  all  sorts  and  sexes 
court  me  I  herdS  a  gentleman  ready  to  run  him- 
self in  the  kennel  for  haste  to  giVe  me  the  wall ; 
tliis  cavalier  will  kiss  my  hand,  while  t'otlier 
signior  crinkles  in  the  hams,  n^  he  were  studying 
new  postures  against  liis  turn  comes  to  salute  "hne. 
As  I  walk,  every  window  is  glazed  with  eyes,  as 
some  triumph  were  in  the  street ;  this  Modona 
inviles  me  to  a  banquet  for  my  discourse,  t'other 
Boua-roba  sends  me  a  spark,  a  third  a  ruby,  a 
fourth  an  emerald,  and  all  but  in  hope  to  put 
tiieir  jewels  to  usury,  that  they  may  return  again 
with  precious  interest^— Thus  far  it  goes  well  t 
very  well.    What's  next? 

Bonam,  Save  you  signior. 

RoL  What  art  thou  ? 

Bonam,  One  appointed  by  fate  to  do  you  ser- 
vice, Sir. 

BqL  But  I  gave  fate  no  commission  to  take 
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Her  portion  shall  be  double  what  I  meaDt  k. 
PhiL  I  thank  your  lordship. 
Poltf.  Brother  Euphues, 
I  hope  ail  enmity  is  now  forgot 
Betwixt  our  houses. 
Eupk,  Let  it  be  ever  so,  I  do  embrace  your 

love. 
Ttr.  Welly  my  life  is  saved  yet,  though  my 
wend)  be  lost.   . 
Godgiveyou  joy ! 
PhiL  TTianks,  good  my  lord. 
tJudge.  How  suddenly  this  tragic  scene  is 
dianged. 
And  turncrl  to  comedy ! 
2  Judge.  Tls  very  strange. 
Pofy,  Let  us  conclude  within. 
King.  Stay,  and  take  my  joy  with  you. 

[The  King  $peidutfnm  aberoe. 
Euph.  His  majesty  is  coming  down,  let  us  at- 
tend. 

Enter  ^ing. 

King,  These  jars  are  well  closed  up :  now,  Phi- 
lodes, 
What  my  rash  oath  denied  roe,  this  blest  hour. 
And  happy  accident,  has  brought  to  pass. 
The  saving  of  thy  life. 

Phil.  A  life,  my  liege, 
That  shall  be  ever  reiuly  to  be  spent 
Upon  your  service. 


King.  Thames,  good  Philodes. 
But  wnere*s  the  man,  whose  happy  presenca 

brought 
All  this  untooked  for  sport?  where  isEngenio  ? 

Eug.  Here,  my  dread  liege. 

King.  Welcome  to  Syracuse. 
Welcome  Eugenio ;  pr*ythee  ask  some  boon, 
That  may  requite  the  good  that  thou  bast  done. 

Etig,  I  thank  your  maiosty ;  what  I  have  dona 
Needs  no  requital :  but  I  have  a  suit 
Unto  lord  Euphues ;  please  ic  your  majesfy 
To  be  to  him  an  intercessor  for  m^ 
I  make  no  question  but  1  shall  obtain. 

King.  What  is  it?  speak;  it  shall  be  granted 
thee. 

Eug.  That  it  would  please  him  to  bestow  on 
me 
His  niece,  the  fidr  and  virtnoMS  lady,  Leda. 

Euph.  With  all  my  heart;  I  know  'twill  please 
her  well : 
I  have  often  heard  her  praise  Eugenio. 
It  shall  be  done  within. 

King.  Then  here  all  strife  ends, 
ni  be  your  guest  myself  to-day,  and  help 
To  solemnize  this  double  mamage. 

Pofy.  Your  royal  presence  shall  much  hoaour 
'  us. 
'  King.  Then  lead  away ;  the  happy  knot  you  tie, 
Condudes  in  love  two  houses'  enmity. 


THE  EPILOGUE. 


Our  Heir  is  fdlen  from  her  inheritance ; 
But  has  obtained  her  fove :  you  maj  advance 


Her  higher  yet;  and  from  your  pleased  hands  giv« 
A  dowry,  that  will  make  her  truly  live. 


EDITION, 

The  Heire,  a  Comedie,  as  tt  was  actecf  by  the  Company  of  tlie  Revel^  1690,  Written  by  T.  M. 
The  second  impr^ion.  London,  printed  by  Aunistine  Mathewes  ^  TlK>mas  Jon^s ;  and  are  to  be 
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Jaicbs  Shtrlet  wa%  descended  from  the  family  of  the  SMrleyM,''^  SusseXf  or  Warwickshire,  ffs 
wai  bom  in  the  year  1594,  in  the  parish  of  St  Mary  Wooi-^hurch,  where  Stocks-market' formerly 
st^pd.  Hi*  grammatical  learning  he  acquired  in  Merchant-Taylors  School^  and  from  thence  was  re- 
moved  to  St  John's  College,  Oxford;  but  in  what  condition  he  lived  there,  whether  as  servitor^  batler, 
w  commoner.  Wood*  says,  he  was  not  able  to  discover.  At  that  time,  Dr  Laud,  afterwards  archbishop 
4^  Canterbury,  presided  in  that  seminary;  and,  having  observed  early  marks  of  genius  in  young  Shir^ 
ley,  conceived  a  great  regard  for  him,  but  is  said  to  haVe  prevented  him  from  entering  into  holy  or* 
ders,  on  account  of  a  lar^e  mole,  which  disfigured  his  left  cheek,  and  which  he  deemed  a  sufficient  rea- 
aonjfor  refusing  to  permit  him  to  be  ordained.  He  afterwards  left  Oxford,  and  removed  to  Catharine 
SaU,-f  Cambridge,  where  Wood  supposes  he  took  his  degrees  in  arts,  and  entering  into  holy  orders, 
began  his  ministry  in  or  near  St  Albans.  It  was  not  long  before  he  began  to  entertain  scruples  about 
kis  religion,  which  ended  in  his  embracing  the  tenets  of  the  Roman  Catholic  church.  On  this  change 
he  quitted  his  living,  and  taught  a  grammar  school  at  St  Albans  ;  but  this  also  growing  irksome  to 
him,  he  came  to  reside  in  the  metropolis,  lived  in  Gray*s  Inn,  and  commenced  writer  for  the  stage.  In 
this  profession  he  met  with  considerable  success,  and  obtained  sufficient  advantages  to  enable  him  to 
Uve  with  credit  and  decency,  until  the  breaking  ottt  of  the  civil  wars,  which  occasioning  the  theatres 
to  be  shut  up,  he  was  competled  to  leave  London,  and  accepted  an  invitation  from  Williatn,  then  earl, 
afterwards  duke  of  Newcastle,  to  take  his  fortune  with  him  in  the  wars,  %  On  the  decline  of  the  king*s 
fortune,  he  retired  obscurely  to  London,  where,  in  1647,  he  published  the  folio  edition  of  Beaumont 
and  Fletcher's  works,  and  was  some  time  maintained  at  the  expence  of  Thomas  Stanley,  E$q,\\  He 
afterwards  returned  to  his  former  prtfession  of  teaching  school,  chiefly  in  White- Friars,  and  gained  a 
decent  subsistence  from  it  until  the  king*s  return  ;  but  whether  on  that  event  he  had  any  office  or 
employment  conferred  on  him  to  recompense  his  sufferings.  Wood  says  he  could  not  discover.  At 
lengthy  after  a  life  qffull  seventy-two  years,  in  which  he  had  experienced  various  fortunes,  he,  with 
his  sciond  wife,  Frances,  were  driven  from  their  house  near  Fleet-street,  by  the  great  fire  which  hap^ 
pened  in  1666,  into  the  parish  of  St  Giles  in  the  Fieldb,  where,  being  overcome  by  the  fright  and  the 
loss  they  had  sustained,  added  to  the  infirmities  of  old  age,  they  both  died  in  one  day,  and  were  bu* 
tied  in  one  grave  in  St  Gileses  church-yard,  on  the  29M  of  October,  1666.  Wood  says,  that  Shirley 
assisted  his  patron,  the  duke  of  Newcastle,  in  composing  cf  certain  plays,  which  the  duke  afterwards 
published;  he  also  was  consulted  by  Fletcher,  after  the  death  of  his  coadjutor  Beaumont,  and  was  be* 
sides  a  drudge  for  John  Ogilvy,  in  writing  annotations  for  that  author's  translations  of  Homer  and 
VirgiL  Dryden,^  with  great  ii^ustice,  has  classed  him  with  Flecknoe,  a  writer  too  contemptible  to  de- 


«  Athen.  Oxod.  9  toI.  pi.  376. 

t  Bancroft^B  Epigrams,  4to.  1639,  B.  i.  Epig.  IS. 

1  Ath.  Oxoii.p.377. 

y  Ibid. 

I  See  Mac*Fleckiioe. 
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serve  the  sUgkiett  mention.  According  to  the  fashion  of  the  times^  in  which  every  poet  of  reputation 
took  another  as  his  poetical  son,  and  as  such  patronised  and  supported  his  reputation;  Shirkif  wa$ 
adopted  by  Chapman^  in  the  same  manner  as  Brome  was  hy  Dekker,  Field  by  Massinger,  Randolph  first, 
cntd  afterwards  Cartwright^  by  Ben  Jonson. 

Shirley  zcroU  several  books  for  the  instruction  of  youth  in  grammatical  learnings  many  poems,  and 
the  j'uUozcin^.  dramatic  pieces  : 

i.  The  Wedding,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Phamx,  in  Drun/'Lane,  4to,  1699.  4to,  16S3.  4to,  1660. 

%  The  Grateful  Servant,  u  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane,  4to,  16S3.  4  to, 
1637. 

3.  The  School  of  Compliments,  a  Comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane,  4^0,1631. 
4to,  1637,  and  m  4to,  1667,  under  the  title  of.  Love  Tricks,  or  the  School  of  Compliments,  as  acted  at 
the  dukeofYork\  tlieutrCy  Utile  Lincoln  »- Inn- Fields. 

4.  Changes,  or  Love  in  a  Maze,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Salisbury  Court,   4to,  1699. 

5.  A  Contention  for  Honour  and  Riches,  a  Masque,    4/o,  1633. 

6.  The  Witty  Fair  One,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  DruryLane,    4to.  1633.  . 

7.  T/ee  Triumph  of  Peace,  a  masque,  presented  by  the  Four  Inns  of  Court,  at  the  Banqueting* 
House,  Whitehall,  Jf  6. 3, 1633.    4to,  1633.     See  War  tons  History  of  Poetry,  VoL  11.  p.  400. 

8.  2%e  Bird  in  a  Cage,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Phatnix,  DruryLane.    4to,  1633. 
0    The  Traitor,  a  tragedy,  acted  by  his  majesty*s  servants,    4to.  1635. 

This  play  was  revived  and  reprinted  in  4to,  1692  :  and  P,  Motteaux,  in  his  Gentleman^  Joumaf, 
says,  •'  Shirley  only  ushered  it  on  the  stage,  but  that  it  was  written  by  one  Mr  Rivers,  a  Jesuit,  who 
wrote  it,  and  died  in  Newgate.**  See  also  Gildon  on  it.  Oldys  MS.  Notes  on  Langbaine.  It  was  also 
rrvived  in  1718,  at  Uncglns- Inn- Fields,  and  printed  in  Svo  the  same  year.  To  that  editioUyas  well  a» 
the  former  in  1692,  the  name  of  Rivers  is  put  as  the  author. 

10.  The  lAidy  of  Pleasure,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane.    4to,  1637. 

11.  The  Young  Admiral,  a  tragi-co/nedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Vrury-Ijine,     4to,  16S7M 

12.  Hide  Parke,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane,    4to,  1637. 

13.  Tht  Gamester,  a  comedy,  acted  at  t/ie  Private  House,  Drury-Lane.    4to.  1637. 

14.  The  Example,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane.    4to,  1697. 

15.  The  Royal  Master,  a  tragi-comedy,  acted  at  the  New  Theatre  in  Dublin,  and  before  the  Lord 
Deputy  of  Ireland  in  the  Castk,    4to,  1638. 

By  the  Dednaiion  to  the  Earl  of  Kildare,  it  appears  that  the  author  was  that  year  in  Ireland. 

16.  The  Duke's  Mistress,  a  Iragircomedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane.    4to,  1638; 

17.  The  Maid*s  Revenge,  a  tragedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane.    4to,  1639. 

18.  Chabot,  Admii  ul  of  France,  a  tragedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane.    4to,  1639. 
Chapman  joined  in  writing  this  play. 

.    10.  The  Ball,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane.    4to,  1639. 
Chapman  aUo  joined  in  writing  this  play. 

20.  Arcadia,  a  pu&ioral,  acted  at  the  Phoenix,  Drury-I^ne,    4lo,  1640. 

21.  The  Opportunity,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane.    4to,  1640. 

22.  Lotes  Cruelty,  a  tragedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane.    4to,  1640. 

23.  St  Patrick  for  Ireland,  the  first  part.    4  to,  1640. 

24.  The  Constant  Maid,  a  comedy.,    4to,  1640. 

This  WM  afterwards  published  under  the  title  of  Love  will  find  out  the  Way.  By  T.  B,  4toi 
1662. 

25.  The  Coronation,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane.    4to,  1640. 

This  play  was  printed  with  the  name  of  John  Fletcher,  as  the  author,  and  as  such  it  is  included  in 
the  works  of  him  and  Beaumont ;  Shirley,  however,  claims  it,  in  the  catalogue  printed  at  the  end  of 
The  Cardinal,  and  says  it  was  falsely  asaibed  to  Fletcher. 

26.  The  Humorous  Courtier,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Drury-Lane.    4to,  1640. 
U7.  The  Triumph  of  Beauty,  a  masque.    8ro.  1646.  ^ 

28.  The  Brothers,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House  in  Blackfriars.    8ro,  165^. 

29.  The  Sisters,  a  comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Blackfriars.    Gvo,  1652. 

SO.  The  Doubtful  Heir,  a  tragi-comcdy, acted  at  the  Private  House,  Blackfriars.    Bvo,  1652. 

31.  The  Imposture,  a  tragi-comedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  Blackfriars,    8w>,  1652. 

32.  The  Cardinal,  a  tragedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House  in  Blackfriars.    Qvo,  1652. 

33.  The  Court  Secret,  a  tragi-comedy,  never  acted,  but  prepared  for  the  scene  at  Blackfriars.  Bvo, 
16.S3.  • 

These  last  six  were  printed  in  ofie  volume. 

34.  Cupid  and  Death,  a  masqtie,  presented  brfort  Ike  ambassador  of  Fottngal^  on  the  26M  tff  Mmrekf 
1653.    4to,  1653.    4to,  1659. 

35.  The  Politician,  a  tragedy,  presented  at  Salisbury-Court,    4to,  1655. 
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36.  The  Gentleman  of  VenicCy  a  tragi-eomedi^,  pre$ented  at  a  private  h4m$e  in  SaliilmryCourt^ 
4/0, 1655. 

37.  The  Contention  ofAjax  and  Ulynesfor  AehUleii  Armour,  a  masque*    8w,  1659. 

38.  Uonoria  and  Mammon^  a  comedy.    8v(>,  1659. 

39.  Andromana,  or  the  Merchant's  Wifit  a  tragedy*    Ato,  1660. 

Lanfbaine  mentions  only  thirty-teven  dramatic  pieces  by  Shir  let/,  but  says  there  were  others  in  MS» 
One  of  them  was  intitledy  RosantOf  or  Love's  Victory*  a  comedy,  Shirley  appears  to  have  left  soma 
ekddren  ;  one  of  them,  in  Wood*s  time^  was  the  butler  of  Fumival^s  inn  in  Eolbotn. 
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TO 

Master  WILLIAM  PRINNE,t 

VTT£R-BAitRISTER  OF  LINCOLN V INN. 


•StR, 

The  fkme  of  your  candour  and  Innocent  love  to  learning,  especially  to  that  musical  part  of  human 
knowledge,  poetry,  and,  in  particular,  to  that  which  concerus  the  stage  and  scene,  (yourself,  as  I  hear, 
hariog  lately  written  a  tragedy,)  doth  justly  challenge  from  me  this  dedication.  I  had  an  early  de- 
sire to  congratulate  your  happy  retirement;  but  no  poem  could  tempt  me  with  so  fair  a drcumstanoe 
as  this  in  the  title,  wherein  I  take  some  delight  to  think  (not  without  imitation  of  yourself,  who  have 
ingeniously  fancied  such  elegant  and  apposite  names  for  your  own  compositions,  as  *^  Health's  Sick- 
ness,** "  The  Uriloveliness  of  Love-Lockfc,"  &c.)  how  aptly  1  may  present  you  at  his  time  with  "  The 
Bird  in  a  Cage  ;**  a  comedy  which  wanteth,  I  must  confess,  much  of  that  ornament  which  the  stage 
and  action  lent  it,  for,  it  comprehending  also  another  play  or  interlude,  personated  by  ladies,  I  must 
refer  to  ytiur  imagination,  the  music,  the  songs,  the  danaug,  and  other  varieties,  which  I  know  would 
have  pleased  you  inBnitely  in  the  presentment.  1  was  the  rather  inclined  to  make  this  oblation,  that 
posterity  might  read  you  a  patron  to  the  Muses,  and  one  that  durst,  in  such  a  critical  age,  bind  up 
the  wounds  which  ignorance  had  printed  upon  wit  and  die  professors.  Proceed,  inimitable  Meccnas, 
and  having  such  convenient  leisure,  and  an  indefatigable  Pegasus,  I  mean  your  prose,  (which  scometh 
the  road  of  common  sense,  and  despiseth  any  stile  in  his  way,)  travel  still  in  the  pursuit  of  new  dia- 
coveries;  which  you  may  publish,  if  you  please,  in  your  next  book 'of  Digressions.  If  you  do  not 
happen  presently  to  convert  the  organs,  you  may  in  time  confute  the^stceple,  and  bring  every  parish 
to  one  bell. 

This  is  all  I  have  to  say  at  this  time ;  and  my  own  occasions  not  permitting  my  personal  attend- 
ance, I  have  entreated  a  gentleman  to  deliver  this  testimony  of  my  service.  Idany  faults  have 
escaped  the  press,  which  your  judgment  will  no  sooner  find  than  your  mercy  correct ;  by  which  yott 
shall  teach  others  a  charity  to  your  own  volumes,  though  they  be  nil  errata.  If  you  continue  where 
you  are,  you  will  every  day  enlarge  your  fame ;  and,  beside  the  engagement  of  other  poets  to  oele* 
l«raic  your  Eoman  constaucy,  in  particular  oblige  the  tongue  and  peu  of  your  devout  honourer, 

JAMES  SUIRLEY. 


*  Mr  Malone^s  attempt  io  ascertain  the  order  of  Sbake8pearc*8  plays,  p. 331. 

f  This  is  he  who  wrote  IHstrio-mastrijc,  the  Players  Scourge^  or  Actors  Tragedy ^  printed  in  1633.  It  U 
u  large  railing  rhapsody,  consisting  chiefly  of  stupid  quotations  from  the  Fathers ;  from  whcoce  he  endea- 
voon  to  prove,  that  all  who  write,  act,  or  frequent  plays,  are  certainly  damned,  he  particularly  reflect- 
ed opoo  the  kiDig  and  queen  for  the  countenance  and  encouragement  they  gave  to  pla^s,  for  which  be  was 
nmsecuted  in  the  Star-Chamber,  and  sentenced  to  stand  twice  in  the  pillory,  lose  an  ear  each  time,  pay 
£00OI.,sufler  perpetual  imprisonment,  and  have  his  book  burnt  by  the  common  hangman. 

Mr  Dodslby. 

This  very  extraordinary  man,  whose  severe  punishment,  and  Roman  constancy  in  submitting  to  it,  had 
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Bmrnm,  I  cad  be  invisiUe  in  a  twinkline;  but 
wlukt  assurance  can  you  have,  that  I  am  here  at 
the  same  instant,  when  you  bee  uo  part  of  me?  1 
MOY  deceive  you. 

bond,  lie  say t  true. 

BoHom.  I  do-  parposc  therefore  to  give  you  rea- 
lity and  proof;  for  I  will  walk  iuvisibie^  all  but — 
my  hand. 

JBolh.  Your  hand  ? 

Bomam.  Ottiy  noy  Imnd ;  yo^  shall  touch  it,  tee 
trevy  line  in  it,  and  the  rest  of  ray  body  be  to  you 
mviftible.  This  %vill  require  a  little  time  for  pre- 
•  poration ;  and  whcn«  with  the  consent  of  your 
fyes  and  understandings,  1  keep  my  promise  in 
tkis  point,  you  will  think  your  money  is  well  ex- 
pendled  to  be  taught  the  mystery. 

Dond,  Thi*  i$  very  fair. 

Crui,  The  crown?  are  ready,  sir. 

Ihud,  Eipect  them  within  this  hour. 

Enter  Rolliardo. 

Bonam,  At  your  own  pleasures. — Ila,  Kolliar- 
do !  I  must  not  be  seen,  gentlemen. 

Both,  Farewell,  incomparnhic  signior — what 
Ii)dw  hod  we  to  light  upon  this  artist !  he  bliall  not 
publish  it;  we'll  bny  the  whole  secret  at  any  va- 
lue, and  then  get  him  remove  into  some  other 
province. — Who  is  this  ? 

lioL  Am  not  1  mad  ? — sure  I  am,  though  I  do 
not  know  it;  aitd  all  the  world  is  but  a  Bcrllam, 
fi  bouse  of  correction,  to  whip  us  into  our  sense:). 
I  bave  known  the  time  when  jewels  and  gold  hud 
some  viitue  in  them ;  the  generation  of  men  nt>w 
are  not  subject  to  corruption.  Dcmocritus,  the 
world  is  refined. 

Dond,  It  is  Uolliardo;  he  looks  melancholy, 
let  us  have  a  fling  at  him. — Give  you  joy  of  the 
9;reat  lady^  sir :  which  is  the  next  way  to  the 
Mioon,  pray  ? 

RoL  Bolt  upright,  musk-cat ;  and  if  you  make 
haste,  you  may  be  one  of  her  calves :  next  time 
she  appears,  you  shall  see  her  beckon  to  you, 
with  a  pair  of  horns,  just  of  the  hue  of  those  arc 
preparing  for  your  A>rebead,  my  precious  ani- 
inaf. 

Dond^  Ila,  ha,  ha !  the  feIIow*s  mad. 

Grut.  Can  you  tell,  sir,  whnl  became  of  all  the 
swftllows,  cnckoosy  ai;d  small  birds,  we  bad  here 
last  summer? 

Jiol,  Marpv,  sir,  they  wpnt  to  s^n,  to  avoid  (he 
cranes,  and  tnere  h»ve  bccti  mustering  cvrr  since; 
but  fur  want  of  s|  woodcock  they  have  left  behind 
tliein,  they  dare  not  venture  upon  the  pygmicH : 
Toq  may  do  wc|l  to  overtake  the  buzzard,  aud  re- 
lieve the  army,  sir. 

GruL  lla,'hn,  h^  !  [Exit. 

MoL  I  4hall  be  grjnned  to  death,  as  T  walk  the 
streets :  it  is  no  policy  to  be  dull  and  modest. — 
But  let  me  sec«  which  way  to  compass  my  work, 
and  put  myself  out  of  tiie  common  laughter ;  the 
very  diildren  will  jeer  me  shortly  I  think,  and 
poiut  mo  ou(  with  stones,  (he  precious  underta- 


ker.   I  might  have  more  wit,  than  to  mn  isrpitif 
into  tliis  c^amity. — Whom  have  we  next } 

Enter  the  Duke,  Jmboitador,  Fvlvio,  Dondo- 
Lo,  Gruttj,  Attendants,  Courtieru 

Tlie  duke  ?  what  stran|(er*s  that  ?  J  must  not  seem 
dejected. 

Ambas.  Is  this  he,  your  highness  discoursed  of? 

Duke,This  b  the  piece  made  up  of  all  perform- 
ance. 
The  mau  of  any  thing  without  exceptton  x 
Give  him  but  ^old,  kings  daughter^  and  their  heirs. 
Though  lockt  m  towers  of  brass,  are  not  safe  from 

him. 
Nay,  tiuiugh  I  play  the  chemist  with  my  trust. 
And  from  a  milbon  of  sure  confidences 
I  draw  the  spirit  of  honesty  into  a  few, 
lie  can  corrupt  them. 

RoL  You  are  my  prince,  great  sir,  and  you  bsiv^. 
spoke 
Not  much  unlike  a  brave  one. 

Dond.  He'll  jeer  the  duke  too, 

RoL  If  my  head 
Come  to  be  paid  to  you  before  sun-iet, 
rhat  i\ny  when  it  is  forfeit,  I  have  cleared  with  yoo^ 
And  shall  depart  out  of  your  ruyul  debt ; 
There's  all  you  can  demand  ;  a  good  sharp  sword 
WiM  make  an  even  reck'ning. 

Afnhui,  He  seems  ponfidenr, 

1  Court*  With  your  grace's  l^ve,  let  me  come 
to  him. 

RoL  Now  a  fierce  dog. 

1  Court.  Wliat  came  into  thy  mind,  thou 
daring  madman?  fool  is  a  word  ol  favour  to 
thee— 

RvL  So,  sir. 

1  Courts  To  undertake  such  an  impossible 
task  ? 

RoL  Mushroom-- ril  cast  away  a  few  words  ou 
^thec ; 
Had  I  another  life,  I'd  undertake  yet, 
Though  1  lie  low  in  all  opinion. 
To  venture  ir,  with  the  riches  I  have  spread 
To  corrupt  others,  to  make  tliec  my  parasite ; 
I  would  engage  my  life  to  wenr  no  steps 
To  thy  while  daughter:  thou  and  thy  gx^xe  matron 
Mo^  humbly  should  present  her,  when  I  was 

pleased  too. 
Foe  fear  I  should  refuse  the  sport  yon  hronght  me. 

Duke,  I  never  knew  man  bear  his  scorn  so  higlu 
To  him  some  other. 

Grnt,  Not  T,  sir,  you  shall  excuse  me, 'twas  the 
Inst  thing  I  did. 

2  Court.  In  the  position  general,  I1|  not  toitcli 

him. 
For  money  nmy  be  said  to  purchase  all  things; 
But  to  aspire  to  my  good  sovereign^  daughter 

Of  blfssed  memory 

Roi.  She's  not  dead,  I  hope. 
9  Court.  There  gold  and  trash  was  ifapodemlp 
inferred, 
And  'twas  a  task  too  insolent:  in  that  poin^ 


SftttfcfeT.j 


tttE.BIllD  m  A  CAGE* 


MS 


Toti'd  wilUi^ljr  giv^  k  pound  of  yonr  prodd  il66h 
To  be  relea^. 

RoL  I  heard  a  poaml  bf  flesh,"  a  Jew's  deitood 

once: 
^was  gravely  now  remeAibered  of  your  lordship— 

reie^Md ! 
Fortune,  and  courtesy  of  opinion. 
Gives  mbny  men  nobility  of  birth, 
That  never  durst  do  nobly,  nor  attempt 
Any  design,  but  fbll  below  their  hcmours. 
Cased  up  in  ehambers,  scarcely  air  themselfes 
But  at  a  horse-race,  or  i*the  park  with  puppets. 
Tbat  for  which  Vm  your  laughter,  (I  speak  to 
You  flattering  tribe  of  courtiers,  to  you  glo#« 

worms,) 
Is  my  chief  glory,  that,  perhaps,  being  spmng 
From  humble  parentage,  dare  yet  attempt 
A  deed  so  far  above  tne,  that  sets  all 
Tour  wisdoms  in  combustion.    You  may  think 
Tte  made  a  sorry  bargain  fur  my  life : 
Let  scomert  know,  in  aiming  at  her  onlr. 
My  memory  after  death  receives  more  honour 
Than  all  your  marble  pinnacles  cAn  raise  you, 
Or  allibaster  figures,  whiter  far 
Thbn  e*er  your  S'>uls  were ;  and  that  hour  I  die, 
if  you  dare  look  upon  roe  without  fainting, 
(Which  I  much  fear,)  you  shall  see  death  so 

scorned, — 
I  mean  for  any  terror, — you  shall  think  him 
My  slave  to  take  my  upper  garment  off.** 

Dond,  1  told  your  highness  how  you  should  And 

him. 
Am^t,  A  brave  resolution  ! 
Duke.  Be  this  the  prologue  to  the  mirth  ;  my 

lord 
Attends  to  entertam  you ;  seton^  we'll  leave  him. 
Htt,  ha,  ha ! 

[Eteunt    RoL.  pulh  Ftftv.  back. 
RoL  Sir,  1  observed  you  noblci  and  not  apt 


To  tlifow  djithicHi  dp  roe  with  the  rest; 

Which  does  encourage  mt  to  aak  yoa  ft  i^iiestieli* 

Ftikr.  Name  it,  sir. 

RoL  Pray,  what  stranger's  that  walked  with  thik 
duke?' 

Fulv.  *Ti»  an  ambassAilor  from  Flortaoc,  lif. 

RoL  An  ambassador !  Ilia  desiga»  I  pray  ? 

FtUv,  To  treat  of  marriaga  betwiat  oUr  princess 
And  the  graat  duke's  soni  desired  oiuch  by  Our 

master^ 
Who  has  sotne  hopa  'twilt  fte  aiat^tad  too. 
H'  as  brought  rich  presents  to  her. 

RoL  ThisisullF 

I^nh,  You  have  it  freely.  i^^^' 

RoL  YouVe  honoured  toe— ^Married  to  Tusca- 
ny ?-^9o,  if  my  ambhion  had  been  fortunate,  I 
might  have  been  his  taster ;  but  my  surs  want 
influence,  they  ^re  too. dull,  and  wea^  of  my 
fate.— Rolliardo  then  must  forfeit :  why  that^  lib« 
worst  on't;  I  will  make  a  Itkirioiis  blafea  in  death, 
and  while  I  live  make  tlia  duke's  treasury  pay  for 
it  >  nor  shall  he  accusa  ma  I  ethaost  hha  poaiiy ; 
ril  study  out  some  nobhi  iray  to  build  uke  a  re» 
membrane^. — Ha !— a  church  or  oolttge  I  tedious, 
my  glass  has  but  few  sands ;  I  must  doaomethio^ 
I  may  live  to  finish:— I  ha't;  I  will  send  to  alt 
the  prisons  i'the  city,  and  pay  kht  poor  mea'a 
debts  for  them :  the  wdrld  wants  sut^  a  prece- 
dent. I  ha*  money  endu>)h  t  nnce  I  fail  id  Iny 
other  ends,  I  will  do  some  gOod  deeds  belbre  £ 
die,  so  shall  I  be  more  sate  of  prayers  than  if  I 
built  a  ohureh ;  for  they  are  not  certain  to  donti- 
nuc  their  foundation.  Fate,  I  despito  thee:  I 
sink  tinder  no  cheap  and  oomation  action,  but  sell 
my  life  to  fame,  in  catching  my  death  by  so  bnnra 
an  aspiring. 

If  I  obtain  a  monament,  be  this  aU 

Writ  on  my  grave;  This  man  cUmAtd  high  HfklL 


ACT  IIL 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  Guard, 

^  1  Guard.  CoAie,  gentlemen,  we  must  watch 
adll,  that  none  run  away  with  the  princess. 

S  Guard.  He  must  have  an  excellent  stotnach, 
diat  can  break  these  stone-walls  to  come  to 
her. 


3  Guard.  Beside  dus  moveable  waU  of  fleshy 
which  w6  carry. 
2  Gaortf.Obe  makes  toifardi  ua>^11s  a  lady, 

Enter  MoifeLLo,  Uke  a  tody. 

MoreL  9o,  now  am  I  as  valiaal  as  Heitalca  ^kge^ 
he  turned  spinster.  Great  Jupiter,  the  patrdit  of 
'scapes,  assist  my  ^tticoati  and  at  my  retam  I 
will  sacrifice  my  linen-bneeebea  to  thoa.— Here  ba 
the  man,  the  men  of  metal  :-Miow»  Veaasy  I  ba» 


"J  heard  a  pouad  offah^  ^c.^-9to  The  Merchant  of  Venice. 

»»  Afy  Slave  tb  take  ffi^  upper  garmMt  o/-^If  the  aqjust  censure,  vfrWd  Dryden  had  passed  oa  oar  au- 
thor did  not  preclude  every  idea  of  his  having  lead  the  works  of  the  latter,  the  sameness  of  the  words  here 
used,  with  those  put  iato  the  mmith  of  Gremi  in  ffidipos,  A. ::,  would  tenpt  one  to  sapp^,  tbat  Mr  Dry 
dea  had  this  lioe  in  his  mind,  when  he  wrote  Creon's  description  of  conscience : 
**  .Tb  my  slaoe^  my  drudge,  my  supple  clove, 
My  upper  ^arrtuhi,  to  pUt  00,  thrOW  oC 
As  I  think  best :  'Tis  my  obedient  conscience." 
The  flnt  and  third  acts  of  (Edipus  were  written  by  Mr  Drydeo,    See  Deface  of  the  Duke  ofGidse. 


XOL.  1. 


2  o 


9M 


THE  BIRD  IN  A  OAGE^ 


CBHiBisr* 


seech  tliee^  an'  they  be  men,  they  will  let  a  lady 
enter  without  many  questions.   . 

1  Guard  Save  you,  sweet  lady;  your  affairs 
this  way  ? 

Morel.  I  go  but  in  to  the  princess. 

1  Guard.  From  whom  ? 

MortL  From  the  duke's  grace. 

1  Guard,  What  may  be  your  ladyshlp*8  name? 

Morel  I  never  thought  to  give  myself  a  name. — 
my  name  is  madam — um.  My  name  is  something 
an, odd  name;  but — I  do  not  stand  upon't — my 
same  is  Thorn. 

1  Guard,  Indeed,  Madam  Thorn,  if  his  grace 
bath  sent  you  to  such  a  purpose,  you  must  shew 
something  for  our  discharge. 

Morel.  Why,  bark'e  ^ou,  it  was  but  forgotten  of 
thf-  duke  to  send  bis  signet ; — but  I  have  brought 
some  of  his  higness's  deputies  with  me :  I  hope 
that  will  satisfy. 

[As  he  taktt  eut  monty^  ditcovers  breeches. 

S  Guard.  By  this  gold,  breeches ! 

S  Guard.  No,  they  are  but  silk — here  will  be 
sport ;  I  have  a  hint  alreadv. 

1  Guard.  Say  you  so?  Tis  very  well-— -But, 
madam,  we  are  many,  and  we  would  be  loth  to 
Venture;  deal  ingeniuusiy,'^*  sweet  lady;  have 
you  nu  moFe  gold  in  your  breeches  ? 

Morel  Not  a  doit,' as  I  am  virtuous  and  sinfuL 

1  Guard.  Pass^but,  d*ye  hear,  an'  you  should 
not  be  secret  now  ? 

MoreL  As  I  ani  a  gentleman—^* 

3  Guard.  A  geatleman?  do'st  heat  him?  Vi\ 
put  him  to*t. 

MoreL  1  have  left  some  crowns  with  your  fel- 
low. 

S  Guard.  Tush,  that  wo'not  satisfy  me. 

Morel.  Indeed,  I  ha'  no  more  money. 

9  Guard.  You  have  commodity :  hang  this 
transitory  gold — give  me — what's  this? 

Morel.  Nothing  but  a  wart  o'  my  little  anger. 

S  Guard.  A  wart !  let  me  see*t. 

[Pulls  of  his  glove. 

Morel.  'TIS  a  diamond ;  'twas  my  mother's  lega- 
cy—or el^e— 

S  Guard.  Is  it  your  will  I  should  have  it  ? . 

MortL  It  was  mv  mother's  will  I  should  wear 
it :  her  ghost  will  haunt  me,  an'  I  should  give  it 
away 

#  Guard.  Yon  know  the  way  back,  lady, 

MoreL  You  wiU  give  me  my  gold  again  ? 

1  Guard,  Not  a  doit,  as  I  am  virtuous  and 
sintnl.  Stand  with  him  for  a  tov,  and  know 
you've  no  warrant  from  the  duke  r-^Tis  in  oar 
power. 

MoreL  D'ye  hear,  sir,  an'  it  were  a  diamond  of 
gold  vou  should  have  it 

2  (hiard.  Lady,  I  kiss  your  hand. 


Alorel.  You've  kissed  the  rii^  off  my  finger,  I'oi 
sure. 

1  Guard.  Use  your  fortune ;  pass. 

MoreL  If  I  get  lo  the  ladies,  somebody  shall 
pay  for  this ;  that's  my  comfort. 

3  Guard.  Can  you  wrestle,  madam  ? 

[Takes  him  by  the  shoulder, 

MoreL  Ah— wrestle,  sir,  ladies  do  not  use  t» 
wrestle. 

3  Guard.  l*hey  are  thrown  down  with  their 
good< wills  then.  Come,  you  and  I  will  have  a 
bout ;  I  must  hujE  your  little  b«)dy. 

1  Guard.  Humour  him,  and  you're  past  dan- 
ger.  ■ 

MoreL  Would  you  ha*  me  tear  my  clothes  ? 

1  Guard,  ril  persuade  him. 

2  Guard.  To  tell  you  true,  madam,  this  fel« 
low  is  an  abominable  lecher;  there  is  no  'scapiiie 
him  without  a  fall ;  a  very  satvr ;  he  leaps  all 
comes  near  him :  if  your  ladyship's  modesty  can 
dispense  with  a  private  favour— you  uudersund  ; 
for  our  parts,  we  are  satisfied  otherwise,  and  uur 
lips  are  sewed  up.  Take  liim  a  one  side,  and  see 
how  you  can  mollify  him ;  he's  a  cock  o'  the 
game,  and  will  tread  you  an'  vou  were  ten  thorns. 

MoreL  MolHfy  him !  Doth  he  use  ladies  »o  f 
He  will  mollify  me? 

9  Guard.  An'  you  were  his  sister,  all's  one  to 
him;  the  devil  is  not  more  hot  and  robustious, 
where  he  finds  opposition  to  the  sport ;  therefore 
the  duke  made  choice  of  him,  as  suspecting  some 
lord  might  come  disguised  o'  this  fashion,  to  pre* 
vent  dishonour  to  the  princess  and  ladies. — Use 
your  own  discretion. 

MoreL  What  will  become  of  me  ?  If  he  he  such 
a  wencher,  he'll  ravish  me, and  discover  all.  What 
a  rascal  was  I  to  venture  thus  !  Ill  give  thee  my 
fan  to  persuade  him -help,  helpp 
■   3  Guard.  Nay  theu. 

[He  throws  him  down,  and  diaeoven  hU 
breeches. 
Why,  how  now  ?  breeches ! 

t  Guard.  This  is  a  man. 

9  Guard.  Sure  'tis  a  woman. 

MoreL  To  tell  you  true,  gentlemen,  I  am  ne^ 
thcr  a  man  nor  a  woman ;  I  am  an  hermaphro* 
dite. 

1  Guard  How!  an  hermaphrodite?  what 
would  you  do  among  the  ladies,  then  ? 

2  Guard.  An  hermaphrodite ! 

3  Guard.  Let's  search  him. 
MoreL  Ahl 

1  Guard,  Stay,  let's  be  advised ;  if  he  be 
such  a  monster,  our  best  way  is  to  carry  him  te 
the  Duke. 

2  and  3  Guard.  Agreed. 

MoreL  1  shall  be  undone.— D'  ye  hear,  noble 


'^«  7iifeiit«itf(jf— Ingeniously  and  ingenuously  are,  in  our  ancient  writers,  usedi  without  the  least  dlstinc* 
iion,  for  each  ether.  7 
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friends;  'tis  bnt  a  folljr  to  dissemble,  I  am  no 
Buch  thing,  1  am  no  bermaphroditey  I  am  a  friend 
of  jToars. 

AIL  Of  onra? 

S  Guard,  Yoor  name,  I  beseech  you  ? 
^  MoreL  I  did  but  jest  allthis  while;  the  Duke 
liimself  put  me  upon't,  to  see  whether  I  could 
cozen  you ;  my  name's  Morello. 

1  Cfuard.  Signior  Morello !  'tis  not  pGS3ible. 

Morel.  As  I  am  Tirtuous,  I  am ;  1  am  no  her- 
maphrodite; no>nntter  for  the  <;old  or  diamonds, 
'tis  your  own.  TH  aajuaiiit  his  Grace  how  care- 
ful I  found  you ;  and  if  he  does  not  reward  you 
beside,  Pli  «iy  he's  the  poorest  duke  in  Christen- 
dom :  ril  tell  him  presently. 

S  Guard.  Noble -signior,  we'll  wait  upon  you 
to  him. 

MoreL  No,  no,  'cis  better  for  me  to  go  alone. 

1  Guard.  Yonr  pardon,  you  &hall  tell  him  how 
careful  you  found  us ;  we'll  relate  to  him  how 
cuntifngly  you  carried  the  business. 

MoreL  Nay,  d'ye  hear,  gentlemen— 
^  AIL  It  must  be  so,  sir;  come,  sweet  efl^minate 
lignior,  [Exeunt, 

Emter  FuLvio  and  AmbasModor, 

Ambat.  Y'ave  done  roe  a  noble  office,  signior, 
in  this 
J^iscorery;  where  now  lives  her  banished  lover? 

Fuh.  My  kinsman  lives  in  Florence ;  but  two 
days  since 
I  received  letters  from  him. 

Ambat,  In  Florence  too  ? 

Fuh,  Sir,  you  may  censure  me ; 
But  my  affection  to  the  injured  lor^ 
And  not  without  respect  unto  the  honour 
Of  your  master  too,  bath  been  the  cause  of 
My  free  language. 

Ambas.  Trust  ine,  signior, 
We  are  all  engaged  to  study  you  a  recompence ; 
But  Mantua  was  unjust  to  banish  him. 
For  being  too  much  a  servant 

Fuh,  Sir,  when  princes  resolve  to  punish*— 

Atttbas  Virtue  shall  be  treason. 
Twas  tyranny— jvhy  now  is  she  thus  caged  ? 

Fuh,  I  can  conjecture  nothing  but  his  jealousy, 
Which  will  be  ever  active.    By  that  lc»ve 
We  interchanged  at  Pisa,  when  we  grew 
TrjfKether  in  our  studies,  I  conjure 
Yoiir  nobleness  to  silence. 

Amba$.  You  will  dishonour  me  by  suspicion  :— 
I  am  charmed. 

Enter  Perenotto,  Dondolo,  and  Grutt^ 

Feren.  My  lionoured  lord  ! 
Afi^i.  Signior  Perenotto ! 
Fuiv.  My  gentle  sparks ! 
pond,  and  Grut,  Your  servants. 


Fuh.  You  are  all  courtship. 

Feren,  Is  your  lordship  lor  this  wonder  ? 

Ambat.  WImt  wonder,  my  lord  ? 

Feren,  These  pair  of  gentlemen  have  discoursed 
me  ioto  admh^on ;  there's  one  has  undertaken 
to  go  invisible. 

Ambas,  Invisible! 

Feren,  This  hour  expected,  and  is  this  place. 

Fuh,  Ho^} 

Bond.  With  a  trick  that  be  has. 

Fuh'  Do  yon  believe  bim,  gentlemen  ? 

Grut,  You  shall  see'c 

Dond.  We  were  heretics  in  that  point;  but 
our  understandings  are  convinced;  he  did  de* 
monstrate. 

Grut,  And,  because  you  shall  know  the  truth 
of  his  art,  he  will  be  invisible  all  but  bis  band  s 
what  think  you  of  that  ?  the  rarest  fellow  in 
Christendom. 

Ambat,  Nothing  visible  but  his  band } 

Bond,  As  sure  as  we  have  given  him  a  hundred 
crownsi  in  band. 

Ambat.  Why  is  not  the  Duke  presented  with 
this  novelty  ? 

Dond,  He's  travelling  to  the  emperor  6rst; 
only  as  he  goes,  for  our  sake,  he  wiU  shew  us  a 
figary  of  his  art. 

Enter  Rolliardo. 

Here's  Rolliardo;  he's  sooiewbat  costive  o* 
t'other  side,  wants  faith. 

RoL  Save  you,  nest  of  courtiers ;  smooth  faces^ 
rich  clothes,  and  sublime  compliments,  make  you 
amorous  in  si^ht  of  your  ladies.  Donzell  del 
Phebdand  Rosicleer'^,  are.you  there?  whtt  pe»- 
tilent  diseases  have  you  got,  that  you  wear  so 
much  musk  and  civet  about  you  ?  Oh  for  a  pnest 
of  Cupid  to  sacri6oe  you  now !  how  yonr  breeches 
would  bum  like  incense,  and  your  hair,  disguiseit 
in  sweet  powder,  ieave  your  bodies  in  a  mist, 
while  your  bones  were  inwardly  consiamng  with 
the  fire  of  dame  Venus's  altar  f 

Doa^  The  same  humourist  still. 

RoL  I  heard  say  we  shall  have  strange  appari- 
tions i'the  air, and  yet  inviable  wonders;  a  hand 
must  appear  as  fatal  to  some,  as  that  hung  o'er 
the  Capitol ;  for  there  is  a  suspicion  sOme  purses 
will  be  jiigieled  empty,  and  as  silent  as  the  moon ; 
no  bright  Sol  appearing,  nor  a  piece  of  pale-face<t 
silver  m  your  silaen  hemispbeires. 

Grut,  He  is  an  mfidel. 

KoL  Right,  Jehochanan!  right,  raV  preoiotft 
Jew  1  we  are  all  infidel  that  wo'uot  believe  the 
cour^catechism.  My  lord  ambassador,  yau  ai«e 
welcome  from  Florence:  does  the  great  duke 
pick  sallads still ?  I  mean  cmitinnehis assiae,jls^ 
turn  into  his  exchequer,  once  in  seven  years,  the 
wealth  of  Tuscany  r  Ves^KisiaQ  was  held  coiretou 


5'  J>9nzeU  del  Fh^o  qnd  ^otkleer^FBmouB  heroes  of  romaocfe.    See  2^  Mirvcr  of  Knighth99d 
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for  ordaining  vessels  to  receive  the  bencfidal 
public  uriDe ;  bat  'tis  heatfaeaisni  arnoag  Chnad- 
ans  not  to  hold  duleU  odor  lueri  i  re  qualibti* 

Amkts,  He%  mad. 

RoL  Signior  Perenotto,  it  has  piexled  mj  oii- 
derstanding  how  you  can  subsist  at  court,  arkhout 
making  use  of  the  comnoon  sins,  flattery  and  oor- 
rupdob ;  take  heed,  you^re  a  gi«at  man,  and  kis 
ominous  to  die  in  your  bed ;  a  sign  your  chUdren 
are  like  to  inherit  but  weak  brams :  thou  outyst 
go  to  heaven,  hut  thy  heir  had  rather  thou 
shouldst  make  a  joumeT  to  Erdbns  for  the  piv>- 
Terb's  sake,  **  Happy  is  that  son  whose  father  goes 
to  the  deviL^V-Wiiy,  when  comes  out  my  don  I»- 
▼isible  ?  may  he  he's  here  already,  for  we  caonot 
see  him.  What  says  my  squirpel  ?  thou  lookest 
dull  and  ph3fsioaI,  methiwks :  the  crowns  will  ro- 
tum  again  inrisihly,  never  fear  it.  And  how  does 
my  grave  gymnosophist,  whose  ambition  is  to  be 
registered  an  honest  lord,  thf»ugh  thou  beest  bu- 
ried upon  alms,  carried  lo  choreh  with  fdor 
torches,  and  have  an  inscription  ou  thy  marble 
worse  than  die  ballad  of  the  denilMui  the  baker, 
and  might  be  sung  to  as  vile  a  tune  too.— Gentle 
men,  I'll  invite  you  shortly  to  see  my  head  cut 
«ff ;  and  do  only'intreat  you  would  not  laugh  at 
me  when  I  am  dead ;  'twill  shew  hut  poorly  in 
jron,  and  I  shall  revenge  it  with  my  ghost  walk* 
log. 

Fuh,  Either  he  is  very  confident  to  atchieve 
liis  design,  or,  late  grown  desperate,  be  talks  so 
vikUy. 

EnUr  Sehvaijt, 

Dtmi'  I  wonder  sigpior  Altoaoaio  forgets  ns ! 
Now,  DOW  ye  diall  bear :  this  is  his  servant ;  I 
kiiowbeisnotfaraift  Whene  is  thy  master  ? 

Serv,  Ha  is  invisible this  Idler  is  directed 

toyoo. 

Gettikmen, 
That  you  m<nf  peroeiae  Idealjdmmhf  »Uh  t/ou, 
I  am  now  tnvkibk  all  hut  my  handy  amd  here 
Uu;  jfou areyiotlA  ta»$  madewery  iine^oij 
prommd  mpen  ike  peoeipi  efyour  crvame, — 
His  Hand. 

&r«.  Ay,  sir,  'tis  his  asni  hand,  I  can  assore 
yoQ. 

Omnee,  Ha,ha,haj 

Doiid.  He  does  not  mean  toAeme  m%  so?  thou 
inm,  but  jest    Where  is  he  invisible? 

Sefv.  HeM^  I  ihiok,  fbr  I  canaot  s«e  him ;  nor 
<b  I  know  when  I  shall,  or  where  he  will  be  vi- 
sible agMn.  Upon  diligent  search  I  found  this 
|«per,  lout  my  roaster  is  not  to  be  fouml. 

JWAp.  Then  he  is  invisible,  indeed. 

£dL  All  but  Ms  hand-    lia,hal 


Grut,  I  do  Incline  to  heli^vf  |ha(  vre  a^ 
cheated 

Peren,  With  a  trick  that  he  has.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Jmbas,  You -were  heretics  in  that  potnt^  till  he 
did  demonstrate.    Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

RoL  I  launot  contain  my  merry  spleep.  Ha,  ha ! 

Fulv.  Come,  my  lord»  let's  leave  th^  iipv,  to 
be  theicown  deri^tioo. 

[Exeunt  Amhasfador  an4  FDi.y|o« 

Enter  Guard,  with  Mo^ello. 

J>ond,  Signior  Morello,  ha,  hi^  ha !  I^ow  c^xam 
lie  in  a  petticoat  ? 

MareL  Carry  me  away  quic^y ;  they  will  laqgh 
me  out  of  my  little  wit. 

J2oA  No,  no,  do  not,  gentlemen ;  reipeipber 
yourselves. 

Grui,  Wo  wo'not  then* 

Peren,  Morello !  Til  wait  opon  him  to  the  pqke 
myself. 

MoreL  What  wise  man  in  Italy  would  be  in  my 
coat  now }  [£ji/. 

So/.  X  was  costive*  ^nd  an  infidel;  jou  sfte 
Christian  coxcombs ;  and  so,  while  I  see  what  wiU 
become  of  the  mirth  that  is  gone  before,  I  leave 
your  wise  signiorships  to  the  mercy  of  your  gar- 
ters; which  is  a  speedy^  way,  aft€;r  ^  Htd^  ^e, 
to  make  yourselves  invisible  ind^p  Fare  you 
weii,  [£j*. 

Dond.  %^r  Oruiij,  wc  9fe  gnljU 

Grut,  I  always  thought  he  would  cheat  as. 
What  shall's  do  to  present  nn^ laughter? 

Serv.  I  am  resolved,  ^|  sjij^  get  no  njorc  mo- 
ney by  him.  Gent^eqieoi  h^  i^hie^-l^uogf  droop 
not ;  'tis  in  tluA  sconce  '^  to  r^^/eoge  yourselves 
and  it  may  be  recover  yp)ircro\fnstoo^ 

Bond'  Hpw,  pr'ytW  ? 

iSrrr.  My  master — 

Dond.  Is  invisible ;  we  know'^  too  ive)I. 

Serv,  What  will  you  give  ^e  if  I  disQovfir  his9 
to  your  eyes  ag<iio,  nay*  give  him  to  yqur  poss^ 
sion  ? 

Bond,  Tliis. 

Grut.  And  ^bis*-ob,  quiqkly. 

[Give  him  money. 

Serv^  Then  first  kooiv,  my  master  is  not  that 
man  you  took  him  for ;  no  Altomfiro  he,  hat  JB^ 
namico  the  decayed  artist,  he  that  sa^de  |i|:op^ 
ties,  and  grew  pcM»r  for  want  of  pictures ;  who,  for 
fear  of  his  creditors,  left  his  dwellings  aAd,in  this 
quaint  di^uiae,  set  v^p  the  trade  of  coye^iog  such 
wise  gentlcroeti  as  you  are. 

Grut,  and  Dona,  Bonamico  ! 

Serv.  The  same. 

Bond  Oh  that  we  could  maeh  htm  again ! 

Serv.  Follow  me  doae,  and  I  will  bring  you 
within  an  hair's  breadth  of  liis  fidflO  beard  ionne- 
diately. 


'^ScoMce— head* 
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Grmt.  That  will  be  ncaQe^t 

Jhnd.  NiffiMyV  gp^d  lV|ftrcory,  wpblj. 

JEs/^  £uc£vrA,  FxDELi^A,  Mardona^Donella, 
Katharina,  Cassiana. 

JUL  MmAvx^  ]WQ  fine  too  passive ;  if  yc^  be 
dejected,  what  must  we,  whc^se  hopes  and  bUsiet} 
depend  upoa  yoar  fortune  ? 

Dam  Oh  liWtyy  Uhenty  I  Ane  ali  the  Eoman 
i^rits  extinct  ?  Never  a  Brutus  in  nature  to  de- 
lirer  poor  Mies  fcoap  thin  captivity? 

Cat,  Since  there  is  no  pfobabili^y  of  oar  ea- 
l^ilEement,  let's  be  merry,  and  despise  our  suffer- 
ings, laugh,  tell  Ules,  sing,  d90oe»  any  thing  to 
cozen  our  mclapcholy. 

Sttg.  There  ^re  son^  thoTijthts,  that  stick  upon 
nj  memory,  I  would  fain  discharge. 

jCaiA.  Shall  we  try  oor  lutes,  i^adfun  ? 

JEug.  And  voices,  if  you  please. 

J>Mi.  Yes,  yoa  majT  try :  they  say  music  buiJt 
th^  walls  of  Thebes ;  it  were  a  gret^er  miracle  if 
jou  could  charm  these  to  f^M.  i  shail  never  eq- 
dare  to  live  an  anchorite  thus ;  and,  if  it  were  not 
for  the  happiness  that  I  do  sof^etit^es  drea^n  of 
a  man,  I  should  leap  the  battlement  Now  wo^ld 
1 9jrp  all  my  jewel*  for  the  sighit  of  m  pair  of 
bct;ecbes^  though  there  were  uothi^g  in  'em. 

[Song. 

This  but  feeds  our  duUn^ss.  Shall  we  dapce, 
madaiQ,  and  stir  ourselves  I 

Coi.  I  am  for  that  music :  we  shall  grow  to  ^e 
grcMiiid,  an*  we  nse  no  more  activii^. 

Eug,  With  aU  my  heart. 

Dew.  None  o*  your  duU  ipeasures;'^  there's 
«o  ^port  but  in  your  country  £garies;  |t  nio^le 
daoce  will  heat,  and  make  us  merry. 

[Tliey  dance ;  vflUek  doM^  a  bell  ringi, 

Eug.  Hark,  the  bell. 

[£inil^V£i4^ande9ter$pgmmUhaktter. 

Ikm.  Some  news  from  the  Duke ; 
A  letcar,  madam,  and  thes^  jewels. 

Euf.  Ua!  whenofr— from  Florei^oe?    [Reads. 

This  n  my  father's  practioe;  Hi  perose  the  pa* 

per.  [^«/, 

Dom.  1  have  an  excellent  hiBt,ladie%  of  a  nprth 
Cannot  but  please  the  orincesa. 

Fid.  Whatis't?        * 

IXiJi.  It  will  require  every  one's  endeiivoiir : 
What  if  we  play  some  pretty  comic  story  ?    . 

MaUL  A  play? 

Cos.  Shall  we? 

Doa.  We  !  do  not  distfQst  yoar  own  perfonn- 
ance.    I   ha'  known  men   lia'  been  ipsufficienty 
bot  women  can  play  their  parts. 
Mar.  I  like  it ;  'twill  be  new. 
Dam.  We  will  net  present  it4e-«be 
Bot  engage  her  person  in  the  action; 


'  We  shall  be  too  few  else ;  some  pretty  interlude. 
To  square  with  our  number.— D'  ye  allow  it? 
.    M  VViUii^ly. 

Don.  Come,  I'll  acquaint  you  with  a  plot  then 
instaniJy;  refisr  yourseives  to  n^e  for  your  parts. 
We  can  recfiive  i^o  disparagement,  our  spectators 
cannot  jeer  us;  for  we'll  sjicak  but  totlie  people 
in  the  hangings  and  they  have  as  much  judgment 
as  some  men,  that  ar^  pu^  clothes,  ^  most  b^ 
walking  pictures.  ^ 

JU  I  sh^l  be  put. 

Cas.  What  part  will  you  give  nie?  I'll  be  a 
king. 
-  Katjk.  Thou'it  play  fi  tyr^mt  brafre|y, 

Dan'  Let  me  aioo^,  t'ii  fit  you  all,  I  warrant 
yovu  [£re{inf« 

Enter  Dondolo  and  Grutti. 

Dond.  Now  our  invisible  merchant  is  ca^ed,  w« 
may  redeem  our  opinion,  and  pass  again  in  the 
rank  of  discreet  courtiers. 

Grut.  I  think  now,  to  most  of  the  beholders* 
he  is  invisible  all  but  his  head,  for  he  has  but  i^ 
small  grate  to  look  out  at 

Dond.  He  shall  gull  oo  iQore  with  bis  avt^  I 
warrant  him. 

Grut.  Nay,  he  is  like  to  liel^'t;  for  I  hear 
since,  all  his  creditors,  like  so  many  crows,  have 
light  upon  him,  and  they'll  leave  him  but  a  tnia 
carcase. 

Dond.  I^t  'eni  p}ck  OQt  his  eyes,  whf^care  «i^e? 

Grut,  He  sent  me  an  epistle  to  take  pity  on  him* 

Dond.  But,  I  hope,  thou  hast  more  wit  than  tq^ 
shew  thyself  a  Christian  to  such  a  rascal  as1)e  is. 

Grut.  I  returned  him  iny  court-compHipent. 
thfit  I  was  sorry  I  could  not  serve  him ;  I  would 
do  him  any  office  that  stretched  pot  to  mine  owi| 
pR^^djce ;  th^  we  had  taken  ort^er  with  his  k^p- 
ers,  upon  payment  of  our  sum^  disburs^  he  migii^ 
be  enlarged. 

DoniL  Which  is  impossible. 

Enter  Bonamico  brave. 

Pr'ythee  let  n^  see  his  letter ;  in  what  submis- 
sive language  the  rogue  does  beseech  us — Most 
heroic  signiors, — good— I  throw  myself  at  the  feet 
of  your  mercy,  for  to  your  justice  I  bqg  t  may  not 
be  made  a  sacrifice— nay,  well  make  him  heg  ert 
we  ha'  done. 

Grut.  At  the  grate. 

Dond.  I  confess  I  h^*  done  ypp  wroqg— doe? 
be  so  ?  it  shall  not  serve  the  turn — there  is  no 
hope  I  shall  ever  satisfy  you,— all  the  better,  lie 
and  ro^— if  I  be  known  a  prisoner  to  my  credir 
tors,  I  am  irrecoverably  lost ;— oh,  compassionata 
a  miserable  man,  who  otherwise  most  soon  forfeit 
Jut  day-light,  and  die  in  a  dungeon.— -Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Bpnam.  ^ve  you,  noble  signiors. 


'^  Jhdl  memtrei^Stt  aote  S5  to  Jlexmukr  and  Cmiypmpu 
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Grut  Ha! 

BoTuL  Tis  he. 

Qi-ut.  Did  he  not  die  in  prison,  and  his  ghost 
Iiauuts  us,  braTe  ? — Tis  not  he. 

Bonaro.  When  this  eternal  mbstance*^  rf^  *oul 
Did  Iroe  ujuprisoned  in  my  wanton  jUik, 
and  so  forth — And  liow  d'ye  tike  Don  Andrea, 
gentlemen  ?  poor  snake  !  but  he  has  cast  his  skin, 
and  recovered  a  new  coat  o'the  Destinies'  spin- 
nios.  liThe  bird  is  flown  again. 

Dond.  How  the  devil  came  he  at  liberty  ? 

Grut,  And  thus  gallant? 
^  honam.  The  slave  does  not  beg  of  your  heroic 
^tnorships  a  court-compassion :  debts  roust  be 
pad :  there  is  no  danger  of  the  grate,  as  the  case 
pm-s,  nor  of  forfeiting  his  day-light  in  a  dungeon, 
if  I  mistake  not,  my  illustrious  piur  of  wigeons, 
my  serene  smooth-faced  coxcombs,  whose  brains 
arc  curdled  this  hot  weather.  Will  your  neat 
trorship  sell  your  cloak,  ha  ?  or  you  that  superflu* 
oas  double-hatch*d  rapier }  there  be  sums  in  na- 
tore  to  lend  you^  upon  secmity  that  I  shall  like 
©f. 

Dond,  He  jeers  ns. 

Grut,  Would  we  durst  beat  him. 

Bonam.  You  see  me  now,  gentlemen,  perfect- 
ly :  what  if  1  should  walk  bdbre  you  without  a 
body,  my  |iead  banging  in  the  air  like  a  comet  ? 

Enter  R<'LLIabdo. 

Grut.  Wonld  thou  wer*t  banged  any  way. 

Dond.  Here's  Rolliardo  too ! 
Let'«  be  gone. 

Bmam.  Or  shall  I  appoint  yon  a  day  when  I 
will  be  invisible  all  but  my  hand  ? 

Dond,  No,  I  thank  you,  sir;  we  have  some 
basmess  at  this  present 

Grut,.  Let's  to  the  prison,  and  know  the  won- 
der better :  j 
Noble  signior 

Bonam,  For  your  drowna— 

Dond,  We  are  glad  we  had  *cm  for  you :  dear 
ngnior,  talk  no  more  on  *em.  [Exeunt, 

Bonam,  Farewell  phantasmas  then— ha !  'tis  he, 
sir! 

"Rol  Keep  your  way. 

Bonam.  You  do  not  know  me : 
Bot  I  ha'  brought  a  life,  which  by  your  means 
Has  been  preserved  from  wretchedness;  your 

bounty 
I>esenres  vou  should  dispose  it 

RoL  W  hat  are  vou  ? 

Bonam,  I  was  the  object  of  a  charity 
We  seldom  meet  in  mankind ;  from  a  prison 


You  sent  a  sum  to  free  me. 

RoL  Pr'ythee,  friend,  if  thoo'st  received  a  be- 
nefit go  home,  and  say  thy  prayers ; 1  would 

forget  it 

Bonam,  IMlong  many  whom  your  nobleness  en* 
larged, 
I  caise  to  make  you  tender  of  my  service : 
Despise  not,  sir,  my  gratitude. 

RoL  D'ye  mock  me  f 

Bonam.   May  my  soul  want  heaven's  merest 
then  f  to  you, 
Next  my  Creator,  I  do  owe  this  my  being ; 
I  have  a  soul  is  full  6f  thanks;  but  name 
Employment  to  assure  you,  and  you  make  ram 

twice  happy. 
'  RoL  I  ha'  nothing  to  say  to  you. 

Bonam.  Then  I  ha'  something  to  say  to  you. 

RoL  How? 

Bonam,  And  you  shall  hear  it  too,  and  give  ma 
thanks; 
You've  sowed  your  charity  in  a  fruitful  ground. 
Which  shall  return  it  tenfold,  nay  one  hundred. 
What  you  have  done  for  me,  you  shall  acknow? 

ledge 
I  will  deserve  to  the  height. 

RoL  Th'  art  liberal  in  language* 

Bonam.  I'll  be  active— off  with  this  sullen  faoc^ 
It  scurvily  becomes  you,  d'ye  hear?- 
I  studied  for  you  since  you  paid  my  debts ; 
Ptl  do  yen  a  courtesy,  and  save  your  ^fe. 
Which  your  attempt  upon  the  princess  hat 
Left  desperate ;  a  happy  fancy,  sir. 
If  heaven  will  please  to  prosper  it,  and  yoa 
Not  be  your  own  enemy  to  rcfiise  it. 

RoL  lia,  ha,  ha !  what  mean'st  ? 

Bonam.  Nay,  you  shall  laugh,  and  heartily,  er^ 
I  ha'  done  wi*  ye. 

The  Duke  does  love  his  daughter,  sends  her  all 
Rarities  are  presented  to  him. 

RoL  His  soul's  not  dearer  to  him-»— what  of 
that? 

Bonfim,  Why  then  you  shall  be  admitted  inta 
the  castle  of  comfort,  that's  all ;  the  conceit  is  iu 
my  brain ;  and  would  you  could  as  probably  get 
her  consent  to  untie  her  virgin-zone,  as  I  dispose 
your  access  to  her ;  it  shall  not  cost  you  mnch.  If 
I  fail,  instead  of  saying  of  my  prayers,  I'll  curse 
the  destinies,  and  cfie  with  you. 

Rol*  D'ye  hear,  I  ha'  bestowed  three  hundred 
crowns  already  to  set  your  heels  at  liberty.  If 
you  do  mock  me,  it  shall  cost  me  five  hundred* 
but  I'll  ha'  you  clapped  up  again,  where  you  shall 
howl  all  dav  at  the  grate  for  a  meal  at  ni^hi  ftonE^ 
the  bask^t'^ 


'^  Wkm  this  eienuU  tubttoHee,  ftc.— See  The  Spanish  TragsAf* 
'7  The  bttsket^in  wbtcb  brokea  aseaC  was  fonaerly  scat  to  Ite  fkrisons,    S. 
Stewe  says,  that  *•'•  the  poorer  sort  of  pruoners,  as  well  In  this  coonter,  (i.  e.  the  Ponlti 
Weod-ftreety  receive  daily  relief  from  the  eheriff*«  Ublc  of  ail  the  broken  meat  and  br( 


in  that.  i« 
Strype'f 


SfllKLEY.} 


THE  BIRD  IN  A  CAGE. 


taai 


Bomam,  Are  yoa  in  earnest  now  ? 

RoL  Yes. 

Bonam,  By  all  that  you  have  threatened,  so  am 
I.    Have  but  the  patience  to  walk,  and  hear  me. 

RoL  Can  thy  art  procure  this  ? 

Bonam.  My  art !  Why,  look  you,  I  made  this 
watch     ril  bestow  it  on  you. 

RoL  What  ^  do  ?  to  reckon  the  hours  1  have 
CD  live? 


Bonnm.  It  sha'not  cost  me  so  much  trouble,  as 
that  toy  did,  to  make  you  master  of  your  wishes 
still,  if  ileaven  prosper  k.    Come,  let's  talk  pr»* 
vately,  you  shall  ha*  the  poC 
Ue  that  doth  many  good  deeds,  it  may  fall. 
Among  the  rest,  one  may  reward  them  all. 
I  long  to  be  discoursing  it.     Pray  lead  the  way. 

RoL  Provide  again  you  mock  me  not,    Comt 
on,  sir. 


ACT  IV. 


SCftNE  I. 
Enter  Domdolo  and  Grutti. 

Doii(f.J|blliardo  pay  his  debts  !  Sure  the  fellow, 
tiiat  neveRatv  much  money  in's  life,  now,  by  the 
Duke  made  master  of  so  many  sums,  is  grown 
mad  with  *em. 

GruL  Many  other  hath  he  discharged,  they  say. 

DoruL  He'll  undo  the  Exchequer  an'  he  hold  on. 
He  shall  be  chronrcled  for't. 

Grut.  He  has  some  cause  to  imagine  himself 
shtirt-lived,  aiid  that  makes  him  so  desperately 
charitable  toward  hi^  end.    Signior  Perenotto. 

Enter  Perenotto. 

Peren.  Ddndolo  and  Grutti;  news,  news  for 
je ! 

l)on<L  What,  we  beseech  you  ? 

Feren  You  have  lost  the  best  mirth  in  Italy  in 
your  absence ;  your  companion  Moretlo-^ 

Dond,  Was  carried  to  the  Duke  in  a  petticoat, 
■>  which  he  attempted  a  passage  to  the  sequester^ 
•d  ladies.    What*s  tlie  issue? 

Pereu  Mirth  in  abundance* 

Grut.  How  came  he  off? 

Ttren.  Nay,  'tis  oh  still.  The  Duke,  to  make 
himself  sport,  wouki  call  a  council,  before  whom 
the  poor  signior  must  be  arraigned.  Not  to  iiold 
joQ  m  SQspence,  the  business  was  merrily  discus- 
ted,  and  the  pitiful  projector  was  judged—  •. 

I>ond.  How,  how? 

Feren.  To  wear  the  petticoat  for  a  month.  If 
he  appear  without  it,  during  the  term,  tie  Incurs 
lus  pierpetual  exile  from  court. 


Dond,  and  Grut.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Feren.  Vou  may  imagine,  with  what  variett  of 
lamentable  faces  the  courder  heard  his  unexr#ected 
sentence.  Some  would  have  pleaded  for  hiio,  but 
for  laughter,  which  continued  so  loni;  and  so  high, 
that  he  had  time  to  collect  his  scattered  senses; 
and,  instead  of  swooning,  which  was  expected,  he 
grew  fortified,  and  most  humbly  besought  the 
Duke,  since  his  sentence  had  past  so  de^nitive^ 
he  would  be  so  merciful  to  admit  him  that  course 
of  a  moon  u»  be  his  Jester;  that,  since  he  could 
not  shake  off  the  fool's  coat,  that  he  might  have 
that  favourable  pretence  to  keep  it  on. 

Grut,  Very  good.' 

Feren.  'Twas  easily  granted ;  hut  ever  since,  to 
the  astonishment  of  the  hearers,  he  is  grown  so  jo* 
cund  and  airy,  nay,  as  if  he  had  been  bom  with 
a  song  in*s  head,  he  talks  everlasting  Imilad ;  no 
man  laughs  at  him,  but  he  lashes  hiai  in  rhyme 
worse  than  a  satyr.  The  Duke  has  privileecd  hit 
mirth,  made  him  fool-free,  and  now  he  plays  the 
tyrant.*-He*s  here  already. 

Enter  Morello  like  a  jester, 

MoreL  O  yes,  O  yes,  O  yet ! 
If  there  be  any  one,  in  city  or  ia  town,    ^ 
Can  shew  me  a  wise  man.  Til  please  him  for 
his  pains. 

Feren  Disgrace  has  made  htm  witty.  »    m 

Dond.  What  will  you  say  to  him  wUl  shew  yoo 
a  wise  man  f 

MoreL  Marry,  if  he  go  far,  he  is  not  so  wise 
as  he  should  be.  Dondok),  Grutti!  old  acqaaiot- 
ance,  how  is't?  bow  is*t? 


•dUion,  1720,  b.  lU. 
ket: 


^tChii^^LDd 
visit  tb^^^K,  I 
Moen  co^^Rn  t 


p.  51.    And  Mosshiger,  in  J^  City  Madam^  act  i.  sc.  1., 

"  Thoo  unthankful  wretcli, 

Did  our  chanty  redeem  thee  but  of  prison. 
Thy  patrimony  spent,  ragged,  and  lowsy  t 
When  the  sheriff's  basket  and  his  broi(en  meat 
Were  your  festival  excaedingsi  and  is  this 
So  soon  forgot  ?" 


tkesheriTsI 


I  probably  at  some  other  times,  it  is  still  cnstemary  for  the  lord  mayor  aad  sherift  to 
and  the  hoosm  of  those  who  vend  either  meat  or  bread,  and  solicit  charity  for  the  pd« 
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GruU  Tte  case  is  ahered  #ith  jod. 
Morel.  It  does  appear  so ;  but  notbidg  can  tnMkf^ 
mt  proQd,  V\[  know  my  fellows. 
Peren.  How  do  yoa  mean,  Morello  f 
Morel.  Your  fordshtp  maj  make  one  at  foot- 
ball; 
Tb  all  the  sport  now-a-days. 

What  other  is  the  ^orld  than  a  ball, 
Which  we  run  after  with  hoop  and  with 

hollow? 
V  that  doth  catch  it  is  sure  of  a  fall, 
His  heels  trip*d  up  by  him  that  dolh  follow.  • 
^  T)ond.  Do  not  women  play  too  ? 
Crut.  They  are  too  H^ht,  quickly  down. 
Morel.  O  yes,  they  are  the  best  fi;an]esters  of  all. 
For  though  they  often  lie  on  the  ground, 
Nut  one  am'mgst  a  hundred  will  fail, 
But  ander  her  coats  the  ball  will  be 

found. 
With  a  fading.  '^ 
But  we  be  three  of  old^  without  exception  to 
yonr  lordship,  only  vritli  this  diiferehce,  I  am  the 
wisest  fool ;  fbh  you  play  the  foul  in  your  old 
olbthes,  and  1  have  a  new  coiat  on. 
PIre/i.  Does  it  not  become  him  ? 
Bond.  Rarely  well ;  Do  you  ever  mean  to  re- 
8^  it  ?  '         * 

Grut,  Twefe  pity  bat  he  should  have  a  pa- 
tent fbr't,  to  him  and  hi%  posterity. 

Morel,  Hark  yon,  gentlemen,  d'ye  heat  the  news  ? 
'Dond,  News !  what  news  ? 
Morel.  Do  you  not  httef  un't  yet  ?  why,  'tis  in  a 
ballad  already. 

Grt/^  And  thod  can*M  sing  it 
Mwel.  Tw^s  well  gues'd,  and  I  tan., but  hit  o* 
the  tune. 

I  an  ihvhihtefoT,  b^  chancy 
^_     et  tdtth  two  viiible  getse ; 
Be  led  *tfh  a  fihe  invUible  dafice, 
,    For  a  hundred  crowns  a-piece. 
^  ^  Invisible  ail  but  his  hand  he  would  go, 
But  when  it  came  to  be  trt/d. 
Not  only  his  hand  which  was  left  he  did  show, 

Hut  a  fair  pair  of  heels  beside.. 
Invisible  tinre  their  itits  have  betn. 

But  yet  there  is  hope  of  either, 
T/teirwit  nnd  their  crowns  may  return  again. 
Invisible  altogether.  [Exit. 

Grut.  And  he  continue  thus  but  a  moon,  he'll 
tftfike  the  Goun  mad. 

Peren.  Oh  'twill  be  excellent;  since  it  is  not 
safe  for  a  wise  man  to  speak  truth,  'twere  pity 
fools  should  lose  their  privilege.    The  Duke. 

Enter  Duke,  Fulvio,  and  Courtiers. 
.  Fulv.  My  lord. 


Duke.  What  ittii 

Fulv.  Here's  an  important  suitor  calls  bidi^If 
A9  nttiit,  hambty  craves  admittance  with 
A  present  which  he'd  tender  to  .your  acceptance. 
And,  if  my  judgilnent  err  not,  a  most  pleasing  one. 

Duke.  Let  us  see  him  and  his  p^eut; 
It  will  reward  my  daughter's  patience, 

I^ve  and  obedience : All  the  rarities 

Ten  kingdoms  yield,  shall  not  be  thought  too 

weighty. 
That  she  may  shift  each  solitary  hour 
With  a  fresh  object. 

Enter  Bonamico.    A  Cage  discovered. 

Dond.  Bonamico !    ' 

Grut.  Tis  he. 

DulctL  By  my  love  to  goodnesi,  4| 
It  is  a  master-piece,  'ti^ill  feed  the  eye 
With  plenty  of  delight. 

Bonam.  I  am  as  locund  since  I  am  admitted,  t 
talk  a^  ghb, 
Methinks,  as  he  that  fariii3  the  monuments.  ^ 

Duke.  Is't  not,  sirs  ? 
'  Peren.  My  lord,  I  have  not  seen  so  iliuch  delight 
In  i[i\y  piect*  thv^t  seven  years. 

hijkf,  WPvcre's  the  master  of  this  work? 

l^ifhum.  My  lord, 
I  am  the  constable,  that  put  all  these  in  the 
cau^t'/tind  you  m\ty  csill  it  a  point  of  injustice,  for 
thi  f  rtfvcr  kept  lute  hours :  though  they  all  wear 
feaLhei%  thc:i:«'s  nr)t  a  roarer  amongst  them,  dod 
yer,  lre/i|  they  ^M^ered,  they'd  fly  high,  for  some 
oi  itAeTrt  4rr  \-Lr\-  ]  jfty-minded- 

lytikc.  A  p1e:j^jnt  fellow  too. 

BonmB.  OK  iiLy  lord,  we  are  all  bom  iff  oiif 
dcgrreii  t*i  inakL  one  another  merfy :  the  birds 
mnkc  mil  ijii  m.  I  make  nrty  wife  tnerry,  the  fbol 
miikr^  yjilf  cMikruers  mferry,  and  th6  tourtibrs 
tniiku  youi|i'rui  e  sherry. 

Duke.  Atid  wlicjin  do  I  make  merry  ? 

BormmMhe  ^^hole  comtaonwealth,  if  you  go- 
vt ru  hiiiKlSf>Lnefv,  • 

Dakii.  TheiL'i  Jaltin's  miKh  : Jy  . 

ni  have  this  fellow  wait  i*the  conrt. 

BdnariL  I  shall  be  kicked  out  by  the  pages. 

Duke.  Why  so? 

Bonam.  Because  I  cannot  flatter. 

Duke.  A  conceited  thing : 
We  lack  the  humourist  Rolliardo  here. 

Dond.  We  saw  him  in  the  court  ere  while,  mj 
lord. 

Duke.  This  humour  would  hatie  been  a  gad- 
fly to  him. 
And  stung  him  to  the  quick. 

Bcmam.  Not  altogether  so,  Duke.  ^' 

Grut.  Fellow,  what  bird  is  that  ? 

Bonam.  Fellow ! — cry  mercy,  I  do  forget  yoa, 
fellow,    ril  tell  thee :  d'  ye  not  know  him  ?  'tis 


'•  Fading. — J  fadir  -» is  an  Irish  dance.     Sec  Mr  Tyrrwhit's  note  on  The  Winter^s  Tale 
'*  That  farms  the  monuments.^^l  suppose  he  means  the  monuments  in  old  St  i^aul's,  'or 
vluter-Abbey.    8. 


West- 


Shible^t.] 


THE  BIRD  IN  A  CAGE. 


^41 


av  Arabian  woodcock,  tbe  same  that  carried  a 
bunch  of  grapes  in  January  last  to  Bethlem  Ga- 
bor. 

Dond,  And  what  call  you  this?     . 

Bonam,  This  wbs  the  duke  of  Venice  his  own 
balfinch,  and  taken  by  the  Turks. 

Duke.  By  the  Turks  sa/st  thou  ?  he  droops 
indeed. 

Bonam,  Since  his  captivhy,  the  wretch  endured 
Much  misery  by  thekifklel;  it  bad  nothing 
But  bread  and  water  for  three  months. 

Fulv.  A  shrewd  calamity. 

Duke,  I  do  affect  this  fellow's  prate. 

Feren,  What's  this? 

Bonam,  This  is  the  blackbird  which  was  hatcht 
that  day 
Qondamore  died ;  ***  and  which  was  o'minoufv 
About  that  time  Spinota's  thrush  ^'  forsook  him. 

Feren.  Was  this  he  ? 

Bonam,  Yes. 

Duke.  And  what  was  this  ? 

Bonam,  This  was  the  pigeoi^  was  so  shrewdly 
handled 
For  carryinpr  letters  at  the  siege  of  Bergen.  ** 

Feren.  AJas,  pretty  bird 

Bonam.  This,  a  wagtail  of  the  city,  which  a 
silkraan 
So  dearly  loved,  he  caTled  k  wife^  but  ooult*  not 
(Though  in  much  jealousy  he  had  cs^  her  up) 
Keep  her  from  flying  out.    This  was  a  rail, 
Bred  up  by  a  zealous  brother  *in  Amsterdam,  *' 
Which  being  sent  unto  an  English  lady. 
Was   ta'en  at  sea  by  Dunkirkess.— Name   but 

Rome, 
And  straight  she  gapes  as  she  would  eat  the  pope ; 
A  bird  to  be  made  much  on  :  she  and  the  horse 
That  snorts  at  Spain,  by  an  instinct  of  nature. 
Should  hare  shewn  tricks  together.    I  could  run 

*    over — 
But  your  gracious  pardon, 

Duke.  How,  our  pardon  ? 

Bonam.  Vm  now  another  man,  and  knew  my 
distance. 

Duke,  This  man  is  gc^od  at  all. 

Bonam,  My  buffoon  face  is  off,  I  did  but  shew 
The  impudent  condition  of  a  mountebank. 
That  sets  off  base  toys  with  miraculous  lies.^ 
Thus  far  FH  boast :  they  are  the  only  choice 


Italy,  and  other  parts  of  Europe  yield 

For  the  work ;  if  it  prove  so  fortunate 

To  receive  grace  from  your  divine  acceptance^ 

The  wovknanship  (so  duty  suffer  not) 

I  freely  tender 

Duke,  No,  that  were  to  quench 
Theiim  iri'-ali  deservers — Fulvio. . 

Pulv.  My  lord". . 

Dmke.  Pay  tbe  cost  double :  FU  seud  it  tamy 
daughter.  ^ 

Bonaia.  It  takes  as  art  could  wish  it.  ^Ande. 

Duke.  I  know  it  is  a  present,  the  sweet  spal 
Will  raise  much  joy  in. — Signior  Perenotto—  1" 

Feren,  My  lord. 

BomuiK  There  are  two  birds  I  ha'  not  named. 

Bbnd,  What  ase  they  ? 

Bonam,  A  pair  of  gulls,  which  you  may  share 
between*  you. 

Feren,  It  shall,  my  lord. 

Dttke.  If  Fbrence  now  keep  tonch,  we  ibordy 
sliall      . 
Condade  aii  fear  with  a  glail  m \n\ al    [ Kxeuni . 

£n/er  £U0ENIA>  FiDELLA,  Ma  RDO^  A.,  ]^^£LLA^ 

Cassiana,  KATUAniK^*     '   •*  »»• 

Don,  Yoifclike  this  story  be«iL  thon  ? 

Eug^  Thaiof  Jupiter  and  Daaae  comes  near 
oar  own. 

Dan*  Bo  it  so ;  we  are  all  perfect  in  the  plot, 
I  think, 

Eug,  You<  shall  dispose  the  rest. 

Don,  Yoti  will  not  be  ambitious  then,  and 
quarrel  about  the  ports,  liko  your  spruce  actor, 
that  will  not  play  out  of  the  best  clothes,  and  the 
fine  young  prince,  who,  if  he  fight,  'tis  six  to  four 
he  kills  all,  and  gets  the  lady. 

Fid,  We  ore  constant,  you  shall  appoint  them. 

Don,  Then,  madam,  without  ceremony,  yoii 
I  shair  play  Danae,  that  is  shut  ap  in  the  brazen 
tower. 

Eug.  Well,  I'm  contented,  'twill  suit  with  niy 
present  fortune. 

Don,  I  need  not  to  instruct  you  in  the  cha- 
racter. You  shall  be  the  king  Acrisius,  her  far 
titer ;  a  jealous,  harsh,  crabbed  man,  who,  in  fear 
of  the  orafcle,  commands  her  to  be  thus  endo* 
•ed.     • 

Mar,  So :— I'll  fit  you  for  a  vinegar  king* 


^  Gondamore  died.~^The  celebrated  ambassador  from  ^paia,  who  obtained  an  inflnence  over  Kin^  ^ 
James,  a.s  dbbooourable  to  jthe  crown  as  disgraceful  to  the  nation.     He  died  a  very  short  time  after  the 
king/  in  the  yc^r  IB^^^y  lit  ;i  plji^L-  called  Bunnel,  of  pure  apprehnsiona  of  griefs  as  Howel  say*  it  was  j^i- 
ven  out.    Ho  iva^  ihea  oa  it'm  wav  lo  Flanders,  from  whence  he  designed  to  have  come  to  England.    See 
HowflV  L(itt^r>tfdit.  ItfiK  P'  17^- 
" l^/'aji/icy^iU  ^iH^ms  tn  allude  to  some  circumstance  at  that  time  well  known,  bat  now  per- 
tly, pftt.     Ilie  iiKirqais  of  Spinola  was  the  person  who  carried  on  the  siege  of  Ostend^ 
iii.  iak**n  in>lict'  othelow. 
]/  thrgttt^    Thr  t^t  wo  of  Bergen  was  invested  by  the  narquis  of  Spinola  in  I6$J,  hot  with* 
e*^^^f"  hcfdrr  ic  Mome  time,  he  found  himself  obliged  to  raise  the  siege* 
uoic  16  to  The  Maifor  of  Quinborough.    IhMlsley's  ediL 
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Don.  No  matter  for  properties—** 
We'll  imafrine,  madam,  too  have  4  beard 

Ftd.  What  shall  I  play  ? 

Von.  You  roust  be  ladies,  whom  the  king 
leaves  to  keep  her  company  ;  entertam  what  ba- 
uiour  jou  please. 

Cos.  and  Katk,  This  is  our  own  parts  indeed. 

Don.  You  will  play  it  the  more  natural,  and 
let  me  alone  to  play  the  llmnderer,  111  wanton 
Jove  it^  now  whet  your  inventions  and  about  it, 
imagine  our  scene  expressed,  and  the  New-pri- 
son, the  title  advanced  in  form. 

Jug.  The  New-prison  !  why? 

Don.  O  'tis  an  excellent  name,  where  spec- 
tators throng  together,  as  ours  do  methinks  in  the 
arras  already ;  the  music  have  their  part.  Dis- 
pose yourselves  for  your  entrances,  while  I  speak 
the  prologue  to  our  mixed  audience  of  silk  and 
crewel  gentlemen  *'  in  the  hangings. — Hem. 

Kaik,  Let  it  be  a  confident  prologue  howso- 
ever. [Aftisic 

Bait.  Ye  are  welcome  to  New-priaon;  we  have 
still 
Our  ancient  keeper,  and  we  fear  he  will 
Speak  in  his  old  key  too ;  but  do  not  look  for 
Choice  diet,  for  alas,  we  play  the  cook  for 
AW  you  are  like  to  feed  on;  let  yoor  palate 
Expect  at  most  then  but  a  root  or  sallad  ' 

Picked  from  the  prison  garden.    We  know  you 

are 
Judicious  hangings,  and  well  seen ;  nor  dare 
We  lift  you  up  (too  bold)  lest  we  incense 
Your  green  and  spreading  wits  with  impudence. 
Atl  bef^an,  let  me  conclude  in  rhyme ; 
Hang  still,  you  learned  critics  of  the  time. 

I^Iow  Danae  and  the  ladies. 

Eug.  Wan  ever  father  to  his  child 
80  unkind }  It  makes  me  wild, 
When,  to  tieguile  a  tedious  hour, 
From  the  top  of  this  high  tower, 
I^see  every  other  creature. 
Enjoy  a  liberty  by  nature. 
Can  the  silver  running  fountains, 
AwA  the  cloud-aspiring  mountuns, 
Every  grove  and  flowery  field, 
But  a  new  affliction  yield  ? 

Don.  This  is  excellent;  she  has  played  the 
part  before. 

Ca%.  Waste  not  yourself  in  woeful  plajnt, 
Sorrow  will  not  help  restraint. 
Think,  madam,  ail  is  but  a  dream. 

That  we  are  in— Now  I  am  out beam,  cream ; 

'  Help  me,  Katharina,  1  can  make  no  sens^  rhyme 
to't. 

Dotu  Cream  is  as  good  a  rhyme  as  your  mouth 
can  wish ;  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 


Cos.  Does  not  the  arras  laugh  at  me  ?  it  shake^^ 
methinks. 

KatK  It  cannot  chose,  there's  one  behind  doea. 
tickle  it. 

Eug.  A  dream !  alas,  'tis  uo  relief 
For  us  to  flatter  so  much  ^ef ! 
Fancy  wants  power  to  delij^t. 
Or,  if  we  could  think  it  might. 
Such  a  dream  so  sad  would  make  us^ 
That  It  could  not  chuse  but  wake  ua. 

Don.  Mj  bdy  has  helped  her  pretty  wcU  o«^- 
of  her  dream. 

Kath.  The  sun  with  glittering  golden  ray^ 
May  appear  one  of  these  days ; 
You  know  always,  after  winter. 
Comes  the  spring  and  pleasant  summer* 

Don,  Winter  and  summer !  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Mar,  Winter  and  smnmer !  by  my  faith  diatV. 
well,  there's  but  half  a  year  between ;  there  be 
some  call  themselves '  poets,  make  their  rhymea 
straddle  so  wide,  a  twelvemonth  will  hardly  re-  ^ 
condle  them,  and  I  hope,  a  lady  may  straddle  ^  ] 
little  by  poetical  licence. 

Cat.  Madam,  your  father,  king  Acrisius. 

Mar,  Must  I  enter  already  f — Hum. 

Eug,  This  is  his  hour  to  visit  us. 

Mar.  How  fares  our  daughter  ? 

Cos.  What  voice  is  that  f 

Don,  The  king  speaks  through  a  trunk. 

Mar.  How  is't,  heroic  birth  ?  what  dubess,  cold' 
As  Saturn's,  dwells  on  thy  forehead  ?  be  bold 
To  give  thy  srief  a  tongue ;  instruct,  chilc^ 
My  paternaT  nature,  lest  1  grow  wild 
As  the  rude  north : — thought  of  thee  makes  mjr 

hairs 
Silver,  my  blood  is  curdled  with  my  cares. 

Don.  Most  high  and  mighty  nonsense!  sure 
the  king  has  swallowed  pills,  and  liis  stomach,, 
not  able  to  digest  them,  does  vomit  them  up  again. . 

Mar,  Is  thy  organ  dumb, 
Or  am  I  grown  cheap  in  majesty  ?  trivial  fool. 
Shall  I  reap  crabbed  thistles  in  neglect  for  ricb 
love  ? 

Cai.  Crabbed  language,  I  am  sure. 

Don.  Sure  my  lady  does  not  understand  him  ? 

£11^.  If  my  brow  so  sad  appear. 
My  fortune's  livery  I  wear. 

Mar,  Weep  no  more,  thy  eyes  pave  the  ground 
with  pearl. 
My  power  is  raised,  my  crown  thy  tribute,  girl, 
Here  is  nothing  to  want 

Eug.  Nothing  to  want,  indeed  ?  to  be 
A  prisoner  speaks  all  misery. 

Mar.  Cnrse  not  thy  soft  stars,  but  take  .thy  fm 
bliss 
With  comfort :  free  from  loud  noise  and  fear  is 


*^  PropeWi«t,  in  the  laogoage  of  the  playhouse,  are  every  implemeot  neccaiary  to  the 
notes  by  Dr  Jobnsoo  and  Mr  Stevens  to  The  taming  of  the  Shrmt,  ladaction. 

^^  8iik  and  crewel  ^enrkjnea.-— Crevsf  is  wor$ied.    See  note  on  JCim  Lmtt,  A*  ?•  S.  4.  vol. 
1178.    b.  it 
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Thj  f^ody  station.    When  I  have  onacrewed 
Mysucal  oracles,  which  not  understood. 
Do  perplex  with  invoWed  seobe — I  shall  then 
^.Enlarge  thy  person,  Danae;  till  when, 
1?  aught  else  do  c\o%  thy  thoughts  with  unkiod 
Thoughts,  unload  the  dark  burthen  of  thy  mind. 
Pronounce  thy  grief  aloud,  my  amorous  darling, 
And  I  will — — 

Ca*.  Let  him  chuse  his  rhyme,  I  beseech  you, 
madam. 

Mar,  Uh,  uh— -cold  phlegm  obstructs  my  km^ 
guage— -barling,  carling. 

Don.  Ha,  ha,  'tis  time  to  make  an  end, 
He  was  almost  choked  with  his  own  phrase. 

Mar.  And  you  get  me  to  play  on  old  man 
«gain*- 

Don,  We'll  have  a  young  one  for  thee ;  twenty- 
one  and  a  coat^  is  a  double  game  :^my  ^n 
^comes  next. 

Etig.  He's  gone,  and  leaveth  us  behind. 
To  tm  our  passions  to  the  wind. 
Ha !  what  o  the  sudden  doth  surprize 
My  active  motion  ?  On  my  eyes 
What  dark  and  heavy  cloud  doth  sit, 
To  persuade  me  it  is  night? 
It  is  some  charm ;  I  cannot  keep 
These  windows  open,  I  must  sleep. 

Enter  Jupiter. 

Cot.  This  was  well  passionated :  now  cemes 
Jupiter,  to  take  my  lady  na|iping ;  well  sleep  too : 
let  the  wanton  have  her  swing,  would  slie  were  a 
man  for  her  sake. 

Jap.  Let  the  music  of  the  spheres 
t^aptivate  these  mortal  ears ; 
While  Jove  descends  into  this  tower, 
In  a  golden  streaming  shower. 
To  di^uise  him  from  the  eye 
Of  Juno,  who  is  apt  to  pry 
Into  m;|r  pleasures,  I  to-day 
-  Have  bid  Ganyroed  go  play. 
And  thus  stole  from  heaven  to  be 
Welcome  on  earth  to  Danae. 
And  see  where  the  princely  maid. 
On  her  easy  couch  is  laid, 
Fairer  than  the  queen  of  loves, 
Dritwn  about  with  milky  doves.  ^ 
To  thee  let  Paphian  altars  smoke^ 
Priests  thy  better  name  invoke. 
When  Hymen  li^hu  his  holy  fires^ 
Thou  that  canst  infuse  desires 
lin  the  gods,  from  thy  Up 
Let  Jove  heavenly  nectar  sip, 
And  translate,  by  kissing  thee,  ^ 
Into  thy  breast  his  deity. 
But  I  rob  myself  of  treasure, 
1^  is  but  the  ^ate  of  pleasure : 
To  dwell  here,  it  were  a  sin. 
When  MAim  is  within. 
Leav64uben  these  flattering  kisse^, 
To  rifleMHr  greater  blisses.      ^   [Beil within, 

fiugi  ^fm  bell— news  from  n^  fattier. 


.  Cat.  Then  your  play  is  interrupted  Jove— - 
Madam,  I'll  see. 

Don.  Beshrew  the  bell-man ;  and  you  had  not 
waked  as  you  did,  niadam,  I  should  ha'  forgot  my-  . 
self,  and  played  Jupiter  indeed  with  you ;  my 
imaginations  jwere  strong  upon  me,  and  you  lay 
sweetly— how  now? 

Cat.  A  preaeut,  madam,  from  the  duke :  One  of 
the  finest  pieces  of  pageantry  that  e'er  you  saw  : 
'tis  a  cage  with  variety  of  birds  in  it :  ^  moves 
on  wheels.  Your  assistance,  ladies,  to  bmg  it  in. 

Eug.  A  cage — if  from  Florence,  it  shall  to  the 
fire. 
Or  whence  soe'er :  it  cannot  be  intended 
But  as  a  mockery  of  my  restraint. 
I^m  very  sad  o*tiie  sudden  :  ha  !  *tis  so : 
Break  it  to  pieces. 

Dan.  Twere  pity,  madam,  to  destroy  so  much 
art. 

Eug.  Yet  spare  the  workmanship,  in  the  perusal 

Therers  something  pleads  for  mercy: 1  feel 

within 
Some  alteration,  I  know  not  what ; 
Let  me  intreat  your  absence  for  some  minutes ; 
I  am  in  earnest,  pray  do,  without  reply. 
Your  eyes  shall  feed  with  plenteous  satisfaction 
On  this  gay  object,  when  I  call  you. 

LatUet.  We  obey  you.  [Exeunt. 

Eug,  Yet  can't  I  say  I  am  alone,  that  have 
So  many  partners  in  captivity. 
Sweet  fellow-prisoners,  'twas  a  cruel  art. 
The  first  invention  to  restrain  the  wing, 
To  keep  the  inhabitants  o*the  air  close  captive, 
That  were  created  to  sky  freedom :  surely 
The  merciless  creditor  took  his  first  light. 
And  prisons  their  first  models,  from  such  bird* 

loops. 
I  know  yon  nightingale  is  not  lon^  lived. 
See  how  that  turtle  mourns,  wanting  her  mate  t 
And  doth  the  duke,  my  father,  think  I  can 
Take  comfort  either  in  restraitit,  or  in 
The  sight  of  these  that  every  moment  do 
Present  it  to  me  ?  were  these  tendered  me  ? 
They  siiall  no  more  be  prisoners  to  please  me, 
Nor  shall  the  woods  be  robbed  of  so  much  music. 
[She  opent  the  Cage,  and  Rolliardo 
comet  from  the  Pillar. 

HoL  I  take  you  at  your  word,  fair  princesi^ 
I  am  the  truest  prisoner :  tremble  not. 
Fear  flies  the  ^oble  mind,  for  injury  dares  not 
come  near. 

Eug,  Sir,  what  are  you  ? 

Rol  The  humblest  of  your  servants. 

Eug.  You  are  not  mine ;  for  in  this  bold  at- 
tempt 
You  have  undone  me. 

RoL  You  see  I  keep' at  distance. 

Eug.  You're  too  near;  1  will  discover  yoa 
though 
I  fall  myself  by  your  presumption. 

Rol.  Hold,  be  counselled  rather 
But  to  calm  silence  for  a  pair  of  miautc% 
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And  none  sliall  perish :  yon  shall  saire  him  too 
That  would  for  your  sake  lose  himself  for  ever. 

Eug.  For  my  sake  ?  what  relation  has  my  birth. 
Or  any  passion  I  call  mine,  to  you  f 

Bol  Nor  doom  me  unto  scorn  ;  I  am  a  gentle- 
man; 
And  when  my  inimitable  resolution 
In  those  attempts  wliose  very  sound  breeds  earth- 
quakes 
In  othtr  hearers,  shall  your  knowledge  fill 
With  wonder  and  amaze,  you  will  at  least 
Think  I  fall  too  low,  if  I  love  beneath  you. 

Eug.  Ha !  this  is  a  strange  accident. 

KoZ  Was  it  less 
Than  death,  dear  princess,  to  adventure  hither? 

Evg.  It  will  be  death,  however. 

RoZ  You're  deceived,  lady. 

Eug.  How  I  am  perplexed ! 

RoZ  It  had  been  death ; 
Your  sight  gives  me  a  lease  of  longer  life, 
My  head  stands  fast. 

Eug,  lie  speaks  all  mystery ;  I  sha'not  get  him 
off, 
I  fear,  without  some  stain. 

RoL  Tlic  truth  is,  princess,  if  you  now  discover 
me, 
(Though  I  made  nice  at  first,  to  put  your  fright  by,) 
You  cannot  harm  me  much,  I  ha*  done  my  task. 
Do  you  fear  me  still  ?  why  is  there  such  a  space 

Betwixt  us,  lady? Can  you  keep  that  man 

At  so  unkind  a  distance,  that  for  your  sake 
Has  in  his  undertaking  swallowed  danger, 
Robb*d  death  of  all  his  fears  ? 

Eug.  For  my  sake  ? 

RoZ  Your's fair  princess,  dare  you  so  far 

trust  me  yet. 
To  let  me  kiss  ^our  hand  ? 

Eug,  Audacious! sir, 

I  shall  grow  loud,  if  you  forget  your  distance, 

Not  that  yoj  may  hold  long— 

I'm  study  mg  how  I  should  be  rid  of  him  without 

their 
Knowledge :  yet  that's  dangerous  too,  and  might 
Shew  guilt  in  me,  for  he  will  boast  ou't. 

RoL  Such  was  the  Duke^  your  gracious  fathers 
care, 
He  would  put  confidence  in  none  about  him. 
But  saw  me  brought  himself. 

Eug,  This  is  a  fine  paradox. 

RoZ  Which  most  be  to  high  purpose.    Come, 
be  wise, 
And  keep  me  while  you  have  me ;  'tis  but  reaping 
I'his  fruitless  harvest  from  my  cheek  and  chin, 
And  you  can  form  the  rest.  You're  young  and 

beautiful ; 
Lose  not  the  blessing  of  your  youth,  sweet  prin- 
cess; I 


Fair  oppoitmiky  iRf^ls  upon  your  pleasure ; 
You  want  but  rae  first  knowledge  of  your  joy. 
Your  blood  is  ripe;  oome,  1  am  confident 
Your  will  is  but  controolM  by  upMart  fears, 
Dke  advanced  beggars,  that  will  check  tbeir 

princes. 
My  safest  way  is  yours  now  to  cDuceal  me, 
It  may  be  thought  1  have  enjoyed  you  else; 
111  censure  soob  takes  fire :  oay,  perhaps. 
To  be  revenged  of  your  stem  cruelty, 
I'll  swear  myself  I  btve  possessed  you  freely. 
Play  your  game  wisely  then,  your  honour  lies 
Full  at  my  mercy ;  come,  'tis  in  your  love 
To  lead  me  to  a  secret  couch. 

Eug,  Bold  villain. 
For  these  uncivil,  most  unhallowed  words, 
I'll  die,  but  I'll  undo  thee. 

Rol.  Stfty,iind  let  me  circle  in  mine  arms 
All  happiness  at  once ;  I  have  not  soul 
Enougp  to  apprehend  ray  joy,  it  spreads 
loo  mighty  for  me.«— Know,  excellent  Eug^ii^ 
I  am  the  prince  of  Florence,  that  owe  heaven 
More  for  thy  virtues,  tlian  his  own  creation. 
I  was  born  with  euilt  enough  to  cancel 
My  first  purity ;  but  so  duMte  a  love 
As  thine,  will  so  refine  tny  second  being. 
When  holv  marriage  frames  us  in  ooe  pieces 
Angels  wiU  envy  me. 

Eug,  Ha,  the  prince  of  Florence? 

RoZ  I  ha'  made  no  travail  for  so  rich  a  bles- 
sing; 
Turn  me  to  pilsriipage,  divineet  beauty, 
And  when  I  lu? put  a  girdle  'bout  the  worid,  ^ 
This  purchase  will  reward  me. 

Eug.  Purchase !— I  am  not  bought  and  sold,  I 
hope? 

RoL  Give  it  what  name  you  will,  you're  mine, 
Eugenia. 

Eug,  Your's,  prince  ?  I  do  not  know  by  what 
title  you  pretend  this  claim ;  I  never  yet  remem- 
ber ttiat  I  saw  you ; 
And,  if  I  had  any  interest  in  myself, 
Produce  your  witness  when  I  gave  it  you. 
I  have  possession  yet ;  ere  I  deliver  it, 
You  must  shew  stronger  evidence. 

RoL  Are  we  not  contracted  ? 

Eug.  Contracted!   when?  where?        Good 
prince,  I  picy  your  abuse. 

RoL  Tis  firm  between  our  fathers. 

Eug,  Mine  cannot  give  away  my  heart 

RoZ  Cannot? 

Eug.  Shall  not,  prince :  'tis  not  your  travmil  and 
your  trouble. 
With  this  conceit  to  boot,  were  it  your  owa 
Invention,  with  all  your  birds  about  you, 
That  can  take  me. 

RoL  Is  it  my  person,  madam, 


^^  Jnd  when  I  ha'  put  a  girdle  ^boMt  the  worldm — This  expre»ion  teeaa  to  have  been  proverbiaL    Bet 
Mr  Stecveoi's  note  on  Midmmtner  NighVi  Dreamt  A.  S.  St  S* 
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You  hold  unworthy?  For  my  birth  and  fortune 
Cannot  deserve  your  scorn. 

Eug.  It  takes  not  from 
The  greatness  of  your  state,  or  blood,  my  lord, 
To  say  I  cannot  love  you,  since  affection 
Tlows  uncoropelled,  and  rests  in  the  clear  olyect ; 
Nor  do  1  rob  your  person  of  just  value, 
If  to  me  other  seem  as  fair  and  comely. 
Form  may  apparel,  and  becooae  what  we 
Affect,  not  cause  true  love :  you  have  enough 
To  promise  you  a  happier  choice;  attempt 
A  nobler  fate,  and  leave  me  to  myself. 
And  humble  destiny :  for  know,  Florentine, 
I  have  but  one  faith,  one  love,  and  though  my 

father 
Lock  up  my  person,  'tis  beyond  his  will 
To  make  me  false  to  him  I  gave  my  faith  to ; 
And  youVe  not  noble  now  if  you  proceed. 
Be  then  what  you  were  born,  and  do  not  tempt 
A  woman  to  commit  a  sacrilege ; 
For  when  I  ^ve  my  heart  to  any  other 
Than  my  Philenzo,  I  commit  that  sin. 

IHe  ducffotrt  himself. 


RoL  If  you'll  not  pardon,  FIl  deliver  up 
Philepzo  to  be  punbhed  for  this  triad.— «6ec,  lady. 

Eug,  My  dear  banished  Philenzo  ! 

RoZ  O  let  not  such  a  glonous  building  stoop ; 
It  is  my  duty. 

Eu£,  I  will  make  it  mine. 

RoL  I  have  a  double  duty,  for  I  owe 
Your  constancy  as  much  respect  and  reverence,' 
As  your  most  princely  person. 

iug.  What,  for  our  safety  ? 

Rol,  Oh  with  what  willingness  could  I  be  lost 
In  this  distracted  wilderness  of  joy  ! 
To-morrow,  madam,  I  go  to  my  arraignment. 

Eue.  llow? 

Rol,  Spend  no  fear  upon*t, 
Your  story  shall  be  pleasing : — I  ha'  much 
To  tell  you— for  your  ladies 

Eu^.  They  are  mine,  what  should  our  innocence 
Fear  m  their  knowledge  f  I  desire  to  hear 
The  circumstance  of  this  wonder. 

RoL  It  attends. 
'Vhe  story  past,  we  must  some  counsel  find ; 
The  puzzle  of  our  fate  is  still  behind.     [Exeunt. 


ACT    V. 


SCENE  L 


Enter  Dondolo,  Morello,  and  Grvtti. 

Dond.  We  are  sorry  we  gave  thee  distaste; 
<x>me,  let's  be  friends;  you  did  apprehend  too 
ncely. 

morel  Nicely  ?  it  might  ha' been  your  own  case. 

Crut.  Come,  you  were  unkind  to  rub  us  before 
the  Duke  so. 

Morel.  Be  wise  hereafter,  and  make  the  fool 
your  friend ;  'tis  many  an  honest  man's  case  at 
court.  It  is  safer  to  displease  the  Duke  than  Iiis 
Jester :  every  sentence  the  one  speaks,  flatterers 
make  an  oracle ;  but  let  the  impudent  fool  bark 
never  so  absurdly,  other  men  ha  the  wit  to  make 
m  jest  on't;  'tis  policy  in  state  to  roamtain  a  fool 
at  court,  to  teach  great  men  discretion.  ^'^^ 

Dond.  and  GrtU.  Great  men  !  we  are  none. 

Morel  No,  but  you  may  be,  by  the  length  of 
your  wit,  and  shortness  of  your  memory ;  for  if 
you  have  but  wit  enough  to  do  mischi/ef,  and  ob- 
livion enough  to  forget  good  turns,  you  may  come 
€0  ereat  places  in  time;  keep  a  fool  o'  your  own, 
and  then  you  are  made— — 

i)oi»dL 'Made !  what? 

Morel  Cuckolds,  if  my  lady  take  a  liking  to  the 
innocent, ^^  O  your  fool  is  an  excellent  fellow 
apon  all  occasions. 

SONG. 

Among  all  sorts  of  people, 
The  matter  if  we  look  well  to, 


The  fool  is  the  best ;  he  from  the  reit 

iP^ill  cany  away  the  bell  too. 
All  places  he  is  free  of 

And  fools  it  without  bluihing. 
At  masks  andplayt,  is  not  the  bays 

Thrust  out.  to  let  the  plush  in  f 
Tour  fool  is  fine,  he*s  merry. 

And  of  all  men  doth  fear  least ; 
At  every  word  he  jests  with  my  lord. 

And  tickles  tny  lady  in  earnest : 
The  fool  doth  pass  the  guard  now, 

A^ll  kiss  MS  hand  and  leg  it ; 
When  wise  men  prate,  and  forfeit  their  state. 

Who  but  the  fine  fool  will  beg  it  f 
He  without  fear  can  walk  in 

The  streets  that  are  so  stony ; 
Your  gallant  sneaks, your  merchant  breaks, 

H^s  a  fool  that  does  owe  no  money. 

Enter  Rolliardo. 

Rol  The  Duke,  where  is  the  Duke  ? 

Morel  He's  forthcoming ;  there's  no  more  mo- 
ney i'the  exchequer. 

Rol  I  come  to  give  up  my  accounts,  and  redum 
with  him ;  somebody  tell  Inm  so. 

Morel  And  ^ou  do  not  reckon  well  witli  him, 
he'll  be  e\'en  with  you ;  111  do  vour  message. 

Rol  Do,  and  say  I  sent  a  k>o1  o'  my  errand, 
prythee.  Cry  mercy,  such  an  office  would  lia* 
become  either  of  you,  gentlemen. 

t)ond.  His  tongue  moves  circular  in  abuses^ 

Grut.  The  Duke. 


*^  IwsocaUt'^ii  Fool. 
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EfUer  buKC)  Fvlvio,  Perenotto>  &c. 

£\ke.  How  DOW,  what  day  Wtf 
L  Tis  holiday. 
Duke,  How? 

RoL  Therefore  we  are  preparing  a  morris  to 
make  your  grace  merry :  they  have  chosen  me  for 
die  hohby-horse,**  and,  if  1  do  not  deceive  their 
expectation,  they  will  laugh  at  me  extremely  be- 
fore I  diew 

Duke,  Do  you  come  like  one  prepared  for 
death? 

RoL  Not  so  well,  I  hope,  as  I  may  be  hereaf- 
ter, unless  you  will  be  unjust,  and  have  a  desire 
to  be  dapt  into  the  chronicles,  with  some  of  your 
predecessors,  for  cutting  off  heads,  when  you  do 
^not  like  their  complexion;  'tis  but  laying  one 
Iblock  upon  another,  and  I  am  quickly  sent  of  a 
headless  errand. 

Duke.  Unjust !  do  you  remember  what  sums 
you  owe  for  ?  do  not  jest  away  your  life. 

RoL  I  crave  no  longer  day  ror'r,  and  I  prove 
not  myself  free  from  my  engagements. 
Duke.  How? 

RoL  For  although  I  had  not  the  art  to  go  in- 
visible, as  these  wise  courtiers,  nor  could  counter- 
feit another  sex  so  becomioely  as  t'other  gaudy 
signior,  to  introduce  me  to  Uie  ladies;  yet,  with 
your  princelyJicence,  I  may  sav,  'tis  done. 
Duke,  Done !  what  is  done  f 
Feren,  He's  mad,  sir. 
RoL  I  come  not  to  petition  for  a  mercy, 
'But  to  cry  up  my  merit,  for  a  deed 
■Shall  droWn  all  story ;  and  posterity, 
'When  it  shall  find  in  her  lai^  chronicle 
My  glorious  undertaking,  shall  admire  it 
More  than  a  Sybil's  leaf,  and  lose  itself 
In  wonder  of  the  action :  poets  shall 
With  this  make  proud  their  muses,  and  apparel  it 
In  ravishing  numbers,  which*  the  soft-haired  vir- 
gins. 
Forgetting  all  their  legends,  and  love-talcs 
Of  Venus,  Cupid,  and  the  'scapes  of  Jove, 
Shall  make  their  only  song,  and  in  full  quire 
Chant  it  at  Hymen's  feast. 

Duke.  What  means  this  boasting? 
.Fulv,  Rolliardo. 

RoL  You  thiuk  I  am  a  lost  man;  and  your  gay 
things, 
That  echo  to  your  passions,  and  see  through 
Your  eyes  all  that's  presented,  do  already 
Tickle  their  very  souls,  with  expectation 
To  see  me  beg  most  miserably  for  life. 

But  you  ore  all  deceived here  I  pronounce 

The  great  work  done  that  cancels  ail  my  debts; 
I  have  had  access  unto  the  fair  Eugenia, 
Your  princely  daughter,  staid,  discoursed  with  her; 
More,  she  has  entertained  me  for  her  servant. 
Feren.  Sir,  do  you  believe  him  ? 


Duke.  Thou  hast  pibfaued  a  name  will  strike 

thee  dead. 
RoL  It  cannot   be];  for  if  yon  mem  ^ouT 
daughter, 
Tis  that  is  my  preserver:  blest  Eugenia, 
To  whose  memory  my  heart  does  dedkate 
Itself  an  altar,  in  whose  very  mention 
My  lips  are  hallowed,  and  the  place  a  temple 
Whence  the  divine  sound  came;  it  is  a  voice^ 
Which  should  our  holy  churchmen  use,  it  might 
Without  addition  of  more  exorcism 
Disenchant  houses,  tie  up  nightly  spirits 
Which  fright  the  solitary  groves.    Eugenia 
When  I  have  named,  I  needs  must  love  my  breath 
The  better  after  it. 

Duke.  Thou  hast  undone 
Thyself  i'the  repetition ;  and  in  this, 
Wherein  thou  cunnin|;ly  wouldst  beg  our  prty; 
Thou  hast  destroyed  it,  and  not  left  a  thought 
To  plead  against  our  anger;  where,  before. 
Thy  life  should  have  been  gently  invited  fotlb^ 
Now  with  a  horrid  circumstance  deatti  shall 
Make  thy  soul  tremble,  and,  forsaking  aU 
Thy  noble  parts,  it  shall  retire  into 
Some  angle  of  thy  body,  and  be  afraid 
To  inform  thy  eyes,  lest  they  let  in  a  horror 
They  would  not  look  on. 

KoL  I  am  still  the  same,  and  let  me  be  so  bold 
To  plead  your  royal  word ;-  'twas  my  security ; 
Nor  shall  you  take  mine  to  induce  your  faith: 
To  what  is  done,  I  have  more  pregnant  evidience  ; 
Your  bigness  knows  that  character. 

[Fresenit  a  FapeK 

Duke,  Ha,  'tis  not  so ;  I'll  not  believe  my  eyes- 
Come  hither,  Fulvio ;  Perenotto,  read, 
But  not  too  I  oud ;  docs  she  not  write  to  me— -< 
It  is  uwust  you  let  Rolliardo  die. 
Unlets  Eugenia  bear  him  companj/  9 
Give  me  the  paper. 

Feren.  Tis  counterfeit,  my  lord ;  cut  oflToky  head 
If  this  be  not  a  jig  of  his  invention. 

Duke,  My  soul  is  in  a  sweat.  I  feel  my  blood 
Heave  in  my  veins— he  looks  as  he  had  seen  hes. 
More  my  prophetic  thoughts  do  whisper  to  me — 

Fulv.  Believe  it  not,  sir. 

Duke.  I  wo'not— Perenotto— 

t  Whispers,  Ptu.  goes  out. 
at  to  think. 

Grut.  The  Duke's  perplcxt ;  observe. 

RoL  Will  either  of  you  speak  for  me,  gentle- 
men, if  the  justice  of  my  cause  should  fail  me  ? 
I'll  pay  you  /br't.  I  know  courtiers,  that  live  upon 
countenance,  must  sell  their  tongues;  what  is  the 
price  of  yours,  pray  ? 

Grut.  Humble  yourself,  yon  coxcomb. 

Duke.  Away,  and  let  not  him  stir,  1  charge  you,. 
This  does  intrench  too  much  upon  her  person* 
Have  my  endeavours  to  preserve  Eugenia, 
Of  whom  I  thought  so  many  men  unworlhyy 


**  Hotiff^korH    See  Mr  Toilet's  Dbsertation  on  the  Morris-Dancen^  First  Fart  of  Henry  IV.  p.  495. 
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Bained  tbemsehres  ?  Human  invention 
Could  not  instruct  me  to  dispose  her  where 
She  could  be  more  defenced  from  all  men's  eyes; 
An  anchorite  lives  not  prisoned  in  a  wall 
With  more  security,    n^is  not  possible. 
"Why  am  I  troubled  thus?  My  fear  abuses  me; 
In  such  a  cause  1  would  check  an  oracle. 
And  shall  his  dexterous  forsery  unsettle 
My  confidence  ?  I  wo'not  shew  a  guilt 
Of  so  much  weakness  in  me.    Fulvio— 
And  gentlemen — well  speak  to  you  anon. 

ttoL  I  ha'  spoke  too  much  abeady,  it  seema; 
sure  he  has  sent  for  her  ;  I  dare  repose  my  iife 
on  her,  to  whose  trust  I  gave  my  heart;  she  is  a 
thousand  witnesses  in  herself, 

Ptth.  It  will  be  mirth,  sir. 

RoL  I  like  not  this  consulting— they  break  off 
pleasantly — ^now,  in  the  name  c?  Mercury,  what 
crotchet  r 

Duke.  I  see  it  is  in  vain 
To  interrupt  our  £nte ;  what  is  decreed 
Above,  becomes  not  mortals  to  dispute. 
Sit  there, — nay,  be  not  modest,you  were  bom  to't. 
And  therefore  take  your  place :  nay,  nay,  be  co- 
vered; 
Iipagine  that  a  crown,  and  these  your  subjects, 
As,  when  I  die,  you  know;* 'twill  come  to  that. 
In  right  of  my  sole  daughter—^ :  does  he  not 
Look  like  a  prince  indeed  ?  appears  he  not 
A  pretty  lump  of  majesty  f 

jDond,  He's  studying  some  speech.  111  lay  my 
life 

Duke,  Against  his  coronation,  to  thank  all 
His  loving  subjects,  that  as  low  as  earth 
Thus  offer  him  their  duties. 

[Draw  their  Swordt :  Eugenia  enters, 
and  Perekotto. 

Eug,  Hold,  I  beseech  you ; 
Let  not  my  duty  sufier  misconstruction, 
If,  while  my  knee  doth  l»eg  your  blessing,  here 
1  throw  my  arms,  and  circle  ne](t  to  heaven 
What  must  be  dearest  to  me. 

Duke.  Ha? 

Eug,  147  joy  of  life  I 

DtDie^  Destroy  mc  not^ 

Eug.  Alas !  1  would  preserve  all,  am  so  far 
from  killing, 
That  I  would  die  myself,  rather  than  see 
Cue  drop-  of  blood  forced  from  his  crimson  foun- 
tain. 
Or  but  one  tear  radct  from  your  eye.  Oh  hear  me, 
And  after  let  your  anger  strike  two  dead, 
So  you  would  let  us  dwell  both  in  one  grave ; 
And  did  you  know  how  near  we  were  in  life, 
You  would  not  think  it  fitting  that  in  death 
Our  ashes  were  divided.    You  have  heard,; 
When  the  poor  turtle's  rarished  from  her  mate, 
The  orphan'd  dove  doth  groan  away  her  life 
In  widowed  solitude ;  let  me  call  him  husband. 
And  tell  yourself  the  rest. 

Duke,  Kill  not  thy  father  with  one  word,  Eu- 
genia : 
Thy  husband ! 


Eug,  I  do  beseedi  you  hear  me. 

Duke,  Beg  thou  mayst  be  forgotten,  'tk  sin 
'Bove  my  forgiveness.— This  a  match  for  thee  ? 
What  man  can  bring  me  a  certificate 
He  had  a  father,  or  was  christened  ?  He  ? 
We  are  all  in  a  dream ;  awake  ine,  thunder, 

1^  Temper  your  passion,  sir. 

Duke,  Some  tortures,  to  enforce  coofession  , 
from  him 
How  he  procured  access. 

RoL  They  sha'not  need ;  yon  sent  me,  sir,  your^  . 
self. 

Duke.  We? 

RoL  The  cage  was  my  conveyance. 

Feren.  That  was  presented  lately  with  the  bird^ 
you  gave  command. 

Ihike,  Be  dumb,  I  dare  not  hear  you. 

Dond,  This  was  a  Bird  iu  a  Cage,  indeed. 

Duke.  Search  for  the  traitor  Bonamico  pre- 
sently. 
He  has  betra^red  me;  they  shall  sufiR^r  both, 
Before  the  noise  be  spread  to  our  dishonour. 

Eug,  Yet  will  you  hear  me? 

Duke,  I  hear  too  much ;  thou  hast  forgot  thy 
birth. 
Thy  fortunes,  and  thy  father.    Were  my  cares^ 
So  wondered  at  abroad,  censured  at  home. 
Worthy  of  nothing  but  contempt  from  thee, 
From  whom  they  were  begotten  ?  thou  hast  pk>ughe<i 
Upon  my  face;  Canst  thou  undo  a  wrinkle, 
Or  change  but  the  complexion  of  one  hair  ? 
Yet  thou  hast  grayed  a  thousand,  taken  from  mc,, 
Not  added  to  my  comforts,  more  than  what, 
Like  an  indulgent  parent,  I  have  flattered 
Myself  into. 

Enter  BoKAMica 

Grut,  Here  is  the  other  traitor,  sir. 

Duke,  Away  with  'em  to  death. 

Eug,  Let  me  go  too. 

Duke,  It  needs  not ;  thou  art  dead  already,  girl. 
And  in  thy  shame  I  and  the  dukedom  sufier : 
Thou  may'st  remember,  (false  to  thy  own  vow,) 
Philenzo,  whom  I  banished  for  thy  sake ; 
The  title  of  my  subject,  and  thy  love 
To  him,  pulled  our  displeasure  on  him ;  since 
We  studying  to  add  more  height  to  thee^ 
Thou  hast  made  thyself  less,  and,  for  au^t  we 

know. 
Clasped  with  the  son  of  earth  to  cool  the  fever 
Of  hot  sin  in  thy  veins ;  ungrateful  to 
Philenzo,  cold  already  in  thy  memory. 

RoL  Tis  happiness  enough  that  you  have  men- 
tioned hira ; 
And,  whether  to  your  mercy  or  your  justice^ 
See  that  Philenzo  kneels. 

Omnet.  Lord  Philenzo ! 

Fulv,  My  noble  cousin,  so  near  me,  and  con- 
cealed ! 

Eii^.  Your  daughter's  knees  join  with  his  bend- 
ed heart, 
To  beg  your  pardon. 

Duke.  Philenzo !  were  not  you  banished,  sir  ^ 
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Kol  It  was  your  sentence. 

I>ttke,On  pamof  death  not  to  return.  Blest  fate! 
Thou  hast  relieved  me  !  hadst  thou  died  before 
By  our  cpromand,  it  would  have  been  thought  ty- 
ranny, 
Though  none  durst  tell  us  so :  now  we  have  ar- 
gument 
Of  justice,,  and  our  every  breath  is  law, 
To  speak  thee  dead  at  once ;  we  sha'not  need 
To  study  a  divorce,  thy  second  exile 
Shall  be  eternal— death. 

RdL  You  do  me  honour. 

Duke.  Be  it  your  puuishment,  as  you  preferred 
him 
By  art  to  her,  now,  by  another  art. 
For  ever  to  divide  them ;  he's  executioner^ 
And  after  make  him  higher  by  the  head, 
To  cure*s  ambition :  see't  advanced. 

RoL  £re  I  go,  dread  sir, 
I  have  an  humble  suit ;  it  is  not  life 
I'll  ask,  for  that  I  ^ive  up  wiflingly. 
And  call  it  mercy  in  you,  to  immortalize 
The  affection  I  shall  owe  Eus;enia : 
Your  other  banishment  is  only  death, 
You  new-create  me  now ;  it  was  my  aim, 
And  my  attempt  you  thought  so  bold,  I  made 
To  serve  this  end,  that,  since  I  could  not  live, 
1  might  die  for  her ;  pray  reprieve  my  breath 
But  till  I  take  my  leave ;  one  minute  does  it ; 
It  shall  be  a  very  short  and  silent  farewclL 

Enter  Ambauador. 

Duke.  TIs  granted. 

Fulv.  My  lord  ambassador  \ 

Duke,  ^fot  the  least  whisper  of  Philenzo,  as 
you  value  our  rc^rd. — O9  my  good  lord,  welcome ! 
j^  Amboi.  Letters  to  your  grace. 

Duke,  They  are  grateful  as  my  comfort : — Pe- 
renotto,  let  them  withdraw ;  her  vein  will  be  dis- 
covered:— Fulvio,  follow  and  part  them;  give  or- 
der for  his  execution ;  off  with  his  head  instantly 
—I  can  read  no  more  for  joy :  Perenotto,  use 
your  best  oratory  on  my  daughter  to  forget  that 
traitor,  and  prepare  to  marry  Florence ;  ^s  a>n- 
eluded  to  be  solemnized  by  proxy. 

Dond.  rU  see  the  execution.  [Exit. 

.   Duke.  Now  to  the  rest :  [Reads, 

'*  Your  last  letters  were  acceptable ;  and  our 
son  before  had  intention  lo  finish  the  marriage  in 
his  person ;  but  lately  receiving  intelligence,  that 
one  Philenzo,  of  noble  birth,  now  in  exile,  thou^ 
without  your  consent,  had  long  since  interest  in 
your  daughter*s  affection,  we  thought  meet  rather 
to  advise  for  his  repeal,  than  proceed  to  our  dis- 

1  honour.  Where'  the  hearts  meet,  there  only  mar^ 
riages  are  sacred ;  and  princes  should  be  exem- 
plary in  all  justice.  Although  we  disclaim  in  this 
design,  on  our  parts,  we  will  continue  all  other 

Jrincely  correspondence.'' 
am  justly  punished,  and  have  run  myself 
Into  a  labyrinth,  from  whence  no  art] 
Can  bring  me  off*  with  safety. — My  lord,  you  may 
please  to  retire  yourself:  a  thousand  wheels 


Do  move  prepostftrems  in  ray  tii^ha :  what  cure  i 
I  lose  myself.    Run  with  a  haste  thou  wonldst 
Preserve  my  life,  and  stay  the  execution: 
I  will  not  have  a  drop  of^ blood  fall  from 
Philenzo  for  my  dukedom  !  flv,  I  say, 
Tliou  shouldst  be  there  already. 

£n/er  Don  DOLO. 

How  now,  has  Philenzo  still  a  head  on? 

Dond.  Yes,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Follow  him,  and  with  that  nimbfenes» 
thou  wouldst 
Leap  from  thy  chamber  ^hen  the  rooPs  ft-fhe. 
Proclaim  aloud  our  pardon  to  Philenzo, 
And  bring  him  back  to  us. 

Dond.  Tis  too  late,  sir;  PhiIenzo*s  dead  al« 
ready : 
He  saved  tlie  execudonef  that  trouble. 
The  voice  is,  he  is  poisoned. 

Enter  Fvlvzo. 

Duke.  Poisoned!  bow? 
Where  is  Philenzo  ? 

I'his  fool  reports  him  poisoned  !  what  dream- 
stance  ? 

Fulv.  He  had  no  sooner  parted  from  Eugenia^ 
But  suddenly  he  fainted ;  at  which  fall 
Of  his  own  spirit  he  seemed  grieved  with  sbame^ 
To  shew  so  little  courage  near  his  death. 
Which  he  called  martyrdom ;  and  presently. 
Whether  supplied  by  other,  or  prepared 
By  himself,  we  know  not,  he  had  a  vial 
Of  water  sovereign,  as  was  pretended. 
To  enliven  his  doll  heart;  he  drank  it  up, 
And  soon  shewed  chearful  in  his  eyes :  we  led 
Dim  smiling  forward;  but  before  we  could 
Approach  the  place  of  death,  he  sunk  again. 
But  irrecoverably ;  for  in  vain  we  applied 
Our  help:  by  which  we  did  conclude  he  had 
Drank  poison. 

Duke.  All  this  talk  is  such,  and  through 
My  ear  1  take  it  in  ^'ith  as  much  danger; 
I  feel  it  active  in  my  brain  already. 
Call  our  phytiicians,  I  will  hang  them  all. 
Unless  they  can  recover  him ;  it  shall  be 
Death  to  save  any  man  hereafter,  if 
They  suffer  him  to  perish. 

Enter  Perenotto,  Eugenia. 

Fulv.  Sir,  your  daughter ! 
It  seems  the  accident  has  arrived  at  her. 

Duke.  Arrived  at  her  ?  fame  will  soon  spread  it, 
Fulvio, 
About  the  world,  and  we  shall  be  their  mockery. 
He's  dead,  they  tell  me,  girl;  poisoned,  they  say, 
too. 
Eug.  Oh,  my  Philenzo ! 

Enter  Grutti. 
Phil£nzo*s  Body  is  brought  iir,  and  laid  upon  a 
carpet. 
Duke.  Bugcnio  shalt  not  marry  Florence  dow^ 
Nor  any  other,  since  Philenxo's  dead ; 
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Bot  tboa  wo't  not  believe  me:  had  he  lived. 
He  had  been  thine ;  that  minute  took  him  heooe, 
'Wherein  1  6r8t  resolved  to  ha'  given  thee  to  him. 

Eu^,  Oh !  do  not  mock  me,  sir,  to  add  to -my 
Affliction ;  you  ne'er  would  give  me  to  him  f 

Duke.  May  heaven  forgive  me  never  then ;  but 
what 
Avaib  too  late  compunction  ?  Noble  eentleman  ! 
Thou  sbalt  have  pnncely  funeral,  andcarry 
On  thy  cold  marble  the  inscription  of 
Our  son  in  death,  and  my  £u|enia*s  husband. 

Fulv.  Madam,  this  sorrow  for  his  loss  is  reiU. 
We  me(  the  Florentine  ambassador. 
Who  told  me  the  expectation  of  that  prince 
Was  now  dissolved,  and  messengers  werp  sept 
To  Slav  the  elocution. 

Duke.  Who  now 
Shall  marry  my  Eugenia?  I  have  undone 
The  hope  of  our  posterity. 

Bug.  Not  so,  sir;  'i 

If  yet  you'll  ^ve  me  leave  to  m^ke  my  ohoioey 
ril  not  despair  to  find  a  husband. 

Duke.  Where? 

Eug.  Here,  royal  sir;  Philcnzo  is  not  dead. 
But  made,  by  virtue  of  a  drink,  to  seem  so ; 
Thus  to  prevent  his  suffering,  that  I  might, 
Or  other  friend  by  my  conf«deracy, 
By  begging  of  his  body  6t  for  bunaJ^ 
Preserve  him  from  your  anger. 

Duke.  Do'st  not  mock  me  ? 

Eug.  Let  me  beg  your  pardon : 
Confideot  of  your  change  to  mercy,  I  have 
Confessed  wlmt  terror  could  not  force  mc  to. 

Enter  Morello,  Bonahico,  and  Ladieh 

Grut.  Thb  is  pretty,  Dondolo. 
Duke.  Blessings  fall  doubly  on  thee  3 
Eug.  He  expects 


Not  such  a  full  stream  of  happiness ;  Heaven  dit- 

pose  him 
To  meet  it  quickly ! 

Peren.  Here  are  strangc*tumings !  see,  he  stirs ! 

KoL  Where  am  I  now  ?  no  matter  where  I  be; 
'lis  heaven  if  my  Eugenia  meet  me  here : 
She  made  some  promise  sore  to  such  a  purpose* 
This  music  sounds  divinely.    Ha,  Eugenia ! 
Tis  so;  let's  dwell  here  for  eternity. 
If  I  be  dead,  I  wo'not  live  again  ; 
If  living Ha !  I'm  lost,  lost  for  ever. 

Ifuke.  Not  found  till  now :  take  her,  a  gif^  firom 
me, 
Aiid  call  me  father. 

RoL  I  am  not  yet  awake* 

Eug.  Thou  art,  Philenzo,  and  iill  this  it  truth ; 
My  father  is  converted. 

RoL  Tis  a  miracle ! 

Duke.  You  must  believe  it : 
In  sign  how  we  are  pleased,  proclaim  this  day. 
Through  Maqtua,  a  pardon  to  all  ofienders^ 
As  amply  as  when  we  took  our  crown. 

Morel  Then  my  petticoat  is  disdiai^ed* 

Dond.  Now,  lady,  you  are  free. 

Grul.  Make  me  happy  to  renew  my  suit 

Jlfor^  And  mine.    Shall's  to  bariibreaiL?^ 
I  was  in  hell  last;  'tis  little  less  to  be  in  a  petti- 
coat sometimes. 

Rol.  Madam,  vouchsafe  him  kiss  your  hand; 
Wc  owe  him  much.  [Presenting  Bonam^co, 

Duke.  We'll  take  him  to  our  service. 

Bon.  1  am  too  much  honoured. 

Duke.  And  you  into  our  bosom.  This  day  shall 
Be  consecrate  to  triumph ;  and  may  time, 
When  'tis  decreed  the  world  shall  have  an  end> 
By  revolution  of  the  year,  make  this 
Toe  day  that  shall  conclude  all  men^ories ! 

\fyeunt. 


^  Barlihrtak^lMiXeUm  explains  Ckoru»  drcularis, "  Barley-break,  when  they  dance  taking  handl 
roond." 
8o,  m  7^  Firgin  Martyr^  A.  5.  S.  1  : 

*'  He  is  at  Barli^breakf  and  the  lalt  couple  ore  now  in  hclU'* 
The  Guardian,  A.  1.  S.  1. : 

**  Hey-day  1  there  are  a  legion  of  young  Capias 
At  Barli'ttreak:* 
A  new  Wonder,  A  Womqn  never  vext,  163^  4»  '•  • 

" If  yoii  find  my  mlstris 

Have  a  mind  to  this  coupling  at  harly-hrtake^ 

\jiei  her  not  be  the  last  couple  to  be  left  in  hell.^ 
Meyaard^s  Deliveranoe  of  266  Chri$tian»y  1608.  Sign.  A.  9.  :  « 

*' or  rather,  t^  lovers  roming  after  young  damoicls  at  bio'U-breakc^** 
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TO  MT  WORTHY  FRIEND 

MR  THOMAS  HAMMON, 

OF   GRATIS   INVy  &€• 


This  P1«j»  oompoted  by  lo  worthy  an  author  at  Mr  Marlow,  and  the  part  of  the  Jew  presented 
by  to  ioiroitable  an  actor  as  Mr  Alien,*,  being  in  thit  latter  age  commended  to  the  ttm :  as  1  uslier- 
ed  it  unto  the  court,  and  presented  it  to  tlM)  Cock-pit,  with  these  proloeuet  and  epuoguet  here  in* 
serted,  to  now  being  newly  brought  to  the  prets,  I  was  loth  it  should  be  published  without  the 
emanient  of  an  epistle;  making  choice  of  you  unto  whom  to  devote  it;  than  whom  (of  mil  those 
gentlemen  and  acquaintance,  within  the  compass  of  my  long  knowledge)  there  is  none  more  able  to 
tax  ignorance,  or  attribute  right  to  merit,  dir,  you  hare  been  pleased  to  grace  some  of  mine  own 
worlu  with  your  ooorteous  patronage :  I  hope  this  will  not  be  the  worse  accepted,  because  commend- 
ed by  me ;  over  whom,  none  can  claim  more  power  or  privilege  than  yourself.  I  had  no  better  a 
new-year^s  sifl  to  present  you  with ;  receive  it  therefore  as  a  continuance  of  that  inviolable  oblige* 
ment,  by  whidi  he  rests  still  engaged,  who,  as  he  ever  hath^  shall  i^ways  remam 

IWmmiis, 
THO/HEYWOODf. 


THE  PROLOGUE  SPOKEN  AT  COURT. 


Gracious  and  great,  that  we  so  boldljr  dare, 
('Mongst  other  plays  that  now  in  fashion  are) 
To  present  this,  writ  many  years  agone. 
And  in  that  age  thought  second  unto  none ; 
We  humbly  crave  your  pardon :  we  pursue 
The  story  of  #  rich  and  famous  Jew, 


Who  Ihred  in  Malta :  yon  shall  find  him  still, 

In  all  his  projects,  a  sound  Mnchiavel ; 

And  that's  his  character :  he  that  hath  past 

So  many  censures,  is  now  come  at  last 

To  have  your  princely  ears ;  grace  you  him  then, 

You  crown  the  action,  and  renown  the  pen. 


*  The  praises  bestowed  on  this  excellent  actor  and  worthy  man,  by  his  contemporaries,  would  be  suf- 
ficient to  send  his  name  down  to  posterity  with  honour,  independent  of  the  noble  endowment  which  he 
fouDded  at  Dulwich.  He  was  bom  in  Loudon  on  the  Ist  of  hepteraher,  lft66,  was  early  introduced  to 
the  stage*  and  appears  to  have  been  at  the  bead  of  his  profiesstonf  by  which  be  acquired  a  comiderable 
fortune.  He  retired  to  Dulwich  severtd  years  before  his  death,  which  happened  on  the  S5th  of  Novenst 
her,  1626.    See  his  life  in  the  Biograpkia  BrUaHmka, 

f  Thomat  Hcg^Mod.— See  an  account  of  him,  page  1  of  this  volume. 
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EPILOGUE. 


It  is  our  fear,  dread  sovereign^  we  have  been 
Too  tedious;  neither  can't  bo  less  than  sin 
To  wrong  your  princely  patience :  if  we  have. 


I  (Thus  low  dejected)  we  your  pardon  crave: 
And  if  aught  here  offend  your  ear  or  si^ht. 
We  only  act,  and  speak,  what  others  write. 


THE  PROLOGUE  TO  THE  STAGE  AT  THE  COCKPIT. 


We  know  not  how  our  play  may  pass  this  stage* 
But  by  the  best  of  poets*  in  that  age, 
The  lAaita  Jew  had  being,  and  was  made ; 
And  he,  then  by  the  best  of  actors  f  played. 
In  Hero  and  Leander,  one  did  gain 
A  lasting  memory ;  in  Tamerlane, 
This  Jew,  with  others  many ;  th'  other  won 
The  attribute  of  peerless,  being  a  man 
Whom  we  may  rank  wid^  (doing  no  one  wrong) 


Proteus  for  shapes,  and  Rosdus  for  a  tongue  $ 
So  could  he  speidc,  so  vary;  nor  is't  hate 
To  merit,  in  bimt  who  dnth  personate 
Our  Jew  this  day,  nor  is  it  his  ambition 
To-exceed,  or  equal,  being  of  condition 
More  modest ;  this  is  all  that  he  intends, 
(And  that  too,  at  the  ur^ence  of  some  friends) 
To  prove  his  best,  and,  if  none  here  gainsay  it. 
The  part  he  hath  studied,  and  intends  tofllay  it. 


EPILOGUE 


In  graying,  with  Pygmalion  to  contend ; 

Or  painting,  with  Apelles ;  doubtless  the  end 

aost  be  disjerace :  our  actor  did  not  so, 
}  only  idnrd  to  go,  but  not  out^. 


Nor  think  that  this  day  any  prize  was  played  ; 
Here  were  no  bets  at  all,  na  wagers  laid  : 
All  the  ambition  that  his  mind  doth  sweily 
Is  but  to  hear  from  you  (by  me)  'twas  wcdL 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


Macdiayel,  the  Prologue* 

Barabas,  the  Jew, 

Febn  eze.  Governor  of  Malta. 

CALYMATH,&m  to  the  Grand  Signior, 

Don  Lodowick,  the  Governor's  Son. 

Don  Matbias. 

Ithamore,  a  Turkith  Slave, 

Del  Bosco,  theSpanith  VteeAdndraL 

BA^NriniNo,   \  ^'^'^ 
Philia  Bobzo. 


Two  Merchants. 

Three  Jems.  s 

Knishts. 

BoMoms, 

Officers. 

Seader, 

Abigail,  Daughter  to  Bambas, 

Two  Nuns. 

Abbess. 

Bbllamiba,  a  Courtezan. 


»  Marlow.  f  Allen. 

{  Periiriiii.-*This  was  Rkbard  Perkins,  one  of  the  perfomers  bdonglog  to  the  Cockpit  theatre  In 
Brury-Lane.  His  name  is  printed  anong  those  who  acted  in  Hamibat  md  Sdpw^  by  Ifabbss  f  The 
Weddings  by  Shirley ;  and  The  Fair  Maid  of  the  Wgsty  by  Ueymood.  After  the  play  houses  were  shut  np, 
jDD  account  of  tlie  confusion  arising  from  the  civil  wan,  Perkhu  and  Stunner^  wno  bdooged  to  the  same 
house,  lived  together  at  Clerkeowell,  where  they  died  and  wepe  buried.  They  both  died  seme  yaais  b#' 
larc  the  Restoration.    See  Th$  Dialigus  on  Flags  md  rubers,  vol.  siL 
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ACT  I. 


tlnter  Machiavel. 


iiack.  Albeit  the  world  tbink  Mftdiiavel  is 
dead, 
Yet  was  bis  soal  but  flown  beyond  the  Alps, 
And^  now  the  Goize'  is  dead,  15  come  from  France 
To  view  this  land,  and  frolic  with  his  friends. 
To  some  perliaps  my  name  is  odious ; 
But  such  as  love  me,  guard  me  from  their  tongues, 
«  And  let  them  know  that  I  am  Machiavel, 
And  weigh  not  men,  and  therefore*  not  men's 

words. 
Admired  I  am  of  thosfe  that  hdte  me  most; 
Though  some  speak  openly  against  my  books, 
•yYet  will  they  read  me,  and  thereby  attain 
nfo  Peter's  chair ;  and  when  they  cast  me  ofi^ 
Are  poisoned  by  my  climbing  foiluwers. 
y^l  count  religion  but  a  childish  toy, 
^And  hold  there  is  no  sin  but  igitorancd. 
Birds  of  the  air  will  tell  of  murders  past ; 
I  am  ashamed  to  hear  such  fooleries.' 
Many  will  talk  of  title  to  a  crown. 
What  right  had  Csesar  to  the  empery  ?  * 
^  Might  first  made  kings,  and  laws  were  thefi  most 
sure 
When,  like  tlie  Draco's',  they  were  writ  in  blood. 
Hence  comes  it,  that  a  strong-built  citadel 
Commands  moch  more  than  letters  can  import; 
Which  manm  hod  but  Phalaris  observed, 


He  bad  never  bellowed  in  a  brazen  bdll. 

Of  great  onea  envy ;  o'lhe  poor  petty  wigfatSy 

Let  me  be  envied  and  not  pitied ! 

But  whither  am  I  bound  ?  I  come  not^  I, 

To  read  a  lecture  here  in  Britain, 

But  to  present  tl»e  Tragedy  of  a  Jew, 

Who  smiles  to  see  how  full  his  bags  are  crammed. 

Which  money  was  not  got  without  my  means. 

I  crave  but  this — grace  him  as  he  deservesyf 

And  let  him  not  l^  entertained  the  worse 

Because  he  favours  me. 

Enter  Bab  abas  in  hU  Counting-ktmse^  with  hetq^g 
qf  Gold  brfore  Aim. 

Bar,  So  that  of  thus  much  that  return  was 
made. 
And  of  the  third  part  of  the  Persian  ships. 
There  was  the  venture  summed  and  satisfied. 
As  for  those  Samintes,  and  the  men  of  Uzz, 
That  bought  my  Spanish  oils,  and  wines  of  Greece, 
Here  have  I  purst  their  paltry  sflverbings.^ 
Fie ;  what  a  trouble  'tis  to  count  this  trash  I 
Well  fare  the  Arabians,  who  so  richly  pay 
The  tilings  they  traffic  for  with  w^ge  of^old, 
Whereofa  roan  may  easily  in  a  da^---' 
Tell  that  which  may  maintion  him  all  bis  life. 
The  needy  groom,  that  never  fingered  groat, 
WouM  make  a  miracle  of  thus  much  coin ; 
But  he  whose  steel-barr'd  coffers  are  cramm'd  full. 


*  Tbb  play,  though  not  printed  earlier  than  lOHS,  was,  Witli  (be  ballad  on  the  same  subject,  intifaleiT,. 
7%«  murtkerout  Lsfe  and  terrihU  death  of  the  Rich  J  ewe  of  Malia^  entered  on  the  Stationers  books  JVJay 
1604.    See  Mr  Steeveos^s  note  to  The  Merchant  of  Venice. 

■  The  Cfuizc—u  e.  the  Duke  of  Guise,  who  had  been  the  principal  contriver  and  actor  in  the  horrid 
naitecre  on  St  Bartholomew's  day,  I61S.  He  met  with  his  deserved  fate,  being  assassinated,  by  order 
•f  (be  French  king,  in  1588. 

*  Kmperp. — ^Thc  quarto  edition  reads  empire :  bat  to  complete  the  verse,  we  should  read  empery;  a 
^ord  that  occars  often  in  our  ancient  plays.    S. 

3  Draco**— i,  ;  The  severe  law-giver  of  Athens  f  *<  whose  statntes,"  sarid  DemadeS)  *<  were  not  writ- 
ten with  ink,  but  blood."    S. 

^  SUoerbings, — I  am  unacquainted  with  any  such  word  :  perhaps  we  should  read  iilveringSf  or  silver^ 
U»g9 1  a  diminotivey  to  express  the  Jew*8  coatempt  of  a  metal  inferior  m  value  to  gold.    S. 
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And  all  his  fifSo-time  faaCb  been  tired, 

Wearing  his  fingers  ends  with  telling  it,  -^ 

Would  in  his  age  be  loth  to  labour  so^ 

And  for  a  pouinl  to  sweat  himself  to  death. 

Give  me  the  merchants  of  the  Indian  minesy  ^ 

That  trade  in  metal  of  the  purest  mould ; 

The  wealthy  Moor,  that  in  the  Eastern  rocks 

Without  controul  can  pick  his  riches  up, 

And  in  his  house  heap  pearl  like  pebble-stones ; 

Receive  them  free,  and  sell  them  hf  the  weight ; 

Bags  of  fiery  opals,  saphires,  amethysts,  . 

Jacints,  hard  topas,  grass-green  emeralds, 

Beauteous  rubies,  sparkling  diamonds. 

And  seld  seen  ^  costly  stones  of  so  great  price, 

As  one.of  them,  indifferently  rated. 

And  of  a  carrect  ^  of  this  quantity, 

May  serve,  in  peril  of  calamity, 

To  ransom  great  kings  from  captivity. 

This  is  the  ware  wherein  consists  my  wealth ; 

And  thosroethinks  should  menof  judgment  frame 

Their  meani  of  traffic  from  the  vulgar  trade ; 

And  as  their  wealth  increaseth,  so  mciose 

Infinite  riches  in  a  little  room.  i«««^  ' 

But  now  how  stands  the  wind  ? 

Into  what  corner  peers  v£iy  halcyon's  bill  ?  ^ 

Ha !  to  the  east?  yes;  see  how  stand  the  vanes? 

East  and  by  south ;  why,  then  I  hope  my  ships 

I  sent  for  Egypt  and  the  bordering  isles 

Are  gotten  up  by  Nilus*  winding  iMinks; 

Mine  Argosie  from  Alexandria, 

Loaden  with  spice  and  silks,  now  under  sail. 

Are  smoothly  gliding  down  by  Caody  shore 

To  Malta,  through  our  Mediterranean  sea. 

But  who  comes  here  ?  how  now  ? 

"Enter  a  Merchant, 

Mtr,  Barabas,  thy  ships  arc  safe 
Riding  in  Malta  Road ;  and  all  the  mercliants 
With  other  merchandize  are  safe  arrived. 
And  have  tent  me  to  know  whether  yourself 
Will  oome  and  custom- them.  ^ 

Bar.  The  ships  are  safe  thou  sayst,  and  richly 
fraught  ? 

Mer.  They  are. 

Bar.  Why  then  go  bid  them  come  ashore, 
And  bring  with  them  their  bills  of  entry  : 
I  hope  our  credit  in  the  custom-house 
Will  serve  as  well  as  I  were  present  there. 
Go  send  them  threescore  camels,  thirty  mules, 
And  twenty  waggons  to  bring  up  the  ware« 
But  art  thou  master  in  a  ship  of  mine ; 
And  is  thy  credit  not  enough  for  that  ? 

Mer.  The  very  custom  barely  comes  to  more 


Than  many  merchants  of  the  town  are  worth ; 
And  therefore  far  exceeds  my  credit,  sir. 

Bar,  Go  tell  'em  the  Jew  of  Malta  sent  thee^ 
man; 
Tush,  who  aoiongst  'em  knows  not  Barabas? 

Mer,  I  go. 

Bar,  So  then,  there's  somewhat  come. 
Sirrah,  which  of  my  ships  art  thou  master  of? 

Mer,  Of  the  Speranza,  sir. 

Bar,  And  saw'st  tliou  not  mine'Argone  at 
Alexandria? 
Thou  couldst  not  come  from  Egypt,  or  hy  Ctir<v 
But  at  the  entry  there  into  the  sea. 
Where  Nilus  pays  his  tribute  to  the  main } 
Thou  needs  must  sail  by  Alexandria. 

Mer,  I  neither  saw  them,  nor  enquired  of  them; 
But  this  we  heard  some  of  our  seamen  say, 
They  wondered  how  you  durst,  with  so  much 

wealth. 
Trust  such  a  crazy  vessel,  and  so  far. 

Bur,  Tush,  they  are  wise }  I  know  her  and  her 
strength ; 
Bye,  go,  go  thou  thy  ways,  discharge  thy  ship. 
And  bid  my  factor  bring  his  loading  in ; 

[Exit  1  Merchant, 
And  yet  I  wonder  at  this  Argosie. 

•     Enter  a  2d  Merchant, 

2  Mer,  Thine  Argosie  from  Alexandria, 
Know,  Barabas,  doth  ride  in  Malta  Road, 
Laden  with  riches  and  exceeding  store 
Of  Persian  iilks,  of  gold,  and  orient  pearl. 

Bar,  How  chance  you  came  not  with  those  other 
ships, 
That  sailed  by  Egypt  ? 

2  Mer,  Sir,  we  saw  'cm  not. 

Bar.  Belike  they  coasted  round  by  Candy  shore. 
About  their  oils,  or  other  businesses; 
But  'twas  ill  done  of  you  to  come  so  far 
Without  the  aid  or  conduct  of  their  ships. 

2  Mer,  $ir,  we  were  wafted  by  a  Spanish  fleer. 
That  never  left  us  till  within  a  league. 
That  had  the  galleys  of  the  Turk  in  chase. 

Bar,  Oh,  they  were  going  up  to  Sicily ;  well  gar 
And  bid  the  merchants  and  my  men  dbpatch 
And  come  ashore,  and  see  the  freight  dischars^ed. 

2  Mer,  I  go.  [Exit, 

Bar,  Thus  trouls  our  fortune  in  by  land  and  sea. 
And  thus  are  we  on  every  side  enriched ; 
These  are  the  blessings  promised  to  the  Jews, 
And  herein  was  old  Abraham's  happiness. 
What  more  may  heaven  do  for  earthly  man,  , 
Than  thus  to  pour  out  plenty  in  their  laps,  ^w. 


-    ^  Seld  seen — U  e.  rarely  beheld. 

•  A  carrect — or  carat,  a  weight  of  four  grains,  with  which  diamonds  are  weighed.    S. 

7  Into  what  comer  peers  my  halcyon's  hiin-s-U  was  anciently  believed,  that  this  bird,  (the  King  Fisher )u 
if  bun;  up,  would  vary  with  the  wind,  and  by  that  means  shew  from  what  quarter  it  blew.  See  n«te.ou 
King  Lear^  vol.  9.  g.  419.  edH.  Xm, 

'  Custom  them — <*.  e.  eater  Che  goods  they  contain  at  the  custom-house. 
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Ripping  the  bovntls  of  die  earth  for  them. 
MifkiDg  the  sea  their  servants,  and  the  winds 
To  drite  their  substance  with  successful  blasts? 
Who  hateth  me  but  for  my  happiness  ? 
Or  who  is  honoured  now  but  for  his  wealth  ? 
Rather  had  I  a  Jew  be  hated  thus. 
Than  pitied  in  a  Christian  poverty ; 
For  I  can  see  no  fruits  in  all  their  faitfi, 
But  malice,  talsehood,  and  excessive  pride ; 
Which  methinks  fits  not  their  profession. 
Happily  some  hapless  man  hath  cooscieuce, 
And  for  liis  conscience  lives  in  beggary. 
They  say  we  are  a  scattered  nation ; 
I  cannot  taU,  but  we  have  scambled^  ap     . 
More  wealth  by  far  than  those  that  brag  of  faith. 
There's  Kirriah  Jairim,  the  great  Jew  of  Gieece, 
Obed  io  Bairseth,  Nenes  in  Portugal^ 
Myself  in  Malta,  some  in  Italy, 
Many  in  France,  and  wealthy  every  one; 
I,  w^thier  far  than  any  Christian. 
I  must  confess  we  come  not  to  he  kings ; 
Tint's  not  our  fault :  alas !  our  number's  few^ 
And  crowns  come  either  by  succession^ 
Or  urged  by  force;  and  nothing  violent^ . 
Oh  have  I  heard  tell,  can  be  permanent.^ 
Give  us  a  peaceful  rule,  make  Christians  klngs^ 
That  thirst  so  much  for  principality. 
I  have  no  charge,  nor  many  children. 
But  one  sole  daughter,  whom  I  hold  as  dear 
^  As  Agamemnon  did  liis  Iphigene ; 

And  all  I  have  is  ber^s. — But  who  conies  here  ? 

Eater  three  Jews> 

1  Jew,  Tub!),  tell  not  me  'twas  do»e  of  pplicy. 

2  Jew,  Come*therefore  let  us  go  to  Barabas ; 
For  be  can  counstl  best  in'tliese  affiiirs: 

And  here  he  comes. 

Bar.  Why,  how  now,  cot^trymen  ? 
.  ,.  Why  flock  you  tlius  to  me  in  multitudes  ? 
What  aecident's  betided  to  the  Jews  ? 

1  Jew,  A  fleet  of  warlike  galleys,  Barabas^ 
Are  come  from  Turkey,  and  lie  in  our  road ; 
And  they  this  day  «t  m  the  council-house 
To  entertain  them  and  their  embassy. 

Bar,  Why,  let  them  come,  so  they  come  not  to 
war; 
Or  let  them  war,  so  we  be  conquerors : 
Nay,  let  tbem  combat,  conquer,  and  kill  ally- 
So  they  spare  me,  my  daughter,  and  my  wealth. 

[Atide. 

1  Jew.  Were  it  for  confirmation  of  a  league, 
They  would  not  come  in  warlike  manner  thus. 

2  Jew.  I  fear  their  coming  will  afflict  as  all. 
Bar.  Fond  men,  what  dream  you  of  their  mul- 

.   %    titudes? 
What  need  they  treat  of  peace,  that  are  in  league  ? 
The  Turks,  and  those  of  Malta,  are  in  league. 


Tut,  tut,  there  h  lome  odier  matter  nA* 

1  Jew.  Why,  Barabas,  they  oome  for  paace  or 
war. 

Bar.  Happily  for  neither,  but  to  pass  along 
Towards  Venice  by  th^  Adriatic  sea. 
With  whom  they  have  attempted  many  times^ 
But  never  xxnild  effect  their  stratageml 

3  Jew.  And  very  wisely  said ;  it  may  lie  so. 

tJcm.  But  there's  a  meeting  in  the  senate-bouse^ 
And  all  the  Jews  in  Malta  must  be  there. 

Bar.  Hum  I    all  tlie  Jews  in  Malta  must  b« 
there? 
Aye,  like  enough ;  why  then  let  every  man 
Provide  him,  and  be  there  for  fashion-sake^-* 
If  any  thing  shall  there  concern  our  state^ 
Assure  yourselves  I'll  look  unto  myself. 

1  Jew.  I  know  you  will ;  well,  brethren,  let  us  go. 

2  Jew.  Let's  take  our  leaves; — farewell,  g(KMl 

Barabas. 
Bar.  Do  so :— farewell,  Zaaretfa ; — farewell,  Te- 
mainte.  [Exeunt  Jewu 

And,  Barabas,  now  search  this  secret  out ; 
Summon  thy  senses,  call  thy  wits  together: 
These  sillv  men  mistake  the  matter  dean. 
Lrmg  to  theTurk  did  Malta  contribute; 
Which  tribute,  all  in  policy,  I  fear. 
The  Turks  have  let  increase  to  sudi  a  sum, 
As  all  the  wealth  of  Malta  cannot  pay; 
And  now  by  that  advantage  thinks,  belike^ 
To  seize  upon  the  town :  Aye,  that  be  sedts. 
Howe'er  the  worid  go,  Fll  nuikc  sore  of  ooe« 
And  seek  in  time  to  intercept  the  worst, 
Warily  guarding  that  which  I  have  goC 
Ego  THikhnet  mm  temper  praximui. 
Why,  let  them  enter,  let  them  take  the  town.  [ExU^ 

Enter  Governors  <f  MaUoj  KnigkU^  met  by  Ba- 
Mhawtofthe  Turky  an</ C alymatu. 

Gov.  'Novff  Bashaws,  what  demand  yoa  at  our 

hands? 
Bash,  Know,  Knights  of  Malta,  that  we  camtt 
from  Rhodes, 
From  Cyprus,  Candy,  and  those  odier  isles 
That  lie  betwixt  the  Mediterranean  seas--^— 
Gov,  What's  Cyprus,  Candy,  and  those  other 
isles, 
To  ns  or  Malta  ?  What  at  our  bands  demand  ye  ? 
Cafy,  The  ten  years  tribute  that  remains  tm« 

paid. 
Gov.  Alas,  my  lord,  the  snm  is  over  great ; 
I  hope  your  highness  will  consider  us. 

Caly.  I  wish,  grave  governors,  'twere  in  nj 
power 
To  favour  you ;  but  'tis  my  father's  cause. 
Wherein  I  may  not,  nay  I  daro  not  dall^. 

Gov.  Then  give  us  leave,  great  Selim  Caly- 
math. 


9  ScambUd-ScamMed  has  mach  the  same  meaolog  as  scrambled. 
|>.  9.  edit.  1718. 


See  note  on  Sing  Hsitrif  F.  Vol.  VL 


MAmx.ow.] 


THE  JEW  OF  MALTA. 


t5i 


C^.  Stand  all  aside,  and  let  the  ko'^^  deter> 


And  send  to  keep  our  galleys  ander  sail. 
For  happily  we  shall  not  tarry  here. 
Nbwy  goveruorsy  how  are  you  resolved  ? 

Gov.  Thus :  Since  your  hard  conditions  are 
sudi 
That  you  will  needs  have  ten  years  trihute  past. 
We  may  have  time  fo  make  collection 
Amonest  the  inhabitants  of  Malta  for't. 

Bm,  That's  more  tfian  is  in  our  commission. 

Cah.  What,  Callapine,  a  little  courtesy  ? 
I^ei's  know  their  time,  perhaps  it  b  not  long ; 
And  'tis  more  kingly  to  obtain  by  peace. 
Than  to  enforce  conditions  by  constraint. 
What  respite  ask  you,  governors? 

Gov.  But  a  month. 

Cafy,  We  grant  a  month}  but  see  you  keep 
your  promise. 
Now  launch  our  galleys  back  again  to  sea. 
Where  we*ll  attend  the  respite  you  have  ta*en ; 
And  for  the  money  send  our  messenger. 
Farewell,  great  governors,  and  brave  knidits  of 
Malta,  [Exeunt. 

Gtn,  And  all  good  fortune  wait  on  iDalymath. 
Go  one,  and  call  those  Jews  of  Malta  hither : 
Were  they  not  summoned  to  appear  to^ay  ? 

Q^  They  were,  my  lord,  and  here  they  come. 

Enter  BJIrabas  and  three  Jews, 

1  Kni(;ht.  Have  yoq  determined  what  to  say 
to  them  ? 

Gov.  Yes,  give  me  leave;  and,  Hebrews,  now 
come  near. 
From  the  emperor  of  Turkey  is  arrived 
Great  Selim  Calymath,  his  highness'  son,  • 

To  levy  of  us  ten  years  tribute  past ; 
Now  then,  here  know  that  it  conoemeth  us. 

Bar.  Then,  good  my  lord,  to  keep  your  quiet 
still, 
Yonr  lordship  shall  do  well  to  let  them  have  it. 

Gov.  Soft,  Barabas^  there's  more  'longi  to*t 
than  so. 
To  what  these  ten  years  tribute  will  amount, 
That  we  have  cast,  but  cannot  compass  it 
By  reason  of  the  wars  that  robVd  our  store : 
And  therefore  are  we  to  request  your  aid. 

Bar.  Alas,  ray  lord,  we  are  no  soldiers : 
And  what's  our  aid  against  so  great  a  Prince  ? 

1  Kmight,  Tut,  Jew,  v^e  kaow  thou  art  no 
soldier; 
Thou  art  a  merchant  and  a  monied  map. 
And  'tis  thy  money,  Barabas,  we  seek. 

Bar.  How,  my  lord  !  ray  money  ? 

Gov,  Thine  and  the  rest ; 
For,  to  be  ^hort,  amongst  you't  must  be  had. 

Bar.  Alas,  my  lord,  the  m»st  of  us  are  poor ! 

Gcv,  Then  let  the  rich  increase  your  portions.  I 


Bar.  Are  stran^erswithyoor  tribute  to  be  tated? 

S  Knight.  Have  itran^ers  \eti9^  with  us  te 
^et  their  ivealth  ?  > 
Then  let  them  with  us  contribute. 

Bar,  How,  equally  ?  I 

Gov.  No,  Jew,  like  ioSdels: 
For  through  our  sufferance  of  your  hateful  live% 
Who  stand  accursed  in  the  sight  of  Heaven, 
These  taiLes  and  afflictions  are  befallen : 
And  therefore  thus  we  are  determined ; 
Head  there  the  articles  of  our  deorees. 

Head.  First,  the  tribute  money  of  the  Toilta 
shall  all  be 
Levied,  amongst  the  Jews,  and  each  of  then  t» 

pay  one  * 
Half  of  his  estate. 

,    Bar.  How!  half  his  fstate?  Ihopeyoameaa 
not  mine. 

Gov.  Read  on. 

Read,  Secondly,  he  that  denies  to  pay,  shall 
straight  become 
A  Christian. 

Bar.  How !  n  Christian  ?  Hum,  what's  here  to 
do? 

Bead.  Lastly,  he  that  denies  this,  shall  abM>> 
lutely  lose  all  he  has. 

AU  Three  Jesv§.  Oh,  my  lord,  we  will  give  half. 

Bar.  Oh  earth-metall'd  villains,  and  no  He*  / 
brews  bom ! 
And  will  you  basely  thus  submit  yourselves 
To  leave  Vour  goods  to  their  arbitrement? 

Gov.  Why,  Barabas,  wilt  thou  be  christened? 

Bar.  No,  Governor,  I  will  be  no  convertite.  *• 

Gov.  Then  pay  thy  half. 

3er.  Why  know  you  what  you  did  by  this  de^ 
vice  ? 
Half  of  my  substance  is  a  ojty*s  wealth. 
Governor,  it  was  not  got  so  easily ; 
Nor  will  I  part  so  slightly  therewithal. 

Gov.  Sir,  half  is  the  penalty  of  our  decree, 
Either  po^  that,  or  we  will  seize  on  all. 

Bar.  Carpo  di  deo ;  stay,  you  shall  have  half, 
Let  mo  be  used  but  as  my  brethren  are. 

Gov,  No,  Jew,  thou  hast  denied  the  articles^ 
And  now  it  catmot  be  recall^ 

Bar,  Will  you  then  steal  my  eoods? 
Is  theft  the  groui^d  of  yooi*  religion?  — 

Gov,  No,  Jew,  we  take  particalarly  thine^ 
To  save  the  ruin  of  a  mulutude : 
And  better  one  want  for  a  common  goold. 
Than  many  perish  fbr  a  privi^te  man : 
Yet,  Barabas,  we  will  not  banish  thee,  ' 
But  here  in  Malta,  where  thqu  got'st  thy  wealth* 
Live  still ;  and,  if  thou  canst,  get  more. 
.  Bar.  Christians,  what,  or  how  can  I  multiply  .* 
Of  nought  is  nothing  made.  ^ 

\  Knight,  From  nought  at  first  thou  cam  st 
tq  little  wealth, 


f*^  ^nvertUe-^,  e,  convert.    So  in  Kktg  John,  A.  5.  S.  1. 
•*  But  since  you  are  a  gcntie  comv€rtUt^**  fiL 
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From  little  unto  more,  from  more  to  most  t 

If  your  first  curse  fall  heavy  on  thy  head. 

And  make  ihee  poor,  and  scorned  of  all  the 

world, 
'Pis  not  our  fault,  but  thy  inherent  sin. 

Bar,  What?  bring  you  scripture  to  confirm 
your  wrongs  ? 
y /Preach  rac  not  out  of  ray  possessions. 

Some  Jews  are  wicked,  as  all  Christians  are: 
I  But  say  the  tribe  that  I  descended  of 
I  Were  all  in  general  cast  a\vay  for  sin. 
Shall  I  be  tried  by  their  transgression  ? 
The  man  I  hat  dealelh  righteously  shall  live : 
And  which  of  you  can  charije  mc  otherwise  ? 
Gov,  Out,  wretched  Barabas,  simmest  thou  not 
thus 
To  justify  thyself,  as  if  we  knew  not 
Thy  profession  ?  If  thou  rely  upon  thy  righteous- 
ness, 
Be  patient,  and  thy  riches  will  increase. 
,  Excess  of  wealth  is  cause  of  covetousness : 
And  covetousness,  oh  'tis  a  monstrous  sin'. 

Bar,  Aye,  but  theft  is  worse :  tush,  take  not 
from  me,  then, 
For  that  is  theft ;  and  if  you  rob  me  thus, 
I  must  be  forced  to  steal  and  compass  more. 
1  Knight.   Grave  governors,  libt  not  to  his 
exclaims : 
Convert  his  mansion  to  a  nunnery. 

Enter  Officers, 

His  house  TviU  harbour  many  holy  nuns. 

Gov,  It  shall  be  so.    Now,  officers,  bare  ^ou 
done  ? 

OJi,  Aye,  my  lord,  we  have  seized  upon  the 
goods 
And  wares  of  Barabas,  which,  being  valued. 
Amount  to  more  than  ail  the  wealth  in  Malta. 
And  of  the  other  we  have  seized  half. 
Then  we'll  take  order  for  the  residue. 

Bar.  Well  then,  my  lord,  say  arc  you  satisfied! 
You  have  my  goo<l3,  my  money,  and  my.  wealth, 
My  ships,  my  store,  and  all  that  I  enjoyed ; 
Apd,  having  all,  you  can  request  nO  more, 
Unless  your  unrelenting  flinty  hearts     -^ 
Suppress  alfpity  in  your  stony  breasts. 
And  now  shall  move  you  to  bereave  my  life. 

Gov.  No,  Barabas,  to  stain  our  hands  with 
blood 
Js  far  from  us  and  our  profession. 

Bar,  Why  I  esteem  the  injury  far  less, 
To  take  the  lives  of  miserable  men. 
Than  be  the  causers  of  their  misery. 
You  have  my  wealth,  the  labour  of  my  life. 


The  comfort  of  mine  age,  my  children's  hope; 
And  therefore  ne'er  distinguish  of  the  wrong. 

Gov,  Content  thee,  Barabas,  tboo  hast  nought 
but  right. 

Bar.  Your  extreme  right  does  me  exceeding 
wrong;  ^ 

But  take  it  to  you,  i'the  Devil's  name. 

Gov,  Come,  let  os  in,  and  gather  of  diese 
goods 
The  money  for  this  tribute  of  the  Turk. 

1  Knight,  'Tis  necessary  that  be  look'd  unto; 
For  if  we  break  our  day,  we  break  the  league, 
And  that  will  prove  but  simple  policy.  lExeunt^ 

Bar,  Aye,  policy,  that's  their  profession, 
And  not  simplicity,  as  they  suggest. 
The  plagues  of  £gypt,  and  the  curse  of  Heaven, , 
Earth's  barrenness,  and  all  men's  hatred, 
Inflict  upon  them,  thou  Primus  Motor  / 
And  here  upon  my  knees,  striking  the  earth, 
I  ban  "  their  souls  to  everlasting  pains, 
Aud  extreme  tortures  of  the  fiery  deep. 
That  thug  have  dealt  with  me  in  my  distress* ' 

1  Jew,  Oh  yet  be  patient,  gentfe  Barabas. 

Bar,  Oh,  silly  brethren,  bom  to  see  this  day. 
Why  stand  you  thus  unmoved  with  my  laments  f 
Why  weep  you  not  t«i  thmk  upon  my  wrongs  ? 
Why  pine  not  I  and  die  in  this  distress  ? 

1  Jew.  Why,  Barabas,  as  hardly  can  we  brook 
The  cruel  handling  of  ourselves  in  ^is ; 
Thou  seest  they  have  taken  half  our  goods. 

Bar,  Why  did  you  yield  to  their  extortion? 
You  were  a  multitude,  and  I  but  one. 
And  of  me  only  have  they  taken  all.  ' 

1  Jew.  Yetj  brother  Barabas,  remember  Job. 

Bar,  What  tell  you  me  of  Job?  I  wot  his 
*  wealth 

Was  written  thus;  he  had  seven  thousand  sbeep^ 
Three  thousand  camels,  and  two  hundred  yoke 
Of  labouring  oxen,  and  five  hundred 
She-asses ;  but  for  every  one  of  these. 
Had  they  been  valued  at  indifierent  rate^ 
I  had  at  home,  and  in  mine  Argosie 
And  other  ships  that  came  from  Egjrpt  last. 
As  much  as  would  have  bought  his  beasts  and 

him, 
And  yet  have  kept  enough  to  live  upon ; 
So  that  not  he,  but  I,  may  curse  the  day. 
Thy  fatal  birth  da^,  forlorn  Barabas ! 
And  henceforth  wish  for  an  eternal  night, 
That  clouds  of  darkness  may  inclose  my  flesh. 
And  hide  these  extreme  sorrows  from  mine  eyes; 
J'or  only  I  have  toiled  to  inherit  here 
The  months  of  vanity  and  loss  of  time. 
And  painful  nights  Imve  been  appointed  me«  ^ 


*^  J  ban  their  iouls.2  To  bant  is  to  cune.     So  in  Arden  of  Fever$ham  : 

*  *'  i^ay,  if  tbou  bony  let  me  breath  curses  forth." 

^irst  part  of  Antonio  and  M^llido,  A.  8. 

**•  Wee  wring  ourselves  into  this  wretched  world^ 
'*  To  pule  and  weepe,  exclalme,  to  curse  and  rallC) 
«'  To  fret  and  bait  the  fates  to  strikPi 
'^  4s  1  doe  now." 
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S  Jew.  *Good  l^mbas^  he  patient. 

Bar.  Aje,  I  pray  leave  me  in  my  pAtience. 
Totr  that  were  ne'er  possest  of  wealth,  are  pleased 

wkh  want ; 
But  giwe  him  liberty  at  least  to  raoum. 
That  in  a  field  amidst  his  enemies, 
Doth  see  his  soldiers  slain,  himself  disarmedi 
And  knows  no  means  of  his  recovery ; 
A^e,  let  me  sorrow  for  this  sudden  chance, 
Tis  in  the  trouble' of  my  spirit  I  speak ; 
Great  injuries  are  not  so  soon  forgot. 

1  Jew.  Come,  let  us  leave  him  in  his  ireful 
mood, 
Our  words  will  but  increase  his  exlacy.  '* 

9  Jew.  On  then ;  but  trust  me,  'tis  a  misery 
To  see  a  man  in  such  affliction. 
Farewell,  Barabas.  /c*  _  /^ 

Bar.  Aye,  fere  yon  well.—       [!i^^'''' 
See  the  simpliciw  of  these  ba^  slaves. 
Who,  for  the  villains  have  no  wit  themselves, 
Think  me  to  be  a  senseless  lump  of  clay, 
That  will  with  every  water  wash  to  dirt ! 
No,  Barabas  is  bom  to  better  chance, 
And  framed  of  liner  mould  than  common  men, 
That  measure  nought  but  by  the  present  time. 
A  reaching  thought  will  search  his  deepest  wite. 
And  cast  with  cunning  for  the  time  to  come ; 
For  evils  are  apt  to  happen  every  day. — 
But  whither  wends.''  my  beauteous  Abigail? 

Enter  Abicafl,  tke  Jew*t  Daughter. 

Oh,  what  has  made  niy  lovely  daughter  sad  ? 
What,  woman,  moan  not  for  a  little  loss ; 
Thy  father  has  enough  in  store  for  thee. 

Abig.  Not  for  myself,  bat  aged  Barabas; 
Father,  for  thee  lamenteth  Abigail. 
But  I  will  learn  to  leave  tliese  fruitless  tears ; 
And,  urged  thereto  with  my  afflictions. 
With  fierce  exclaims  run  to  the  senate-house. 
And  in  the  senate  reprehend  ^em  all. 
And  rend  their  Hearts  with  tearing  of  my  hair. 
Till  they  reduce  the  wrongs  done  to  my  father. 

Bar,  No,  Abigail,  things  past  recovery 
Are  hardly  cured  with  exclamations. 
Be  nient,  daughter,  sufferance  brcecb  ease. 
And  time  may  yield  us  an  occasion,    — - 
Which  on  tlie  sudden  cannot  serve  the  turn. 
Besides,  my  eirl,  thiuk  me  not  all  so  fond/* 
As  negligentljf  to  forego  so  much 
Without  provision  for  thyself  and  me. 
Ten  thousand  portagues,  besides  great  pearls, 
Rich  costly  jewels,  and  stones  infinite. 
Fearing  the  worst  of  this  before  it  fell, 


I  closely  hid; 
Abig,  Wher^  father? 
Bar.  In  my  house,  my  girl. 
Abig.  Then  shall  they  ne'er  be  seen  of  Barabas; 
For  they  have  seized  upon  thy  house  and  ware^. 
Bar.  But  they  will  give  me  leave  onco  more,- 
I  trow. 
To  go  into  my  hou^. 

Abig,  That  may  they  not ; 
For  there  I  left  the  governor  placing  nuns. 
Displacing  me ;  and  of  thy  house  they  mean 
To  make  a  nunnery,  where  none  but  their  bwol 

sect'/ 
Must  enter  in ;  men  generally  barred. 
Bar,  My  eold,  my  gold,  and  all  my  wealth,  ift 
gone! 
You  partial  heavens,  have  I  desen'ed  this  plague? 
What  will  you  thus  oppose  me,  luckless  stars. 
To  make  me  desperate  in  n)y  poverty  ? 
And,  knovting  me  impatient  m  distress, 
Think  me  so  mad  as  I  will  hang  myself, 
That  I  may  vanish  o'er  the  eanh  in  air,  \ 
And  leave  no  memory  that  e'er  I  was  ?  -^ 
No,  I  will*  Inre ;  nor  loath  I  this  my  life  r 
And,  since  you  leave  me  in  the  ocean  thu^ 
To  sink  or  swim,  and  put  me  to  my  shifts, 
I'll  rouse  iny  senses,  and  awake  myself. 
Daughter,  1  have  it:  thou  perceiv'st  the  pMghi 
Wherein  these  Christians  have  oppressed  me; 
Be  ruled  by  me,  for,  in  extremity. 
We  ought  to  make  bar  of  no  policjr. 

Abig.  Father,  whate'er  it  be,  to  injure  them 
That  Lave  so  manifestly  wronged  us, 
What  will  not  Abigail  attempt? 
Bar,  Why,  so ;  dien  thus,  thou  told'st  me  they 
have  turned  my  house  . 
Into  a  nunnery,  and  some  nuns  are  there  ? 
Abig,  1  did. 

Bar,  Then,  Abigail,  there  must  my  girl: 
Intreat  the  abbess  to  be  entertained. 
Abig,  How,  as  a  nun  ? 
Bar.  Aye,  daughter ;  fof'  religion'  ^ 
Hides  many  mischiefs  A'om  suspicion. <^ 
Abig,  Aye,  but,  father,  they  will  suspect  ttef 
there. 
'  Bar,  Let  'em  suspect ;  but  be  thon  sO'  precisef 
As  they  may  think  it  done  of  holiness. 
Intreat  'em  fair,  and  ^ve  them  friendly  speech, 
And  seem  to  them  as  if  thy  sins  were  great, 
Till  thou  hast  gotten  to  be  entertained. 
Abig,  Thus,  father,  shall  I  much  dissemble. 
Bo/*.  Tush ;  as  good  dissemble  tliat  thou  nevef 
mean'st, 


'^  Ejrtaey^The  word  eztacy  was  anciently  used  Co  signify  some  degree  of  alienation  of  mind^ 
'l^VF'mdt — See  note  on  Tatured  and  Sigintumda. 

■^  Seet^'u  e.  sex.    Seci  and  »ex  were,  in  our  ancient  dramatic  writers,  used  synoi^raonily  fer  t9tM 
#ther.    See  several  instant  in  Mr  2$teeveni's  note  on  2^  ted  Fart  of  Henr^  U.  A.  8. 8. 4; 
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As  first  mean  truth  and  then  dissemble  it: 
|A  counterfeit  profession-b  better, 
[Tban  unseen  hypocrisy. 

Abig.  Well,  father,  say  I  be  entertained. 
What  then  shall  follow  ?* 

Bar.  This  shall  follow,  then  : 
There  have  I  hid,  close  underneath  the  plank 
That  runs  along  the  upper-chamber  floor, 
The  ^old  and  jewels  which  I  kept  for  thee. — 
But  here  tliey  come;  be  cunning,  Abigail. 

JJ>ig.  Then,  father,  go  with  me. 

liar.  No,  Abigail,  in  this 
It  is  not  necessary  I  be  seen ; 
For  I  will  seem  oficnded  with  thee  for't. 
Be  close,  my  girl,  for  this  must  fetch  my  gold. 

Enter  three  Friars  and  tvoo  Nuns, 

1  Friar.  Sisters,  we  now  are  almost  at  the  new- 
made  nunnery. 

1  Nvn.  The  better ;  for  we  lov^  not  to  be  seen : 
Tis  thirty  winters  long,  since  some  of  us 
Did  stray  so  far  amongst  the  multitude. 

1  Friar.  But,  madam,  this  house. 
And  waters  of  this  new-made  nunnery. 
Will  much  delight  you. 

1  Nun.  It  may  be  so ;  but  who  comes  here  ? 

Abig.  Grave  abbess,  and  you  happy  virgins 
t;uide. 
Pity  the  state  of  a  distressed  maid  ! 

Abbess.  What  art  thou,  daughter? 

Abig.  The  hopeless  daughter  of  a  hapless  Jew, 
The  Jew  of  Malta,  wretched  Barabas, 
Sornelimes  the  owner  of  a  goodly  house, 
Which  they  have  now  turned  to  a  nunnery. 

Abbess.  Well,  daughter,  say,  what  is  thy  suit 
with  us  ? 

Abig.  Fearing  the  aifiictions,  which  my  father 
feels. 
Proceed  from  un,  or  want  of  faith  in  us, 
Td  pass  away  my  life  in  penitence. 
And  be  a  novice  in  your  nunnery. 
To  make  atonement  for  my  labouring  soul. 

1  Friar.  No  doubt,  brother,  but  this  proceed- 

eth  of  the  spirit. 

2  Friar.  Aye,  and  of  a  moving  spirit  too,  bro- 

ther; but  come, 
Let  us  intreat  she  may  be  entertained. 

Abbess.  Well,  daughter,  we  admit  you  for  a  nun. 
Abie.  First  let  me,  as  a  novice,  learn  to  frame 
My  solitary  life  to  your  straight  laws; 
And  let  me  lodge  where  I  was  wont  to  lie : 
I  do  not  doubt,  by  your  divine  precepts 
And  mine  own  industry,  but  to  profit  much. 
Bar.  As  much,  I  hope,  as  all  I  hid  is  worth. 

[Aside. 
Abbess.  Gome,  daughter,  follow  us. 
Bar.  Why,  how  now,  Abigail,  what  makest  thou 
Amongst  these  hateful  Christians  ? 

1  Friar,  Hinder  her  not,  thou  man  of  little 
faith, 
for  she  has  mortified  herself. 
Bar.  How  ?  mortified  ! 
1  Friar.  And  is  admitted.to  the  sisterhoMl. 
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Bar.  Child  of  perdition,  and  thy  fathe^'s  shame ! 
What  wilt  thou  do  among  these  hateful  fiends  ? 
I  charge  thee,  on  my  blessing,  that  thou  leave 
These  devils,  and  their  damned  heresy. 

Abig.  Father,  give  me- 

Bar.  Nay  back,  Abigail, 
And  think  upon  the  jewels  and  the  gold, 

.         [Whispers  to  kit. 
The  board  is  marked  thas^that  covers  it. — 
Away,  accursed,  from  thy  father's  sight ! 

1  Friar.  Barabas,  although  thou  art  in  misbe- 
lief. 
And  wilt  not  see  thine  own  afflictions; 
Yet  let  th^  daughter  be  no  longer  blind. 

Bar.  BImd  Iriar,  I  wreck  not  thy  persuasions. — 
The  board  is  marked  ihusf  that  covers  it.— 
For  I  had  rather  die  than  see  her  thus. 
Wilt  thon  forsake  mc  too  in  my  distress, 
Seduced  daughter  ?~  Go,  forget  not. — 

[Aside  to  ktr. 
Becomes  it  Jews  to  be  so  credulous  ? — 
To-morrow  early  I'll  be  at  the  door. — 

{Aside  to  her, 
_    , ,  e  damned. 

Forget  me,  sec  me  rK)t,  and  so  be  gone. — 
Farewell,  remember  to-morrow  morning. — 

[Aude. 
Out,  out,  thou  wretch  !  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Mathias.  ' 

Mat.  Who's  this  ?  fair  Abigail,  the  rich  Jew's 
daughter. 
Become  a  nun  ?  Her  father's  sudden  fall 
Has  humbled  her,  and  brought  her  down  to  this  : 
Tut,  she  were  fitter  for  a  tale  of  love. 
Than  to  be  tired  out  with  orisons ; 
*And  better  would  she  far  become  a  bed. 
Embraced  in  a  friendly  lover's  arms,  ^ 
Than  rise  at  midnight  to  a  solemn  mass. 

Enter  Lodowick. 

Lod.  Why  how  now,  Don  Mathias,  in  a  dump  ? 

Mat.  Believe  me,  noble  Lodowick,  I  have  seen 
The  strangest  sight,  in  my  opinion. 
That  ever  I  beheld. 

Lod.  What  was't,  I  pr'ythee  ? 

Mat.  A  fair  young  maid,  scarce  fourteen  years 
of  age; 
The  sweetest  fiower  in  Citherea's  field,  ^ 
Cropt  from  the  pleasures  of  the  fruitful  earth, 
Ana  strangely  metamorphosed  nun. 

Lod.  But  say,  what  was  she? 

Mat.  Why,  the  rich  Jew's  daughter. 

Lod.  What,. Barabas,  whose  goods  were  latelj 
seized  ? 
Is  she  so  fair  ? 

Mat.  And  matchless  beautiful; 
As,  had  you  seen  her,  'twould  have  mored  yonr 

heart. 
Though  countermined  with  walls  of  bruss,  to  love^ 
Or  at  the  least  to  pity. 

Lod.  And  if  she  be  •§  fair  as  you  report, 
Twere  time  well  spent  to  go  and  visit  ner : 
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How  say  yoa,  shall  we? 
Mai,  I  mast  and  will,  sir,  there's  no  remedy. 
Lo(L  And  so  will  I  too,  or  it  shall  go  hard. 


j  Farewell,  Mathias. 

Mat,  Farewell,  Lodoniclc. 


[Exeunt 


ACTIL 


Bnter  Barabas,  with  a  light. 


/'f  Bar,  Thus,  like  the  sad  presaging  raren,  that 

li         tolls 

iThe  sick  man's  passport  in  her  hollow  heak ; 

(And  in  the  shadow  of  the  silent  ni^ht 
Doth  shake  contaj^ion  from  her  sable  wings ; 
Vexed  aiid  tormented  runs  poor  Barabas, 
With  fatal  curses,  towards  these  Christians. 
The  uncertain  pleasures  of  swift-footed  time  ^ 
Have  ta'en  their  flight,  and  left  me  in  despair; 
And  of  my  former  riches  rests  "no  more 
Bat  bare  remembrance ;  like  a  soldier^s  scar,  ^ 
That  has  no  further  comfort  for  his  maim.  ^ 
Oh  thou,  that  with  a  fiery  pillar  led*st 
The  sons  of  Israel  through  the  dismal  shades, 
Light  Abraham^s  offspring ;  and  direct  the  band 
Of  Abigail  this  night,  or  let  the  day  ^ 
Turn  to  eternal  darkne:fs  after  this ! 
No  sleep  can  fasten  on  my  watchful  eyes. 
Nor  quiet  enter  my  distempered  thoughts, 
Till  I  have  answer  of  my  Abigail. 

Emtfir  Abigail  above, 

Abig.  Now  have  I  happily  espied  a  time 
To  search  the  plank  my  father  did  appoint ; 
And  here,  beholdt  (unseen)  where  I  have  found 
The  gold,  the  pearls,  and  jewels  which  he  bid. 

Bar.  N  ow  I  remember  those  old  women's  words. 
Who,  in  my  wealth,  would  tell  me  winter's  tales. 
And  speak  of  spirits  and  ghosts  chat  glide  by  night. 
About  the  place  where  treasure  hath  been  hid ; 
And  now  methinks  that  I  am  one  of  those : 
For  whilst  I  live,  here  lives  my  souKs  sole  hope, 
Afld  when  I  die,  here  shall  my  spirit  w«lk. 

Abig,  Now  that  my  father  s  fortune  were  so 
good. 
As  but  to  be  about  this  happy  place ! 
Tis  not  so  happy ;  yet  when  we  parted  last, 
He  said  he  would  attend  me  in  the  morn. 
Then,  gentle  sleep,  wherever  his  body  rests, 
Give  charge  to  Morpheus,  that  he  may  dream 
A  golden  dream,  and  of  the  sudden  walk. 
Come  and  receive  the  treasure  I  have  found. 

Bar.  Bim  para  todoSy  my  ga  nada  no  er : 
As  good  go  on,  as  sit  so  sadly  thus; 
But  stay,  what  star  shines  yonder  in  thje  east  ? 
The  Loadstar  '•  of  my  life,  if  Abigail. 
Who's  there? 

Abig.  Who's  that? 

Bar^  Peace,  AWgail,  'tis  I. 


Abig,  Then,  father,  here  receive  thy  happiness. 
[Throzcs  down  bags. 

Bar.  Hast  thon't  ? 

Abig.  Here,  hast  thou't  ? 
There's  more,  and  more,  and  more. 

Bar.  Oh,  my  girl ! 
My  gold,  my  fortune,  my  felicitif ; 
Strength  to  my  soul,  death  to  mine  enemy ; 
Welcome,  the  first  beginner  of  my  bliss : 
Oh  Abigail,  Abigail,  that  I  had  thee  here  too. 
Then  my  desires  were  fully  satisfied  ! 
But  I  will  practise  thy  enlargement  thence : 
Oh  giri,  oh  gold,  oh  beauty,  oh  my  bliss ! 

[Hugs  his  Bags* 

Abig.  Father,  it  draweth  towards  midnight  now. 
And  'bout  this  time  the  nuns  begin  to  wake ; 
To  shun  suspicion,  therefore  let  us  parr. 

Bar.  Farewell,  ray  joy;   and  by  my  fingers 
take 
A  kiss  from  him  that  sends  it  from  his  sooL  "^ 
Now,  Phcebus,  ope  the  eye-lids  of  the  day. 
And  for  the  raven,  wake  the  morning  lark. 
That  I  may  hover  with  her  in  the  air. 
Singing  o'er  these,  as  she  does  o'er  her  young. 
Hermoso  Fiarer^  de  Us  Denirch,  [Exeunt 

Enter  Governor ^  MARirN   del  Bosco^  the 
Knights. 

Gov.  Now,  captain,  tell  us  whither  thou  art 
bound  ? 
Whence  is  thy  ship  that  anchors  in  our  road  ? 
And  why  thou  cam'si  ashore  without  our  leave  ? 

Del  Bos,  Governor  of  Malta,  hither  am  I 
bound ;  * 

My  ship,  the  Flying  Dragon,  is  of  Spain, 
And  so  am  I ;  Del  Bosco  is  my  name, 
Vice  admiral  unto  the  Catholic  king. 

1  Knight.  'Tis  true,  my  lord,  therefore  intrea  ^ 
.    him  well. 

Del  Bos.  Our  freight  is  Grecians,  Turks,  and 
Afric  Moors : 
For  late  upon  the  coast  of  Corsica, 
Because  we  vailed  '7  not  to  the  Turkish  fleet. 
Their  creeping  gallies  had  us  in  the  chase ; 
But  suddenly  the  wind  began  to  rise. 
And  then  we  left,  and  took,  and  fought  at  ease : 
Some  have  we  fired,  and  many  have  we  sunk ; 
But  one  amongst  the  rest  became  our  prize : 
The  captain's  slain,  the  rest  remain  our  slaves, 
Of  whom  we  would  make  sale  in  Malta  here. 

Gov.  Martin  del  Bosco,  I  bare  heard  of  thee; 


l^  The  Loadstar— See  note  on  The  Spanish  Tragedy. 
'  '7  fVe  vailed  not-^.  e,  did  not  strij^'e  or  lower  our  flags. 
8. 1,  edit  1778.    5. 
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Welcome  to  Malta,  and  to  all  of  u« : 
But  to  admit  a  sale  of  these  tbj  Turks, 
MVe  may  not ;  na^y,  we  dare  not  give  consent, 
Bj  reason  of  a  tributary  league* 

1  Knight,  Del  Bosco,  as  thou  lov'st  and  ho- 
nour*st  us, 
Persuade  our  governor  against  the  Turk : 
This  truce  we  have  is  but  in  hope  of  gold, 
And  with  that  sum  he  craves  might  we  wage  war. 
Del  Bot.  Will  knights  of  Malta  lie  in  league 
with  Turks  ? 
And  buy  it  basely  too  for  sums  of  gold  ? 
My  lord,  remember,  that,  to  Europe's  shame. 
The  Chcistian  isle  of  Rhodes,  from  whence  you 

came. 
Was  lately  lost,  and  you  were  stated  here 
To  be  at  deadly  enmity  with  Turks. 

God,  Captain,  we  know  it ;  but  our  force  is 

small. 
Del  Bq$,  What  is  the  sum  that  Calymatb  re- 
quires ? 
Gov.  A  hundred  thousand  crowns. 
Del  Bos,  My  lord  and  kmg  hatJi  title  to  this 
isle. 
And  he  means  quickly  to  expel  them  hence : 
Therefore,  be  ruled  by  me,  and  keep  the  gold ; 
I'll  write  unto  his  majesty  for  aid. 
And  not  depart  until  I  see  you  free. 

Gov,  On  this  condition  shall  thy  Turks  be 
sold. 
po,  officers,  and  set  them  straight  in  show. 
Bosco,  thou  shalt  be  Malta*s  general; 
\Ve  and  our  warlike  knights  will  follow  thee 
y\gainst  these  barbarous  misbelieving  Turks. 
Del  Bos.  So  shall  you  imitate  thoie  you  suc- 
ceed; 
For,  when  their  liideons  force  environed  Eliodes, 
Small  though  the  number  was  that  kept  the  town, 
^^hey  fought  it  out,  and  not  a  man  survived 
To  bring  the  hapless  ne%vs  tu  Christendom. 
Gov,  So  will  we  fight  ii  out.     Come,  let's 
away : 
Proud,  daring  C^lymath^  instead  of  gold, 
^  We'll  send  thee  bullets  wrapt  in  smoke  and  fire: 
^laim  tribute  where  thou  wilt«  we  arc  resolved ; 
9- Honour  is  bought  with  blood,  and  not  with  gold. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Officers  znlh  Slaves, 

1  Offi,  This  1$  the  IJaarke^pIace,  here  le^  'cm 

stand ; 
pear  not  their  sale,  for  t)iey*JJ  be  qujbkly  bought. 

2  Offi,  Every  one's  pr^  is  written  on  his  back ; 
And  so  much  must  they  yield,  or  not  be  sold. 

1  Offi.  Here  comes  the  Jpw ;  bad  not  his  goods 
been  seized, 
}le*d  give  us  present  money  for  them  all. 

Enter  Ba^abas. 

Bar.  In  spite  of  these  swinc^fi^miiffCbtistjaosy 
(Unchosen  nation,  never  drcumcised; 
Sudi  poor  villains  as  were  ne*er  thought  upony 
^ill  TitU0  and  Veqwsijm  conqtiered  us,) 


Am  I  become  as  wealthy  as  I  was. 
They  hoped  my  daughter  would  have  been  a  nan ; 
But  she's  at  home,  and  I  have  bought  a  house 
As  great  and  fair  as  is  the  governor's ; 
And  there,  iu  spite  of  Malta,  will  I  dwell. 
Having  Ferneze's  hand ;  whose  heart  I'll  have^ 
Aye,  and  his  son's  too,  or  it  shall  go  hard. 
I  am  not  of  the  tribe  of  Levi,  I, 
That  can  so  soon  forget  an  injury.  - — ^^ 

We  Jews  can  fawn  like  spaniels,  when  we  pJeai 
And  when  we  grin  we  bite,  yet  are  ouriooks ' 
As  innocent  and  harmless  as  a  lamb's. .  ^^  ^ 
I  learned  in  Florence  how  to  kiss  my  hand, 
Heave  up  my  shoulders  when  they  call  me  dQ|^ 
And  duck  as  low  jets  any  bare-foot  friar; 
Hoping  to  £ee  them  starve  upon  a  stall, 
Or  else  be  gathered  for  in  our  synagogue ; 
^That  when  the  ofiferiog-bason  comes  to  me, 
"^.ven  for  chaiity,  I  may  spit  into't. 
lere  comes  Don  Lodowick,  the  governor's  son, 
^ne  that  I  love  for  his  good  father's  sake.  ^ 

Enter  Lodowick* 

Lod.  I  hear  tlie  wealthy  Jew  walked  this  way  ; 
1^1  seek  him  out,  and  so  insinuate, 
at  I  may  liavc  a  sight  of  Abigail ; 
or  Don  Mathias  tells  me  she  is  fair. 
Bar.  Now  will  I  shew  myself  to  have  more  of 
the  serpent 
Than  the  dove ;  that  is,  more  knave  than  fooL 
Lod,  Yond'  walks  the  Jew ;  now  for  fair  AIm- 

gail. 
Bar.  Aye,  aye,  no  doubt  but  she's  at  yonr 

command. 
Lad,  Barabas,  thou  know'st  I  i^m  the  gover? 

nor's  son. 
Bar.  I  would  you  were  his  fi^er  too,  sir,  that^ 
all  tl)c  harm 
I  wish  you.    The  slave  looks  like  a  bog's  cheek 
new  singed. 
Zod.  Whither  walk'st  thou,  BarabaB? 
Bar.  ^o  further ;  'tis  a  custom  held  with  os. 
That  when  we  speak  with  Gentiles,  like  to  you. 
We  turn  into  the  air  to  purge  ourselves; 
For  unto  us  the  promise  do&  belong. 

Lod.  Well,  Barabas,  canst  help  me  to  a  dia- 
mond? 
Bar.  Oh,  sir,  your  father  had  my  diamonds, 
Yet  I  have  one  left  that  will  serve  your  tnm ; 
I  mean  my  daughter : — but  ere  he  shall  have  her 
ni  sacrifice  her  on  a  pile  of  wood.   ■ 
I  ha'  the  poison  of  tlie  city  for  l^m,  and  the 
White  leprosy.  [Jnde. 

Ijod.  What  sparkle  does  it  give  without  a  foil  ? 
$ar.  The  diamond  that  X  talk  of  ne'er  wa» 
foiled;— 
But  when  he  touches  it,  it  will  be  foiled  :— 
Lord  Lodowick,  it  sparkles  hri^t  and  fidr. 
Lod.  Is  it  square  or  pointed?  pray  let  me 

know. 
Bar,  Pointed  it  is,  good  sir, — but  not  f«>r  ypp. 

Lod,  I  like  it  much  the  better. 
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Bar.  So  do  I  too^ 

Lad.  How  shews  it  by  night? 

Bar.  Outshines  Cyritnia's  rays  r-* 
You'll  like  it  better  far  a-nights  than  days.  {Amle, 

Lbd.  And  what's  the  prioe  ? 

Bar.  Your  life,  and  if  you  have  it — Oh  my  lord 
We  will  not  jar  about  the  price ;  come  to  my 

house 
And  I  will  giv*t  your  honour— with  a  vengeance. 

Lod.  '^Qf  Barabas,  I  will  deserve  it  first. 

Bar.  G9od  sir,  your  father  has  deserved  it  at 
my  hands. 
Who  of  mere  chanty  and  Christian  roth, '' 
To  brin|  me  to  religious  purity, 
And  as  It  were  in  catechising  sort, 
To  make  me  mindful  of  my  mortal  sins, 
Against  my  will,  and  whether  I  would  or  no. 
Seized  all  I  had,  and  thrust  me  out  a-doors, 
And  made  my  house  a  place  for  nuns  most  diaste. 

Lod.  No  doubt  your  soul  shall  reap  the  fruit 
ofiL 

Bar.  Aye,  but  my  lord,  the  harvest  is  far  off: 
And  vet  I  know  the  prayers  of  those  nuns 
And  holy  friars,  having  money  for  their  pains. 
Are  wondrous ;— and  indeed  c)o  no  man  good. 

jAtide. 
And  seciug  the^  are  not  idle,  but  still  doinjg, 
Tis  likely  they  in  .time  m&y  reap  some  fruit ; 
J  mean  in  fulness  of  perfection. 

Lod.  Good  Barabas,  glance  not  at  our  holy 
nuns. 

Bar.  No,  but  I  do  it  through  a  burning  zeal,— 
Hoping  ere  long  to  set  the  house  a-fire; 
For  though  they  do  a  while  increase  and  multiply, 
111  have  a  saying  to  that  nunnery.  [A$ide. 

As  for  that  diamond,  sir.  I  told  you  of, 
Come  home,  and  there  s  no  price  shall  make  us 

part. 
Even  for  your  honourable  father's  sake. — 
It  shall  go  hard  but  I  will  see  your  death,  [^id^ 
But  now  I  must  be  gone  to  buy  a  slave.. 

Lod.  And,  Barabas,  111  bear  thee  company. 

Bar.  Come  then,  here's  the  market-place. 
What's  the  price 
Of  this  slave?  two  hundred  crowns?  do  the 
Turks  weigh  so  much  ? 

Offi.  Sir,  tliat's  his  price. 

Bar,  What,  can  he  steal,  that  you  demand  so 
much? 
Belike  he  has  some  new  trick  for  a  purse ; 
And  if  he  has,  he  is  worth  three  hundred  plates, 
60  that,  being  bought,  the  town-seal  might  be  gQ^ 
To  keep  him  for  his  lifetime  from  the  gallows. 
The  sessions-day  is  critical  to  thieves,  , 

And  few  or  none  'scape  but  by  being  pui^ed. 


Lod.  Ratest  thou  this  Moor  but  at  two  hun- 
dred plates  ?  '9 
1  Offi.  No  more,  my  lord. 
Bar.  Why  should  this  Turk  be  dearer  than  that 

Moor  ? 
Offi  Because  be  is  young,  and  has  more  qua- 
lities. 
Bar.  What,  hast  the  philosophers  stone?  and 
thou  hast, 
Break  my  head  with  it,  I'll  forgive  thee. 
JSUeoe.  No  sir,  I  can  cut  and  shave. 
Bar.  Let  me  see,  sirrah ;  are  you  not  an  old 

shaver  ? 
Sla:oe.  Alas,  sir,  I  am  a  very  youth. 
Bar.  A  youth  ?  Ill  buy  you,  and  marry  you  to 
Xiaoy  V  anicy. 
If  you  do  well, 
SUtve*  I  will  serve  you,  sir. 
Bar.  Some  wicked  trick  or  other.   It  may  be, 
under  colour 
Of  shaving,  thoult  cut  my  throat  for  my  goods^ 
Tell  me,  hast  thou  thy  health  well  ? 
Slave.  Aye,  passing  well. 
Bar.  So  much  tlie  worse;  I  must  have  one 
that's  sickly : 
And't  be  but  for  sparing  victuals :  'ds  not  a  stone 

of  beef  a-day 
Will  maintain  you  in  these  chops ;  let  me-see  one 
That's  somewhat  leaner. 

1  Offi.  Here's  a  leaner,  how  like  you  him  ? 
Bar.  Where  wast  thou  bom  ? 
liha*  In  Tlirace ;  brought  up  in  Arabia. 
Bar.  So  much  the  better,  thou  art  for  ray  turn ; 
An  hiundred  crowns,  111  have  him;  there's  the 
coin. 
1  Offi,  Then  mark  him,  sir,  and  take  him  hence. 
Bar.  Ave,  mark  him,  you  were  best,  for  this 
is  he 
That  by  my  help  shall  do  much  vil|!iiny. 
My  loitl,  farewell :  come,  sirrah,  you  are  mbe. 
As  for  the  diamond,  it  shall  be  yours ; 
J  pray,  sir,  be  no  stranger  at  my  honse, 
All  that  I  have  shall  be  at  your  comipMu^d. 

Enter  Mathias  and  Mi  Mother. 

Mai.  What  makes  the  Jew  and  Lodowick  so 
private  ? 
I  fear  me  'tis  about  fair  Abigail. 

Bar.  Yonder  comes  Don  Mathias,  let  us  stay ; 
He  loves  my  daughter,  and  she  holds  him  dear; 
But  I  have  sworn  to  frustrate  both  their  bo|MB^ 
And  be  revenged  upon  the  governor. 
Moth.  This  Moor  is  comehest,  is  he  not  ?  speok^ 

son. 
Mat»  No,  this  ia  tho  better^  mother,  view  this 
welL 


?«  Rulh — u  e.  pity. 

^9  P(a^e«—z.e.  pieces  of  silver  money.   See  note  on  ^nfony  onif  CZeopofra,  toU  8«  p.  S95  edit.  1778.   S. 
^  tadif  Faniti^A  vice  or  puppet  of  that  name,  which  ps  mentioneain  one  of  Ben  JoMon*8  plavs. 
**  Get  you  a  cittern,  Ladjf  Vanittfr    8. 
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Bar,  Seem  not  to  know  me  here  before  your 
mother. 
Lest  she  mistrust  the  match  that  is  in  hand : 
When  you  have  brought  her  home,  come  to  my 

house; 
Think  of  me  as  thy  father.    Son,  farewell. 
Mat.   But  wherefore  talked  Don  Lodowick 

with  you  ? 
Bar,  Tush,  man,  we  talked  of  diambnds,  not 

of  Abigail. 
Mothi  Tell  me,  Mathias,  is  not  that  the  Jew 
Bar,  As  for  the  comment  on  the  Maccabees, 
1  have  it,  sir,  and  'tis  at  your  command. 

Mat.  Yes,  madam,  and  my  talk  with  him  was 
About  the  borrowing  of  a  hook  or  two. 

Moth.  Converse  not  with  him,  he  is  cast  off 
from  Heaven. 
Thou  hast  thy  crowns,  fellow ;  come,  let's  away. 
Mat,  Sirrah,  Jew,  remember  the  books. 

[Exeunt. 
Bar,  Marry  will  I,  sir. 

OffL  Come,  I  have  made  a  reasonable  market, 
let's  away.  [Exit. 

Bar.  Now  let  me  know  thy  name,  and  there- 
withal 
Thy  birth,  condition,  and  profession. 

It  ha.  Faith,  sir,  my  birth  is  but  mean;  my 
name^  Ithamore ; 
My  profession  what  you  please. 

Bar,  Hast  thou  no  trade  ?  then  listen  to  my 
words, 
And  I  thrill  teach  thee  that  shnll  stick  by  thee: 
First,  be  thou  void  of  these  affection^. 
Compassion,  love,  vain  hope,  and  heartless  fear; 
Be  moved  at  nothing,  see  thou  pity  none. 
But  to  thyself  smVIe  when  the  Christians  moan. 
It  ha.  Oh  brave  master,  I  worship  you  i*  ijQse 

Afc(;lhi3.*V..      -         -  '      ;■ 

Bt^.  As  for  myself,  I  walk  abroad  a-nights,  "^ 
And  kill  sick  people  groaning  under  walls :        [ 
Sometimes  I  go  about  and  poison  wells  j;    ^..v-^' 
And  now  and  then,  tcrchensh' Christian  thieves, 
I  am  content  to  lose  some  of  my  crowns, 
That  r  may,  walking  in  my  gallery, 
See  'em  go  pinioned  along  by  my  door. 
Being  young,  I  studied  physic,  and  began 
To  practise  first  upon  the  Italian; 
There  I  enriched  the  priests  with  burials. 
And  always  kept  the  sexton's  arms  in  ure,  ** 
With  digging  graves^  and  ringing  dead  men's 
knells : 


And  after  that  was  I  an  engineer. 
And  in  the  wars  Wiit  France  and  Germany, 
Under  pretence  of  helping' Charies  the  Fifth, 
Slew  fnend  and  enemy  with  my  stratagems. 
Then  after  that  was  I  an  usurer, 
And,  with  extorting,  cozening,  forfeiting  [ 

And  trirlrn  hrlnnQn^jixnln  hwhary^)  ^ij,,J.^ 

rtfie jails  with  bankrupts  in  a  year ;       A 
^  And  with  young  orphans  planted  hospitals;      \ 
every  moon  made  some  or  other  mad ;     '  I 
And  now  and  then  one  hang  himself  for  grieQ   I 
"*  his  breast  a  long  great  scroll      *   . 
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I  have  as  much  coin  as  will  buy  the  town. 
But^tiffr me 4imKf  bowktkhk'^nu  spt'iii  ih^  time ? 
Itha.  Faith,  master,  in  setting  Christian  villa- 
ges on  fire, 
Chaining  of  eunuchs,  bindmg  galley-slaves. 
One  time  I  was  an  hostler  in  an  ino. 
And  in  the  nizht-time  secretly  would  I  steal 
To  travellers    chambers,  and   there  cut  their 

throats: 
Once,  at  Jerusalem,  where  the  pilgrims  kneeled^ 
I  strewed  powder  on  the  marble  stones, 
And  therewithal  their  knees  would  rankle  so. 
That  I  have  laughed  a  good  *^  to  see  the  cripples 
Go  limping  home  to  Christendom  on  stilts. 
Bar.  Why  this  is  something :  make  account  oC 
me 
As  of  thy  fellow ;  we  are  villains  both ; 
Both  circumcised ;  we  hate  Christians  both. 
Be  true  and  secret,  thou  shalt  want  no  gold.— 
But  stand  aside,  here  comes  Don  Lodowick. 

Enter  Lodowick. 

Lod.  Oh  Barabas,  well  met;  where  is  the  diar 
mond 
You  told  me  of? 

Bar,  I  have  it  for  yoo,  dr ;  please  you  w^lk  in 
with  me. 
What  ho>  Abigail ;  open  the  door,  I  say. 

Enter  Abigail. 

Abig.  Tn  good  time,  father;  here  arc  letters 
come 
From  Onnus,  and  the  post  stays  here  within. 
Bar.  Give  me  the  letters;  daughtefi  do  jou 
hear. 
Entertain  Lodowick,  the  governor's  son, 
With  ail  the  courtesy  you  can  afford, 


*»  Oh  brave  master,  I  worship  your  nosefpr  «i»— We  have  here  ao  allusion  to  the  manner  in  which  Jhe 
Jew  used  to  be  dressed  on  the  stage.  From  the  following  passage  in  Rowley's  Search  for  Money,  1609, 
p.  12,  we  find  he  was  always  equipped  with  a  hoge  nose,  "—but  as  ill  a  head  in  forme  (and  worse  in  con- 
dition) than  ever  held  a  spoot  of  lead  in  his  mouth  at  the  comer  of  a  church :  an  old  moth-eaten  cap 
buttoned  under  his  chinne  :  his  visage  (or  vizard)  like  the  artificial  Jewe  of  MaUae's  noset  the  wormes 
fearing  his  bodie  would  have  gone  along  with  his  soule,  came  to  take,  and  indeed  had  taken  possesslpD^ 
where  they  peept  out  still  at  certaine  loope  holes,  to  see  who  came  neare  their  habitation.** 

**  In  ure — Sec  note  to  Ferrex  and  Porrex. 

«3  That  I  have  toughed  a  goed—i.  e.  In  good  earnest,  Jhut  de  bon,  Fr.  See  note  onThetw  Gmtkmem 
•/  FeronOf  vol.  L  p.  SU8.  edit.  17?  8.    S. 
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Profiled,  that  yoa  kefep  jour  maid^iheticly 
ihe  him  as  if  he  were  a  Philistine; 
Dissemble,  swear,  protest,  vow  to  love  him. 
He  is  not  of  the  seed  of  Abraham, — 
I  am  a  littie  busy,  sir,  pray  pardon  me. — 
Abigail,  bid  him  welcome,  for  my  sake. 
'  Abig,  Fervour  sake,  and  his  own,  he's  wel- 
come hither. 

Bttr,  Daughter,  a  word  more;  kiss  him,. speak 
him  fair. 
And,  like  a  connmg  Jew,  so  cast  about, 
yTbat  ye  be  both  made  sure  ere  you  come  out. 

Ablg.  Oh  father,  Don  Mathias  is  my  love. 

Bar,  I  know  it;  yet,  I  say,  make  love  to  him ; 
]3o,  it  is  requisite  it  sbould  be  so. 
Nay,  on  my  life  it  is  my  factor's  hand ; 
But  go  you  in,  TU  think  upon  the  account : 

[Exeunt  Lod.  and  Abig. 
The  account  is  made,  for  Lodowick  dies. 
]VIy  factor  sends  me  word  a  merchant's  fled,     ' 
That  owes  me  for  a  hundred  tun  of  wine : 
I  weigh  it  thus  much ;  I  have  wealth  enough, 
Fof  now  by  this  has  be  kissed  Abigail ; 
And  she  \'ow6  love  to  him  and  he  to  her. 
As  sure  as  Heaven  rained  manna  for  the  Jews, 
So  sure  sliali  he  and  Don  Mathias  die : 
His  father  was  my  chiefest  enemy. — 
Whither  goes  Don  Mathias  ?  stay  a  while. 

Enter  Mathias. 

.   3iiU,  Whither,  but  to  my  fair  love,  Abigail 

Bar^  Thou  know'st,  and  Heaven  can  witness 
it  is  true, 
That  I  intend  my  daughter  shall  be  thine. 

Mat.  Aye,  fiarabas,  or  else  thou  wrong'st  me 
nmch. 

Bar,  Ob  Heaven  forbid  I  should  have  such  a 
thought : . 
Pardon  me,  though  I  weep ;  the  governor's  son 
Will,  whether  I  will  or  no,  have  Abigail : 
He  sends  her  letters,  bracelets,  jewels^  rings. 

Mat,  Does  she  receive  them  f 

Bar.  She !  No,  Mathias,  no,  but  sends  them 
back: 
And  when  he  comes,  she  locks  herself  up  fast; 
Yet  through  the  key-hole  will  he  talk  to  her. 
While  she  runs^  to  the  window,  looking  out 
When  you  shoul^pttPA  and  halMuuufcoqg  the 
door. 

Mat*  Oh  treacherous  Lodowick  ! 

Bar.  Even  now,  as  I  came  home^  he  slipt  me  in, 
And  I  am  sure  he  is  with  Abigail. 

Mat.  I'll  rouse  him  thence. 

Bar.  Not  for  all  Malta,  therefore  sheathe  your 
sword ; 
If  yon  love  me,  no  quarrels  in  my  house ; 
But  steal^ou  in,  and  seem  to  see  him  not; 
I'll  give  him  such  a  warning  ere  he  goes. 
As  he  shall  have  small  hopetof  Al^il.-— 
Away,  for  here  they  oome. 

Enter  Lodowick  and  Abigail. 
Mat.  What,  hand  in  hand !  I  cannot  suffer  this. 


Bar,  Mathias,  as  thou  lovest  ooe,  not  a  word. 
Mat,  Well,  let  it  pass,  another  time  sliall  serve. 

[Exii. 
Lod.  BarabaSy  is  not  that  the  widow's  son  ? 
Bar.  No,  no,  but  happily  he  stands  in  fear 
Of  that  which  you,  I  think,  ne'er  dream  upon^ 
My  daughter  here,  a  paltry  silly  girl. 
Lod.  Why,  loves  she  Don  Mathias? 
Bar,  Doth  she  not,  with  her  smiling,  answer 

you? 
AUg.  He  has  my  heart;  I  smile  against  my 

will. 
Lod.  Barabas,  thou  knowcst  I  have  loved  thy 

daughter  long. 
Bar,  And  so  has  she  done  you,  even  from  a 
child. 
-  Lod.  And  now  I  caa  no  longer  hold  my  mind* 
Bar.  Nor  I  the  affection  that  I  bear  to  you. 
Lod.  This  is  thy  diamond;   tell  me,  shall  I 

have  it  ? 
Bar.  Win  it,  and  wear  it,  it  is  yet  unsoiled. 
Oh  but  I  know  your  lordship  would  disdain 
To  marry  with  tfje  daughter  of  a  Jew : 
And  yet  I'll  give  her  many  a  golden  cross 
With  Christian  posies  round  about  the  ring. 

Lod.  'Tissnot  thy  wealth,  but  her,  that  I  esteem; 
Yet  crave  I  thy  consent. 

Bar.  And  mine  you  have;  yet  let  me  talk  to 
her,— 
This  ofi&priug  of  Cain,  this  Jebusite, 
That  never  tasted  of  the  passover. 
Nor  e'er  shall  see  the  land  of  Canaan,  y 
Nor  our  Messias  that  is  yet  to  come;  ^ 
This  gentle  maggot,  Lodowick  I  mean. 
Must  be  deluded :  let  him  have  thy  hand. 
But  keep  thy  heart  till  Don  Mathias  comes. 

[And^. 
Abig,  What,  shall  I  be  l)etrothed  to  Lodo- 
wick? 
Bar,  It  is  no  sin  to  deceive  a  Christian; 
For  they  themselves  hold  it  a  principle^ 
Faith  is  not  to  be  held  with  heretics; 
But  all  are  heretics  that  are  not  Jews ; 
This  follows  well,  and  therefore,  daughter,  fW 

not— — ^ 
I  have  intreated  her,  and  she  will  grant. 

Lod.  Then,  gentle  A bigail,  plight  th  v  faith  to  mei 
Abig,  1  cannot  chuse,  seeing  my  lather  bids  s 
Nothing  but  death  shall  part  my  love  and  me. 
Lod.  Now  have  I  that  for  which  my  soul  bath 

longed. 
Bar,  So  have  not  I,  but  yet  I  hope  I  sfaaU. 

[Asida. 
Abig.  Oh  wretched  Abigail,  what  hast  thou 

done  ? 
Lod.  Why  on  the  sudden  is  your  colour  chan« 

ged? 
Abig,  I  know  not ;  but,  farewell,  I  must  be 

gone. 
Bar.  Stay  her,  but  let  her  not  speak  onei^ord 

more. 
Lod.  Mute  o'  the  sodden;  here's  a  sudden 
change. 


<64 


THE  JEW  OF  MALTA. 


[Mahioit* 


Btfr.  Oh  nose  not  at  it,  Ms  the  Hebrews* 

Thatinaidens  new  betrothed  should  weep  awhile. 
Trouble  her  not;  sweet  Ludowick  depart : 
She  is  thy  wife,  and  ihou  shalt  be  mine  heir. 

Lod^  Ohy  is't  the  custom  ?  then  I  am  resolved : 
But  rather  let  the  brigbtsome  heavens  be  dim. 
And  nature*8  beauty  choke  with  stifling  clouds^ 
ThM  my  fair  Abigail  should  frown  on  me<-« 
There  comes  the  villain,  now  Til  be  revenged. 

Enter  Math i as. 

Bar,  Be  quiet,  Lodowick,  it  is  enough 
That  I  have  made  thee  sure  to  AbigaiL 

Lod.  Weil,  let  him  ga  [Esit. 

Bar.  Well,  but  for  me,  as  you  went  in  at  doors 
,  YoQ  had  been  stabbed ;  but  not  a  word  on't  now ; 
Here  must  uo  speeches  pass,  nor  swords  be 
drawn. 

Mat,  Suffer  me,  Barabas,  but  to  follow  him. 

Bar.  No ;  so  shall  I,  if  any  hurt  be  done, 
Be  made  an  accessary  of  your  deeds : 
Bevenge  it  on  him  when  you  meet  him  next 

Mat.  For  this  IH  have  his  heart 

Bar,  Do  so ;  lo  here  I  ^ive  thee  Abigail. 

Mat.  What  greater  gift  can  poor  Madiias 
have? 
Bhall  Lodowick  rob  me  of  so  fair  a  love  ? 
My  life  is  not  so  dear  as  Abigail, 

Bar,  My  heart  misgives  mc,  that,  to  cross  your 
love, 
ile*s  with  your  mother ;  therefore  after  him. 

Mat,  What,  is  he  gone  unto  my  mother  ? 

Bar,  Nay,  if  you  will,  stay  till  she  comes  her- 
self. 

Mat,  I  cannot  stay ;  for  if  my  mother  come 
She'll  die  with  grief.  [Exit, 


Jbig,  I  cannot  take  my  leave  of  hitft  tw  teftrs. 
Father,  whv  have  you  thus  incensed  them  bothf 
Bar,  What's  diat  to  thee? 
Abig,  ril  make  them  friends  again. 
Bar,  YooH  make  them  fiiends !  are  there  not 
Jews  enough 
In  Malta,  but  thou  must  doat  upon  a  Christian  ? 
Aifig.  I  will  have  Don  Mathias,  he  is  my  love.. 
Bar,  Yes,  yeu  shaM  have  him. — 60,  put  her  in. 
{ExU  Abigail. 
Ilha.  Aye,  I'll  put  her  in. 
Bar,  Now  tell  me,  Ithamore,  bow  likest  tbo« 

this? 
liha.  Faith,  master,  I  thibk  by  this 
You  purchase  both  their  lives :  Is  it  not  so  ? 
Bar,  True;  and  itshaU  be  cunningly  (^rformed^ 
Ilha.  Oh,  master,  that  I  might  kive  a  hand  ib 

this! 
Bar,  Aye,  so  thou  shalt ;  'tis  them  must  do  the 
deed: 
Take  this,  and  bear  it  to  Mtthias  straight. 
And  tell  him  that  it  comes  from  Lodowick. 
Itha,  Tis  poisoned ;  is  it  net  ? 
Bbr,  No,  no ;  and  yet  it  might  be  done  that 


uLr'' 


challenge  feigned  fVom  Lodowiek. 
/Mo.  Fear  not ;  ril  so  set  his  heart  a  fire,  that  he 
Sh^ll  verily  think  it  comes  from  him. 

fiBor.  I  cannot  choose  but  like  thy  readiness : 
Yft  be  not  rash,  but  do  it  cunningly. 
ika.  As  I  behave  myself  in  this,  employ  me 
hereafber. 
bar.  Away  then.  [Exit, 

Soi  now  will  I  go  in  to  Lodowick, 
And,  like  a  cunning  spirit,  feign  some  lye, 
Till  I  have  set  them  both  at  eumity«  [Exit, 


ACT  IIL 


Enter  a  Courtezan. 


Cour,  Sipoe  this  town  was  besieged,  my  gain 
grows  cold : 
The  time  has  been,  that,  but  for  one  bare  night, 
A  hundred  ducats  have  been  freely  given; 
But  now  against  my  will  I  must  be  chaste ; 
And  yet  I  know  my  beauty  doih  not  fail. 
From  Venice,  merchants;*  and  from  Padua 
Were  wont  to  come  rare-witted  gentlemen. 
Scholars  I  mean,  learned  auld  liberal ; 
And  now,  save  Philia  Borzo,  comes  there  none, 
AsdA  be  is  very  seldom  from  my  bouse; 
And  here  be  comes. 

Enter  Philia  Borzo. 

P.  JBor.  Hold  thee,  wench,  there't  something 

for  thee  to  spend. 
Omr*  T\s  silver,^  I  disdain  it 
P.  Bor,  Aye,  but  the  Jew  has  gold. 
And  I  will  m\'e  it,.or  it  shall  go  hanL 
CotLr.  Tell  ae|  how  cams't  thou  bj  thb  ? 


P.  Bar,  Faith,  walking  the  back  lanes,  dirough^ 
the  ganlens, 
I  chanced  to  cast  mine  eye  up  to  the  Jew's  count- 
ing-house. 
Where  I  saw  some  bags  of  money,  and  in  the  night  I 
Clambered  up  with  my  hooks ;  and  as  I  was  taking 
My  choice,  1  beard  a  rumbiiifg  iy  the  house,  so  I 

took 
Only  this,  and  run  my  way ;  but  here's  the  Jew's 
man. 

Enter  Ithamore.' 

Cour,  Hide  the  bag. 

P.  Bor.  Look  not  towards  him,  let's  away  : 
Zoons,  what  a  looking  thou  keep's^ 
Thou'lt  betray  us  anon. 

Itha,  O,  the  sweetest  face  that  ever  I  beheld  t 
I  know  she  is 
A  courtezan  bv  her  attve:-  now'  woeld  I  ^ve  m 

hundred 
Of  the  Jew's  crowns  that  I  had  such  a  concubine. 
Well|  I  ha?e  delivered  tfae  cfaallengie  \a  sucb  ter^ 
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As  meet  the?,  will,  and  fighting  die;  brave  sport  1 

[Exit. 

Enter  Matiiias, 

Jlfa/.This  is  the  place  ;  now  Abigail  shall  8ee> 
AYhether  Mathias  holds  her  dear  or  uo. 

Enter  Lodowick,  reading.  ^ 

Lod.  What,  dares  the  villain  write  in  such  base 

terms? 
Mat.  I  did  it,  and  revenge  it  if  thou  dar*8t    . 

[Fight. 

Enter  Barabas  above. 

Bar.  Oh  bravely  fought,  and  yet  they  thrust  not 
home. 
Now  Lodowick,  now  Mathias,  so ; 
So,  now  they  liave  BhewM  themselves  to  be  tall 
felhiws.**  [theyfalL 

Within.  Part  them,  part  them. 
B^.  Aye,  part  them  now  they  arc  dead;  fare- 
/      well,  farewell.  .    [Exit. 

/  Enter  Gavemor,  Hither. 

/        (jov.  V^hat  sight  IS  this?  My  Lodowick  slain  ! 
These  arms  of  mine  shall  be  thy  sepulchre. 
Moth.  Who  is  this?  My  son  Mathias  slain ! 
(jov.  Oh  Lodowick !  hadst  thou  perished  by  the 
'  Turk, 
Wretched  Feineze  might  have  Venf^^  thy  death. 
Moth.  Thy  son  slew  mine,  and  Til  revenge  his 

death. 
Gov.  Look,  Katherinc,  look,  thy  son  gave  mine 

the^e  wounds. 
Moth.  O  leave  tg  grieve  me,  I  am  grieved 

enough ! 
Gov.  Oh  that  my  sighs  could  turn  to  lively 
breath, 
And  these  my  tears  to  blood,  tliat  he  might  live. 
Moth.  Who  made  them  enemies? 
Gov.  I  know  not, -and  that  iitieves  me  most  of 

all. 
Moth.  My  son  loved  thine. 
Gov-  And  so  did  Lodowick  him^ 
Moth.'LQTn\  me  that  weapon  that  did  kill  my  son, 
*  And  it  shall  murder  me. 

Gov.  Nay,  madam,  stay,  that  weapon  was  my 
son's. 
And  on  that  rather  should  Ferncze  die. 

Moth.  Hold,  let*s  inquire  the  causers  of  their 
deaths^ 
That  we  may  Venge  their  blood  upon  their  heads. 
Gov.  Then  take  them  up,  and  let  them  be  in- 
terred 
Within  one  sacred  monument  of  stone ; 
Upon  which  altar  I  will  offer  up 
My  daily  sacrifice  oi  sighs  and  tears, 
And  with  my  prayers  pierce  impartial  heavens. 
Till  they  the  causers  of  our  smarts, 


Which  forced  their  hands  divide  united  hearts. 
Come,  Katheriue,  our  losses  equal  are  ; 
Then  of  true  grief  let  us  take  equal  share. 

[Exeunt. 

'    Enter  Ithamore. 
Itha.  Why,  was  there  ever  seen  such  villainy, 
so  neatly 
Plotted,  and  so  well  performed?  both  held  in 

liaiid,  and 
Flatly  both  beguiled. 

Enter  Abigail. 

Abig.  Why,  how  now,  Ithamore,  why  laugh'st 

thou  so? 
Itha.  Oh,  mi.srress,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
Abig.  Why,  what  ail'st  thou? 
Itha.  Oh  my  master ! 
Abig.  Ha ! 

Itha,  Oh,  mistress  !  I  have  the  bravest,  gravest, 
.secret,  subtile. 
Bottle-nosed  knave  to  my  master,  that  ever  gen- 
tleman had. 
Abig.  Say,  knave,  why  raiPst  upon  my  fatlier 

thus  ? 
Itha.  Oil,  my  master  has  the  bravest  policy. 
Abig.  Wherein? 
Ithu.  Why,  know  you  not? 
Abig.  Why,  no. 
Itha,  Know  you  not  of  Mathias*  and  Don  Lo- 

dowick's  disaster  ? 
Abig,  No,  what  was  it  ? 

Itha.  Why,  the  devil  invented  a  challenge,  my 
master  writ  it. 
And  I  carried  it,  first  to  Lodowick,  and  imprimis 

to  Mathias; 
And  then  they  met,  as  the  story  says. 
In  doleful  wise  they  ended  both  tlieir  days. 
Abig.  And  was  my  father  furtheier  of  their 

deaths  ? 
Ilha.  Am  I  Ithamore  ? 
Abig.  Yes. 
Itha.  So  sure  did  your  father  write,  and  I  carry 

the  challenge. 
Abig.  Well,  Ithamore,  let  me  request  thee  this ; 
Go  to  the  new-made  nunnery,  and  inquire 
For  any  of  the  friars  of  St  Jaques, 
And  say,  I  pray  them  come  and  speak  with  me. 
Itha.  i  pray,  mistress,  will  you  answer  me  one 

quet^tion  ? 
Abig.  Well,  sirrah,  what  is't  ? 
Ilfia.  A  very  f&eling  one  :*-Have  not  the  nuns 
fine  sport 
With  the  friars  now  and  then  ? 
Abig.  Go  to,  sirrah  sauce,  is  this  your  question  ? 

get  you  gone. 
Itha.  I  will,  forsooth,  mistress.  [Exit, 

Abig.  Hard-hearted  father,  unkid^^rabas ; 
Was  this  the  pursuit  of  ihy  policv^^^,. ' 


^  TallfeUom^i,  e.  brave  fellows. 
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To  make  me  shew  (hem  favour  stivemlly. 
That  by  my  favoiir  they  Bhould  both  be  stun ! 
^dmit  thou  lovest  not  Lodowick  fbi^hb  un, 
Yet  Don  Mathias  ne'er  offended  thee; 
But  thou  wert  set  upon  ettreoie  revenge^ 
Because  the  prior  dispossest  thee  ono^ 
And  Couldst  not  ven^  it»  but  upon  his  son; 
Nur  on  his  son,  but  by  Mathias  means:; 
;    Nor  on  Mathias,  but  by. murdering  me : 
I    But  I  perceive  there  is  no  love  on  earthy 
^     Pity  in  Jews,  nor  piety  in  Turks. — 
/     But  here  comes* cursed  Ithamore  with  the  friar. 

^  Friar.  J^rgo,  salve. 

Jtha.  When  duck  you  ? 

Abig,   VVelcome,  grave  firiaT.— Ithamcre,  bo- 
gone.—  {Exit. 
Know,  holy  sir*  ^  nm  bold  to  solicit  thee. 
Friar.  Whcrciu? 

Alng.  To  get  roe  be  admittedfor  a  iiun. 
Friar,  VVbv,  Abigail,  it  is  not  yet  long  since 
That  1  did  labour  thy  admission, 
And  then  thou  didst  not  like  that  holv  life. 
AUg,  Then  were  my  thoughts  so  frail  and  un- 
confirmed, 
•^And  I  was  chaiced  to  follies  of  the  world; 
But  now  experience,  purchased  with  grief, 
Has  made  me  s^e  the  difference  of  things. 
My  sinful  soul,  alas !  hath 'paced  too  long 
1  Tbe  fatal  labyrinth  uf  misbelief, 
I  Far  from  the  Son,  that  gives  eternal  life. 
Friar,  Who  taught  thee  this? 
Abig,  The  abbess  of  the  house, 
Whose  zealous  admonition  I  embrace : 
Oh  therefore,  Jacomo,  let  nie  be  one. 
Although  unworthy,  of  that  sisterhood. 

Friar,  Abigail,  1  will;  but  see  thou  change  no 
more. 
For  that  will  be  most  heavy  to  thy  soul. 
Abig.  That  was  my  father's  fault. 
Friar,  Thy  father's !  how  ? 
Abig,  Nay,  you  shall  pardon  me. — Oh,  Barabas, 
Though  thou  desenest  hardly  at  my  handa^ 
Y(t  never  shall  these  lips  bewray  thy  life. 
Friar.  Come,  shall  we  go? 
Abig.  My  duty  waits  on  you.  [ExtutU, 

Enter  Barabas,  reading  a  Letter. 

Bar.  What,  Abigail,  become  a  nun  again  ? 
False  and  unkind ;  what,  hast  thou  lost  thy  father? 
And  all  unknown,  and  unconstrained  of  me^ 
Art  thou  again  got  to  the  nunnery  ? 
Now  here  she  writes,  and  wills  me  to  repent. 
Repentance?  Spurca:  what  portendeth ^^  this? 
I  fear  she  knows — 'tis  so — of  my  device 
In  Don  Mathias'  and  Lodowick's  deaths : 
If  sOy  'tis  time  that  it  be  se^n  into ; 


For  sbe  that  varies  from  me  .in  bdief. 

Gives  ^reat  presumption  that  she  loves  me  not ; 

Or,  lovmg,  doth  dishke  of  something  done. — 

Enter  Ithamore. 

But  who  comes  here  ?  Oh,  Ithamore^  cotnA near ;  I 
Come  near,  my  love,  come  near ;  thy  Bfiaster's  life,  / 
My  trusty  servant,  nay,  my  second  life; 
For  I  have  now  no  hope  btit  even  in  thee  ; 
And  on  that  hope  mv  happiness  is  built. 
Whensatv'^t thou  Abigail r 

hha.  Tonday. 

Bar,  With  whom? 

Itha.  A  friar. 

Bar,  A  friar !  ftdse  vilbin,  he  hath  done  the 
deed. 

Itha.  Uow,  sir  ? 

Bar.  Why,  made  mme  Abigail  a  nun, 

Itha.  That's  no  lye,  for  she  sent  me  for  him. 

Bar.  Oh,  unhappy  day, 
Fiilse,  credulous,  ntconstant  Abigail ! 
But  let  them  go:  and,  Ithamore,  from  hence 
Ne'er  shall  she  grieve  me  more  with  her  disgrace; 
Ne'er  shall  she  live  to  inherit  ought  of  mine. 
Be  blest  of  me,  nor  come  within  my  gates, 
Qut  perish  underneath  mv  bitter  curse, 
Like  Cain  by  Adam,  for  his  brother's  death. 

Itha.  Oh,  master 

Bar.  Ithamore,  intreat  not  for  her,  I  am  movec^ 
And  she  is  hateful  to  my  soul  and  mc : 
And  least  thou  yield  to  this  that  I  iotreaf, 
I  caunot  think  but  that  thou  hatest  my  life. 

Itha.  Who,  I,  master?  Why,  I'll  run  to  some 
rock,  and 
Throw  myself  headlong  into  the  sea;  why,  111  do 

any 
Thing  for  your  sweet  sake. 

Bar.  Oh,  trusty  Ithamore !  no  servant,  but  my 
friend ; 
I  here  adopt  thee  for  mine  only  heir; 
All  that  I  have  is  thine  when  I  am  dead,  ' 

And  whilst  I  live  use  half;  spend  as  myself:  f 
Here,  take  my  keys,  I'll  give  them  tliee  mion :  { 
Go  buy  thee  garments;  but  thou  shalt  not  trautrj 
Only  know  this,  that  thus  thou  art  to  do :  ,  | 

But  first  go  fetch  me  in  the  pot  of  rice 
That  for  our  supper  stands  upon  the  fire. 

Itha.  I  hold  my  head  my  master's  hungry  >— I  '\ 
go,  sir.  [Exit..  * 

Bar.  Thus  every  villain  ambles  after  wetiltl^ 
Although  he  ne'er  be  richer  than  in  hope  rv 
But  hush'c. 

Enter  Ithamore  with  tlie  FoL 

Itha.  Here  'tis,  master. 

Bhr.  Well  said,  itliamorc    What,  bast  ihoa 
brought 
The  hidle  with  thee  too? 


l^  Portendcih^The  4to  roBiB  pretendeth. 
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Itka.  Yes,  «ir;  tfie  prov^b  eiijs,  he  that  eMs 
with  the  devil 
Had  need  of  a  long  spoon  ;^  I  bavrb  broaght  you 
a  ladle. 

Ad*.  Very  well,  Ithamore ;  then  now  be  a6ci*et, 
.  And,  for  thy  sake,  whom  I  so  dearly  love. 
Now  sbak  thou  see  the  death  of  AbignUj 
That  tfion  may'st  freely  live  to  be  my  heir. 

lika.  Why,  nl^nster,  will  yoir  puisoD  her  with  a 
men  of  rice 
Porridge?^— that  will  preserve  life,  makeh^  round 

and  plomp, 
And  batt^  ^^  more  than  you  are  aware. 

Bar,  Aye,  but,  Ithamore,  seest  libon  this  ? 
It  is  a  preciom  powder,  that  I  boaght 
Of  an  ttahan  in  Ancona  once. 
Whose  operation  is  to  bind,  infect^ 
And  poison  deeph^ ;  yet  Jiot  appear 
lu  forty  hours  after  it  is  ta*en. 

It  ha.  How,  niBBter? 

Bar.  Thus,  hhamore. 
This  Even  they  use  in  Malta  here  ftis  called 
Stoat  Jaqdei*  Eveti,)  and  then,  I  say,  they  usis 
To  send  their  alms  unto  the  nunneries : 
Ainoiii;  the  rest  bear  this,  and  «tet  jt. there ; 
There's  a  dark  entry  wfaoi^  they  take  ii!  in, 
Where  they  roust  neither  see  the  messenger, 
Nor  make  enquiry  who  hath  sent  it  them. 

Itka,mw90} 

Bar,  Belike  there  is  some  ocremoily  m^t 
Tfiere,  Ithamore,  must  thou  go  ^iace  this  pot  :^* 
Stav,  let  me  spice  it  first. 

lika.  Pray  do,  and  let  me  help  you,  master.-^. 
Prav  let  me  taste  first. 

Bar,  Prithee  do.   What  say'st  thou  now  ? 

Itha.  Troth,  master,  I'm  loth  such  a  pot  of  pot* 
taj^  should  be  spoiled* 

Bar.  Peaces  Ithamore,  'tis  better  so  dian  spared. 
Assure  thyself  thou  shalt  have  broth  by  the  eye.** 
Mj  parse,  my  cdflbr,  and  myself  is  thine. 

Jtka,  Well,  roaster,  I  go. 

Bar,  Stay,  firdt  let  me  stir  it,  Ithamore. 
As  fatal  be  it  to  her  as  the  di  aught 
^  Of  which  great  Alexander  drunk,  and  died ; 
And  with  her,  let  it  work  like  Borgia's  wine, 
Whereof  h'ls  sire,  the  pope,  was  poisoned. 
In  few,  the  blood  of  Hydra,  Lema's  bane, 
The  juice  of  Helion,**  and  Cocytus'  breathy 
And  all  the  poisons  of  the  Stygian  pool, 
Break  from  the  fiery  kingdom,  and  in  this 


Vomit  your  venoms  and  invenom  her. 
That,  like  a  fiend,  hath  left  her  father  thas  ! 
Itha,  What  a  blessing  has  he  given't !  was  ewr 
pot  of 
Eice  porridge  so  sauc*t !  What  shall  I  do  with  it? 

Bar,  Oh,  ro^  sweet  Ithamore,  go  set  it  down, 
And  come  agam  so  soon  as  thou  hast  done, 
For  r  have  other  business  for  thee. 

Itha.  Here's  a  drench  to  poison  a  whole  stable 
of 
DFlanders  mares;  FU  carry  it  to  the  nuns  with  a 
powder. 
Bar,  And  the  horse  pestilence  to  boot;  away. 
Itha.  I  am  gone. 
Pay  me  mv  wag^s,  for  my  work  is  done.      [Exit. 
Bar,  I'll  pay  thee  with  a  vengeance,  Ithamore. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Oaternory  Del  Bosco,  Knights^  Bathaw. 

Gov,  Welcome,  great  Bashaw ;  how  fares  Ca* 
Ivmath? 
What  wimf  drives  you  thus  into  Malta  road  ? 

BoiA.  The  wind  diat  bloweth  all  the  world  be- 
sides,    ^ 
[Desire  of  gokL ' 

Gov.  Desire  of  gold,  great  sir } 
That's  to  be  gotten  in  the  Western  lude : 
Hn  Malta  are  net  golden  minerals, 

Bafh,  To  you  of  Malta  thus  saith  Calymath ; 
Ttie  time  you  Cook  for  respite*  is  at  haiui ; 
Tor  the  performance  of  your  promise  past, 
And  for  the  tribute-meney  I  am  sent. 

Gas.  Bashaw,  in  bne^  shalt  have  ho  tribute 
here^ 
Nor  shall  the  heathens  live  upon  our  spoil : 
First  will  we  raze  the  dty  walls  ourselves. 
Lay  waste  the  island,  hew  the  temples  down^ 
And,  shipping  off  our  goods  to  Sicily, 

Open  an  entrance  for  the  wasteful  sea,     

Whose  billows,  beating  the  resistless  banks, 
Shall  overflow  it  with  their  refluence. 

Bash,  Well,  governor,  since  tboa  hast  broke 
the  league  *         , 

By  flat  denial  of  the  promised  tribute,  i 

Talk  not  of  raaog  down  your  city  walls ; 
You  shall  not  nc^  trouble  yourselves  so  far, . 
For  Selim  Calymath  shall  come  himself. 
And  with  brass  bullets  batter  down  your  towen;, 
And  turn  proud  Malta  to  a  wilderness, 


*•  Fef,  iir^  the  proverb  tays^  he  thai  eaia  wu\  the  devil 

Had  neid  9/ a  long  spo9n.-^iiee  note  SO  tb  Grim  the  Collier  ofCrvyden. 

*^  hattm — i.  e.  thrive^  grow  fat,    See  note  on  Hamlet^  edition  1778,  Vol.  X.  p.  82?.    S, 

>7«  pQt — f  jif  4|0  reads  plot^  which  however  may  be  right*    He  perhaps  OMaas  to  call  the  jM<  a  ploi 
•n  his  daughter's  life. 

^  ^  Atiure  thftelf  thou  ehali  have  broth  bu  the  e^^Perhaps  he  means,  thou  shalt  tea  how|  the' broth  that 
is  designed  for  thee  is  made,  that  no  mischievous  iogredicols  enter  Its  composition.  The  passage  Is  bov- 
^▼cr  obscure.    S. 

'9  The  juice  ofBehnt^'^  e»  either  henbane  or  ebony.  The  latCev  was  antiently  esteemed  lo  be  poisoa- 
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For  the«e  intolerable  wrongs  of  yours ; 

AnH  so  farewell.  [Exit, 

Gov.  Farewell: 
-And  now,  vou  men  of  Malta,  look  about, 
And  let's  provide  to  welcome  Calymath: 
Close  your  port-callise, '°  charge  your  basilisks,^' 
And  as  vou  profitably  take  up  arms, 
So  now  courageously  encounter  them  •      # 
For  l»y  this  answer  broken  is  the  league, 
And  nou^'ht  is  to  l>e  looked  for  now  but  wars, 
And  nought  to  us  more  welcome  is  than  wars. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  two  Friars. 

i  Friar.  Oh  brother,  brother,  all  the  nuns  are 
sirk, 
And  physic  will  not  help  them  ;  they  must  die. 
2  Fri/tr.  The  abbess  sent  for  me  to  be  con- 
teHt : 
Oh  what  a  sad  confession  will  there  be ! 

1  Friar.  And  so  did  fair  Maria  send  for  me: 
ril  to  her  lodging;  hereabouts  she  lies.      [Exit. 

Enter  Abigail. 

2  Friar.  What,  all  dead  save  only  Abigail? 
jibtg.  And  I  shall  die  too,  for  I  feel  death 

coming. 
Where  in  the  friar  that  conversed  with  me? 

2  Friar.  Oh  he  is  gone  to  see  the  other  nuns. 

Jbi^.  I  sent  f<>r  him,  but  seeing  you  are  come, 
Be  you  my  ghostly  father:  and  first  know, 
That  in  this  house  I  lived  religiously, 
Chaste  and  devout,  much  sorrowing  for  my  sins : 
But  ere  1  came 

2  Friar.  What  then  ? 

Jbt^.  I  did  offend  high  Heaven  so  grievously, 
As  I  am  almost  desperate  for  my  sins; 
And  one  off»'nCe  torments  me  more  than  all; 
You  knew  Mathias  and  Don  Lodowick? 

2  Fnar.  Yes,  what  of  rhera? 

J  big.  My  father  did  contract  me  to  'era  both  : 


First  to  Don  Lodowick,  him  I  never  loved ; 
Mathias  was  the  man  that  I  held  dear. 
And  for  his  sake  did  I  become  a  nun. 

2  Friar.  So ;  say  how  was  their  end  ? 

Abig.  Both,  jealous  of  my  love,  envied 
other : 

And  by  my  father^s  practice,  which  is  there 
Set  down  at  large,  the  gallants  were  both  slain. 

2  Friar,  Oh  monstrous  villainy  ! 

Abig.  To  work  my  peace,  this  I  confess  19 
thee ; 
Reveal  it  not,  for  then  my  father  dies. 

2  Friar,  Know,  that  confession  must  not  be. 
revealed. 
The  canon  law  forbids  it,  and  the  priesl 
That  makes  it  known,  being  degraoed  first, 
Shall  be  condemned,  and  then  sent  to  the  fire. 

Abig.  So  I  have  heard ;  pray  therefore  keep  it 
close. 
Death  ^izeth  on  my  heart :  ah,  gentle  friar. 
Convert  my  father,  that  he  may  be  saved ! 
And  witness  that  I  die  a  Cliritiian.   ■  [Dice 

2  Friar.  Aye,  and  a  virgin  too,  that  grieves 
me  most :  "'^-^ 

But  I  must  to  the  Jew,  and  exclaim  on  him. 
And  make  him  stand  in  fear  of  me. 

Enter  first  Friar. 

1  Friar.  Ob,  brother,  all  the  nuns  are  dead ; 

let's  bury  them. 
S  Friar.  First  help  to  bury  this ;  then  go  witb 
me 
And  help  me  to  exclaim  against  the  Jew. 

1  Friar,  Why,  what  has  he  done  ? 

2  Friar,  A  thing  that  makes  me  tremble  to 

unfold. 

1  Friar,  What,  has  he  crucified  a  child  ?  '* 

2  Friar.  No,  but  a  worse  thing ;  'twas  told  me 

in  shri^ 
Thou  know'st  'tis  death  and  if  it  be  revealed. 
Come  let's  away.  *  [Exeunt, 


^°  Port-cutlin — "  A  falliog  gate  oh  door,  to  let  down,  to  keep  enemies  from,  or  keep  fbcm  in  a  city." 
Blount. 

3'  Bmilisks—ll^iiVxhyn  are  large  pieces  of  ordnance. 

3*  >f  Art/,  has  he  crurijied  a  child?  Jn  Queen  hllzabeth^s  time  no  Jews  resided  in  England ;  and  the 
pr«*jadice»  enieriainrd  against  that  persecuted  people  seem  to  have  been  kept  up  by  cv6ry  artifice  which 
eiih/^r  religton  or  policy  could  invent.  The  stage  also  contributed  its  asKi^tance  to  establish  tbe  general 
odium ;  no  characters  seeming  to  aQ'ord  moreMitisfaction  to  the  audience  than  this  of  tbe  Jew  of  Malta,  and 
Shakespeare  s  Jew  of  Venice.  \^  ilh  respect  to  the  particular  cimrge  against  the  Jens,  mentioned  injihc 
tr\t,  It  probably,  as  I)r  Percy  says,  ne^cr  happened  in  a  sin;;lc  in^iance  :  **  For  if  we  consider," as  that 
i^riter  observe*;,  **  on  the  one  hand,  the  ignorance  and  superstition  of  the  times  vihen  such  stories  took 
their  rite,  the  virulent  pnjudices  of  the  monks  who  record  them,  and  the  eagerness  with  which  they 
would  be  catched  up  by  tbe  barbarous  populace  as  a  pretence  for  plunder;  on  tbe  other  hand,  the  great 
danger  incurred  by  the  perpetrators,  ^nd  the  inadeciuate  motives  they  could  have  to  excite  them  to  a 
crime  of  so  much  horror:  we  .may  reasonably  conclude  the  whole  charge  to  be  groundless  and  malici- 
oyis.'  See  Percy's  iUUqnts^  vol.  i  p.  58  rovey,  in  bis  Jnqtia  Judaicn^  has  given  the  several  instances 
which  are  upon  record,  of  these  charges  against  ^he  Jews;  which  he  oljserves  they  were  never  accused 
of,  but  at  such  times  as  the  kiog  was  manifestly  in  great  want  of  money.  •  \ 
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ACT  IV. 


Enter  Barabas,  Ithamorc. 

[Bells  VDitMn. 

Bar,  There  is  no  muaic  to  a  Christian's  knell ; 
How  sweet  the  bells  ring,  now  the  nuns  are  dead, 
That  sound  at  other  times  like  tinkers'  pans ! 
I  was  afraid  tlie  poison  had  not  wrou|2;ht, 
Or  though  it  wrought,  it  would  have  done  no 

good; 
For  every  year  they  swell,  and  yet  they  live ; 
Now  all  arc  dead,  not  one  remains  alive. 

Ithtu  That's  brave,  master;  but  think  you  it 

will  not  be  known? 
Bar.  How  can  it,  if  we  two  be  secret  ? 
Jtha.  For  mv  part,  fear  you  not. 
Bar,  I'd  cut*  thy  throat,  if  I  did. 
Ilha-  And  reas^m  too; 
Bnt  here's  a  royal  monastry  hard  by ; 
Good  master,  let  me  poison  all  the  mofiks.' 
Bar,  Thou  shalt  not  need,  for,  now  the  nuns 
are  dead, 
They'll  die  with  grief. 

Itha.  Do  you  not  sorrow  for  your  daughter's 

death  ? 
Bar.  No,  but  I  grieve  because  she  lived  so  long 
An  Hebrew  bom,  and  would  become  a  Christian. 

Caiho  diabola. 

Enter  the  two  Friars, 

Ilha,  Look,  look,  master,  here  come* two  reli- 
gious caterpillars. 

Bar,  I  smelt  them  ere  they  came. 

Itha.  God-a-roercy  nose ;  come,  let's  begone. 

2  Friar,  Stay,  wicked  Jew ;  repent,  I  say,  and 
stay. 

1  Friar,  Tboo  hast  offended,  therefore  must 

be  damned. 
Bar.  1  fear  they  kuow  we  sent  the  poisoned 

broth. 
Ilha.  And  so  do  I,  master,  therefore  speak  'em 

fair. 

2  Friar.  Barabns,  thou  hast — 
i  Friar.  Aye,  that  thou  hast — 

Bar.  True  I  have  money ;  what  though  I  have  ? 

2  Friar,  Thou  art  a— 

i  Friar,  Aye,  that  thou  art  a — 

Bar,  What  needs  all  this?  I  know  I  am  a  Jew, 

a  Friar.  Thy  daughter — 

1  Friar.  Ay,  thy  dauphter — 

Bar,  Oh,  speak  not  of  her,  then  I  die  witli 
grief. 

2  Friar.  Remember  that — 

1  Friar,  Aye^  remember  that— . 


Bar,  I  must  needs  say  that  I  have  been  a  great 
usurer^^,,,^  ■■    «i»>,,^^^^  . 

2  Fr/afv^Tliou  hast  committed — ^""^ 

Bar,  Fornication: 
But  that  was  in  another  country ; 
And  *^^^**«.  thfi  »"f*"rh  h  rififtfl.  -^ 


rtar.  Aye,  but,  Barabas,  remember  Matliias 
and  Don  Lodowick. 

Bar.  Why,  what  of  them  ? 

2  Friar»  I  will  not  say  that  by  a  foiled  chal- 
lenjte  they  met. 

Bar.  .She  has  confest,  and  we  are  both  nndone 
My  bosom  inmates,  (but  I  must  dissemble.) 

[Aside, 
Oh  holy  friars,  the  burden  of  my  sins 
Lie  heavy  on  my  soul ;  then  pray  you  tell  me, 
Is't  not  too  late  now  to  turn  Christian  ? 
I  have  been  zealous  in  the  Jewish  faith, 
Ilaid- hearted  to  the  poor,  a  covetous  wretch. 
That  would  for  lucre's  sake  have  sold  my  souL^-^ 
A  hundred  for  a  hundred  I  have  ta'en ; 
And  now  for  store  of  wealth  may  I  compare 
With  ail  the  Jews  in  Malta;  but  what  is  wealth? 
I  am  a  Jew,  and  therefore  am  1  lost 
Would  penance  serve  for  this  my  sin, 
I  could  afford  to  whip  myself  to  death. 

Itha.  And  so  could  I;  but  penance  will  not 
serve. 

Bar.  To  fast,  to  pray,  and  wear  a  shirt  of  hair, 
And  on  my  knees  creep  to  Jerusalem, 
Cellars  of  wine,  and  sollers^^  full  of  wheat, 
WarehoQscs  stuft  with  spices  and  with  drugs. 
Whole  chests  of  gold,  in  bullion,  and  in  coin. 
Besides  I  know  not  how  much  weight  in  pearl, 
Orient  and  round,  have  I  u'ithin  my  house; 
At  Alexandria,  merchandise  unsold: 
But  yesterday  two  ships  went  from  this  town. 
Their  voyage  ^ill  be  worth  ten  thousand  crowns* 
In  Florence,  Venice,  Antwerp,  London,  Seville, 
Frankford,  Lubeck,  Mosco,  and  where  not, 
Have  I  debts  owing ;  and  in  most  of  these. 
Great  sums  of  money  lying  in  the  banco ; 
All  this  Til  give  to  some  religious  bouse, 
So  I  may  be  baptized,  and  live  therein. 

1  Friar.  Oh,  good  Barabas,  come  to  our  house. 

2  Friar.  Oh  no,  good  Barabas,  come  to  our 

house; 
And,  Barabas,  you  know    ■ 

Bar.  I  know  that  I  have  highly  sinned ; 
You  shall  convert  me,  you  shall  have  all  mj 
wealth. 
1  Friar.  Oh,  Barabas,  their  laws  are  strict 
Bar*  I  know  they  are,  and  I  will  be  with  you. 


3'  5oWfn— A  foller  is  a  loft  or  f^aneU    S^e  Mr  TyrrwhU*p  Glossary  to  Chaucer,  p.  106. 
^  seller  is  one  of  the  techpical  words  still  frequently  used  in  leases,  and  si^tfies  a  garret* 
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9  JWar.  Tliey  wear  no  shirts,  and  they  go 

bare-foot  too. 
Bar.  Then  'tis  not  for  me ;  and  I  am  resolred 
You  shall  confess  me,  and  have  all  my  goods. 
1  l^iaK  ^Oood  B<tfmbas,  cOtae  to  me. 
Bar.  You  see  I  answer  him,  and  Yet  he  stays; 
Bid  him  away,  and  |»o  you  home  'With  me. 
S  Friar.  I'll  be  with  you  to-night. 
Bar.  Come  to  'tdjr'hbUse  at  one  o'clock  this 

ni|;ht 
1  JVio^.  Yoii^llti^  yoifr  answer,  and  you  may 

be  gone, 
f  Friar,  Why  go,  get^ou^way. 

1  iFWjar.  I  JDvill  not  go  (br  thee. 

2  Friar.  Not,  then  Til  make  thee  go. 

1  Fiiar.  How,  dost  eaU  mo  rogue.        [Fight. 

Jtfut.  Part  them,'irtaster,  part  them. 

Bar,  This  is  mere  frailty,  brethren,  be  content. 
Friar  Barnardino,  go  you  whh  Ithamore. 

itku,  ¥o(i  know  iny  mtnd,  let  me  adone  with 
him-; 
Why  does4ie  go  to  (by  4H)USe ;  Itet  him  be  gdnc. 

Bap.  t*H  give  bim  something^  and  so  stop  'his 
^tnutlth. 

[Ereunt  Itvamork  4md  Friar. 
I  ne^er  baard  of  any  man  but  be 
Maligned  tlie  order  of  the  Jncobines : 
But  do  you  <hink  ttiat  I  believe  his  words  ^ 
Why,  brother,  you  converted  Abigail ; 
And  I  am  bound  in  «hin^y  to  requite  it, 
Aad  so  I  will ;  oh  Jacomo,  fail  not,  but  corbe. 

Friar,  But  Barabas,  who  shall  be  your  god- 
iWliers? 
For  presently  you  shall  h^  shrived.  '♦ 

Bar.  Marry,  the  Terk  shall  be  one  of  my  god- 
if  athe'rs ; 
But  «ot «  %Ofd  to  any  of  yoor  convent. 

Friar,  ft  wtirrant  thee,  Barabas.  [Erit. 

Bar.  So,  now  tlie  fear  is  past,  and  I  am  sufe : 
For  he  that  shrived  bcr  is  wirtirn  my  house ; 
What  if  I  murdered  him  ere  Jacomo  comes  ? 
Nnw  i  ha\ie  such  a  plot  for  both  thehr  lives, 
AaMrv«r  Jew  nor  Christian  knew  the  like. 
One  tutved  my  daoghter,  therefore  he  »h«iU  diie ; 
The  other  knows  enough  ^o  have  my  life, 
Therefore  'tis  not  requisite  he  should  live. 
But  are  sot  both  these  wise  men,  to  suppose 
That  I  win  leatc  my  house,  my  goods,  and  aH, 
V^  fast  «iid  be  weTl  wbipt  ?  1*11  nt)ne  of  that. 
Nww)  Friar  BanuiTdino,  I  come  to  you ; 
ril  feast  you,  lodge  you,  give  you  fair  ^vords, 

And  after  that,  I  and  my  trusty  Turk 

No  more,  but  so :  it  must  and  shall  be  done. 
Ithamrey  tell  me,  is  the  FViar  asleep  ? 

Enter  Ithaicore. 

Itk^  Yes ;  and  I  know  not  what  the  reason  is, 
po  what  I  can  he  will  not  strip  himself, 


Nor  go  to  bed,  bot  sleeps  in  his  Own  clothes; 
I  fear  me  be  mistrusts  what  we  intend. 

^ar.  No,  'tis  an  order  which  the  friars  use : 
Yet  if  he  knew  our  meanings,  could  he  'scape  ? 
If  Aa.  No,  none  can  hear  him,  cry  be  ne'er  s» 

loud. 
Bar.  Why  true^  therefore  did  I  place  hioi 
thefe; 
Th6  other  chiimb^rs  opeb  ^towards  the  street. 
liha.  You  loiter,  fiiastfer,  wherefore  Stay  we 
'th«s? 
Oh  how  I  long  to  see  bihi  -shake  -bis^ie^ls. 

Bar,  Come  on,  sirrah,  off  with  yoor  girdle^ 
makeabatidsovnendose;  > 
Friar  awtfk^. 
Pt%r.  Wh^  do  jrotitoton  to  strangle  me? 
Itha.  Yes,  'cause  you  use  to  confe^ 
Bar.  blame  not  us,  tmt  the  prdverby  ctmhn 
and  -be  banged; 
Pull  hard. 

Friar.  What,  will  you  ^sve  my  V\M 

Bar.  Pull  bard,  1  %ay;  jroii  would  ^Oivt  had 

my  goods, 
Ifhs.  Aye,  and  tifit  lives  too ;  Aierefm^  pu\k 
amain. 
Th  neatly  done,  sir,  here's  no  prhit  at  afl. 
Bar.  Tlien  is  it^s  ft  should  be ;  tlike  bim  up. 
Itka.  Nay,  master,  be  ruled  by  me  afittlc;  so^ 
TCt  hiiii  lean 
Upon  bis  staff;  etcellenti  hto  stasids  as  if  he  werh 
beg^ng  of  bacon. 
Bar.  Who  would  not  think  but  that  this  friar 
lived? 
Whit  thne  a  nijjh't  is't  now)  sweet  fAunnore  ? 
Itha.  Towards  one. 

Bar.  Then  "wiH  not  Uacdmo  b*  long  fVo^  hience. 
[Exeunt  Bara'bas  and  lTHAifok£. 

Enter  Jacomo. 

Jac  This  is  the  hour  where? n  t  shaN  proceed : 
Oh  happy  hour,  wherein  I  shall  cohvert 
An  inndel,  and  bring  bis  gold  into  our  treasury. 
But  soft,  is  not  this  Barnardine  ?  it  is. 
And,  understanding  I  shoutd  come  thb  way. 
Stands  here  a  purpose,  meaning  me  some  wrong, 
And  intercept  my  going  to  the  Je^.    BumanliBe ! 
Wilt  thou  not  speak  ?  thou  thiiikVt  I  see  tbc6  not; 
Away,  {*d  wish  thee,  and  tet  me  go  by : 
No,  wilt  thou  not  ?  nay,  tb)&n  Til  force  my  way ; 
And  see,  a  staff  stands  ready  for  the  purpose : 
As  thou  IHwest  ttiat,  stbp  me  another  time. 

[Strikes  him,  he  falli. 

Enter  Bakabas  and  Ithamore. 

Bar.  Why,  how  now,  Jacom<},  what  bast  thoa 

done  ? 
Jac.  Why  stricken  him  that  wouM  have  struck 

at  me. 


>«  Skrived^U  e,  confined. 
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Bmr.  Who  is  it?  Bairnaidine?  now  out^  alas, 

he  is  slain. 
liha.  Aye,  master,  he  is  slaio ;  look  how  his 

brains  dro(»  out  oa's  nose. 
Jac    Good  sirs^  I  hare  doa*t;    but  noitoflj 
knows  it  but 
You  two;  I  OMV  tscapt. 

JBar.  So  mif^t  my  nvui  and  I  \mm^  witli  y0Q 

for  cSapany. 
liha.  No^  let  us  baar  htm  to  the  mafpsteates. 
Jae.  Good  BaraboS^  let  roe  90. 
Bar.  No,  pardon  me^  the  fasw  must  haf<e  his 
course: 
I  imist  be  forced  to  give  in  evidence, 
That,  beiiiE  importuned  by  thb  fiaroardine 
To  be  a  Christian,  I  shut  liim  out. 
And  there  he  sat:  now  f,  to  keep^my  word. 
And  give  my  goods  and  substaace  to  your  boase, 
Was  up  thus  early,  with  intent  to  go 
Unto  your  Mar^  because  you  staid. 

Itluu  Fie  upon  them !  master,  will  yo»  tokn- 
Christiail,  wien 
HoHt  iriars  tarn  derils^and  Border  one  another?* 
Jtar.  No,  for  tkta  example  Til  remain  a  Jew: 
HeafTttt  bless  me;  what^  a  friar  a  AMirderer ! 
When  shall  you  see  a  Jew  commit  tlie  like  ? 
ItfuL  Why,  a  Turk  could  hare  dmie  no  more. 
Air.  To«^niorroW  is  the  sessiuas ;  you  shall  to  it. 
Conw,  Itbanorey  let^s  help  to  take  him  hence. 
Jac  Villains,  I  am  a  sacred  person,  touch  me 

not* 
Bar.  The  law  shaft  touch  yea,  we*li  but  kad 
you,  we « • 
^Ias^  I  could  weep  at  your  calamity. 
Take  in  the  staff  too,  tor  that  mnst  be  shewn  t 
Law  wills  that  each  pardcalar  be  known. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Courtezan  and  Philia  Borzo. 

Goar.  Philia  Bora»,  didst  thou  meet  willt  itha^ 
more? 

P.  Bior.  I  did. 

Coar.  And  didst  tbou  deliver  my  letter? 

P.  Bar,  I  did. 

Caur.  And  what  thiokest  thou,  will  be  come  ? 

P.  Bor.  I  think  su^  and  yet  I  cannot  tell ;  for, 
nt  the  reading  of  the  letter,  he  looked  like  a  man 
mi  another  world. 

Cmtr.  Whv  so? 

P.  Bor.  That  sudi  a  base  slave  as  he,  should 
bn  snkted  by  such  a  tall  man  as  I  am,  from  such 
a  beautiful  dame  as  you. 

Coar.  And  what  said  he  ? 


P.  Bor.  Not  a  wise  werdi  only  g»r^  me  attUKf^ 
as  who  should  say,  b  it  even  so  ?  anl  so  I  io^  him, 
being  driven  to  a  nonplus  ablfae  critieal  a^eattof 
my  terrible  counteoaace. 

Coar*  And  wliere  didst  meet  hiakf 
P.  Bar,  Upon  mine  owri  freehoidv  within  forty 
foot  of  the  gaUows,  oenning  bisf  neckcveksev'^  I 
take  it,  looking  of  a  friar's  executionv  whom  I  sa-^ 
luted  with  aii  old  henipeni  proverb^  Eadk  Uti^ 
trail  taiAif  and  so  II  left  hias  tor  the  oKrcy  of  th* 
liaugman ;  but  the  exercise  beia^done^  see  where 
becomes. 

Enter  iTHAMoait. 

It  ha,  I  never  knew  a  man  take  his  death  so 
patieatlv  as  this  friar;  he  was  ready  t»  leuj^off 
ere  the  halter  was  about  his  neck ;  and  wheni  the 
hia^mad  had  put  on  hi*  liempen  tippeti  h&  made 
such  haste  to  his  prayers,  as  if  he  bmi  bad  ano« 
thef  cure  to  serve »  well,  go:  whithet  he  wtil#rii 
be  none  of  his  followers  in  haste : 
And,  no>v  I  thiak  on't,  going  tA  the*  eMditrun,  a 

ieliow 
Met  me  with  a  mustachios  ^^  like  a  raven's  wing» 

and 
A  dagger  with  a  hilt  like  «  wartniag^pan,  aftd  he 
Gave  me  a  letter  from  one  omdam  Bellaiaura^ 
Saluting  me  in  suth  sort,  as  if  he  meant  to  make 
Clean  my  boots  with  hia  lips^;  the  ctiSect  waa^  that 
I  should  come  to  her  boase ;  I  wonder  whia  the 

reason  is ; 
It  may  be  she  sees  morein  me  thhn  I  can  Aad  in 
Myself:  for  she  writes  further,  that  she  loves  me 
Bver  since  she  saw  me;  and  who  would  iM  re- 
quite such  ^ 
Love  ?  here's  her  house^  and  here  she  comles^  aad 

now 
Would  I  were  gone  I  I  am'  not  intorthy  to  look 
upon  hefii 
P.  Bor,  This  is  the  gentfenmn  yow  writ  to. 
hha.  GendlBman  I  ho  flouts  me ;  wbaft  gmM^ 
can  be  in  a  Turk  of  ten  pence  ?  FU  be  gone. 
Cour.  Is't  not  a  sweet*faced  youth,  Pftilta? 
liha*  Again,  sweet  youth !  dki  not  you^  sir, 
bring  the  sweet  youth  a  letter? 

P.  Bor.  I  dtc^  sir,  and  from  this  gentlewoman, 
who,  as  myself,  and  the  rest  of  the  family,  stand 
or  fall  at  your  service. 

Cour,  Though  woman's  modesty  should  hale  me 
back, 
I  can  withhold  no  longer :  wdcome,  sweet  lova. 
Itha.  Now  ara  I  dea%  or  mtber  foully  out  of 
the  way. 


3'  Keek  ver$e — At  the  time  when  the  ceremony  of  reading  was  one  ef  the  fonas  used  in  courts  of  jos- 
ilce,  to  determine  whether  a  persoo  was  entitled  to  the  benefit  of  elei^^,  is  was  usual  to  open  the  book 
at  a  particular  place,  and  the  crimiiml  read  the  words  mistrn-t  tnei  Deuf,  which,  from  being  Uiied  coostaat* 
ly  upon  this  occasion,  were  denominaled  the  nnk^vtrse* 

3*  Jfa(ito(Ai9s— -The  4to  reads  nnachatiteu 
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Cour.  Whither  bo  sooof 
Itha,  rii  go  steal  some  money  from  my  roaster. 
To  mate  me  handsome :  pray  pardon  mc, 
I  must  go  see  a  ship  discharged. 

Caur,  Can'sC  thou  be  so  unkind  to  leave  me 

thus? 
P.  Bor.  And  ye  did  hot  know  how  she  loves 

you,  sir. 
Itka>  Nay,  I  care  not  how  much  she  loves  me ; 
Sweet  Bellamini,  would  I  had  my  master's  wealth 
for  thy  sake. 
P.  Bor.  And  you  can  have  it,  sir,  and  if  you 

please. 
Itha.    If't  were  above  ground  I  could,  and 
would  have  it : 
But  he  hides  and  buries  it  up,  as  partridges  do 
Their  eggs,  under  tlie  earth. 

P.  Bor.  And  is't  not  possible  to  find  it  out  f 

'Itha'.  By  no  means  possible. 

^our.  What  shall  wo  do  with  this  base  \illain 

then? 
P.  Bor*  Let  me  alone,  do  but  speak  him  fair : 
But  you  know  some  secrets  of  the  Jew,  which^  if 

they  were 
Bevealed,  would  do  him  harm. 

Itha.  Aye,  and  such  as go  to,  no  more^ 

ni  make  him  send  me  half  he  has,  and  glad 
lie  'scapes  so  too.    Pen  and  ink : 
I'll  write  unto  him;  we'll  have  money  strait. 
P.  Bor.  Send  for  a  hundred  crowns  at  least. 

[He  writes. 
Itha,  Ten  hundred  thousand  crowns, — master 

Barabas. 
P.  Bor.  Write  not  so  submissively,  but  threaten 

him. 
Itha.  Sirrah,  Barabas,  send  me  a  hundred 

drowns* 
P.  Bor.  Put  in  two  hundred,  at  least. 
Itha.  I  charge  thee  send  me  three  hundred  by 
this  l^arer,  and  this 
Shall  be  vour  warrant ;  if  you  do  not,  no  more, 
out  so. 
P.  Bor.,  Tell  him  you  will  confess. 
Itha.  Otlierwise  1*11  confess  all.    V^anish,  and 

return  in  a  twinkle. 
P.  Bor,  Let  me  alone.  Til  use  him  in  his  kind. 

[Exit. 
Itha.  Hang  him,  Jew  ! 
Cour,  Now,  gentle  Ithamore,  lie  in  my  lap. 
Where  are  my  maids  ?  provide  a  running  banquet ; 
Send  to  the  merchant,  bid  him  bring  me  silks; 
Shall  Ithamore,  my  love,  go  in  such  ra^s? 
Itha.  And  bid  the  jeweller  come  hither  too. 


Cour,  I  have  no  husband,  sweet,  Fll  marry  thee. 

Itha.  Content ;  but  we  will  leave  this  paltrjf 
land. 
And  sail  from  hence  to  Greece,  to  lovely  Greece  d[ 
I'll  be  thy  Jason,  thou  my  golden  fleece;    ^  || 

Whi're  painted  carpets  o'er  the  meads  areharrdyy 
And  Bacchus'  vineyards  over-spread  the  world 
Where  woods  and  forests  go  in  goodly  greeo^ 
I'll  be  Adonis,  thou  shalt  be  Love  s  Queen. 
The  meads,  the  orchards,  and  the  primrose  lanev 
Instead  of  sedge  and  reed,  bear  sugar-canes : 
Thou  in  those  groves,  by  Dis  above, 
Shalt  live  with  me,  and  be  my  love.  ^^ 

Cour,  Whither  will  I  not  go  with  gentk  Itbs-'^ 
more  ? 

Enter  Philxa,  Borzo. 

Itha.  How  now !  hast  thou  the  gold  ^ 

P.  Bor.  Yes. 

Itha.  But. came  it  freely;,  did  the  cow  giws 
down  her  milk  freely? 

P.  Bor.  At  reading  of  the  letter,  he  stared  and 
stamped,  and  turned  aside ;  I  took  lum  by  the 
beard,  and  looked  upon  him  thus;  told  haa  he 
were  best  to  send  it :  then  he  hu^ed  and  einbraoed' 
me. 

Itha.  Rather  for  fear  than  love.. 

P.  Bor.  Then,  like  a  Jew,  he  laughed  and  jeer- 
ed, and  told  me  he  loved  me  for-  your  sake,  aod 
said  what  a  faithful  servant  you  had  been. 

Itha.  The  more  \illain  he  to  keep  me  thus: 
Here  s  goodly  'parel,  is  there  not? 

P.  Bor.  To  conilude,  he  gave  me  ten  crowns. 

Itha.  But  ten  !  I'll  not  leave  him  worth  a  grey 
groat ;  give  roe  a  ream  of  paper,  we'll  have  a 
kingdom  of  gold  for't.. 

P.  Bor.  VVrite  for  five  hundred  crowns. 

Itha.  Sirrah,  Jew,  as  you  love  your  life,  send 
me  five  hundred  crowns, 
And  give  the  beaier  one  hundred.    Tell  him  I 
must  hav't. 

P.  Bor.  I  warrant  your  worship  shall  hav't. 

Itha.  y\nd  if  he  ask  why  I  demand  sonucby 
tell  him, 
I  scorn  to  write  a  line  under  a  hundred  crowns. 

P.  Bor.  You'd  make  a  rich  poet,  sir;  1  am 
gone.  [Ejrii. 

J/Aa.Take  thou  the  money,  spend  it  for  my  sake. 

Cour.  'TIS  not  thy  moncv,  but  thyself  I  weigh : 
Thus  Bellamira  esteems  of  gold ; 
But  thus  of  thee. [Kiaset  him, 

Itha.  That  kiss  again ;  she  runs  division  '^  -of 
my  lips. 


37  Shalt  live  Kith  me,  and  be  my  love — A  line  taken  from  Mario w's  clegaAt  sonnet,  printed  in  Dr 
Percy's  Relique$  of  Ancient  Poetry,  Vol.  I .  p.  218. 

^*  She  runs  division,  j|fc.—- A  musical  ierni.     So  in  King  Henry  IK  p.  1 : 


«  Suof  by  a  young;  queen  in  a  suromer^s  bower, 
Viiih  ravishing  division  to  her  lute,    S. 
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What  an  eye  she  caSib  oq  &e\ 
It  twinkles  like  a  star.  ! 

Cour^  Come,  my  dear  lofve,  let's  in  and  sleep 

together. 
Itha,  Oh  that  ten  thousand  nights  were  put  in 
one, 
Hiat  we  might  sleep  seven  years  together,  afore 
We  wake. 
Cowr,  Come,  amoronswag,  first  be  najiet,  and 
Iben  sleep.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Bjluai^s  reading  «  Letter, 

idr.**  Barabas,  Send  me  three  hundred*  crowns.'' 
Plain  Barabas :  oh  that  wiciqed  courtezan ! 
tie  was  not  wont  to  call  me  Barabas.^ 
**  Or  else  I  will  confess  i**  Aye,  there  it  goes : 
Biit  if  X  get  him,  coupe  de  gorge  for  t^at. 
He  sent  a  shaggy,  tottered,  ^'  staring  slave, 
Tha^  when  he  speaks,  draws  out  his  grisly  beard, 
And  winds  it  twice  or  thrice  about  his  ear; 
Wjiose  face  has  been  a  grind-stone  for  men's 

swords: 
His  haiids  are  hac^ked,  Borne  fingers  cut  (jiiite  off; 
Who,  when  he  speaks,  grunts  like  a  ho&  and  looks 
tike  one  that  is  employed  in  catzerie,^ 
And  crosbiting;**  such  a  rogue 
As  is  \he  hus&nd  to  a  hundred  whores :      , 
And,  1  by  him  must  send  three  hundred  crowns. 
Well,  by  hope  is,  he  will  not  stay  there  still; 
And  when  he  comes : — Oh  that  he  were  but  here  ! 

Enter  Philia  Borzo. 

P.  Bor,  Jew,  I  must  have  more'gbld. 

Bar.  '^hy,  want'st  tliou  any  of  thy  tale  ? 

P.  Bor.  No ;  but  three  hundred  will  not  serve 

his  turn. 
Bar.  Not  serve  his  turn,  sir  ?  . 

P.  Bor.  No,  sir ;  and  therefore  I  must  nave 

five  hunded  more. 

Bar.  ril  rather 

P.  Bor.  Ob,  good  words,  sir,  and  send  it,  you 

were  best;  see, 
ThereV  his  letter. 
Bar,  Might  he  not  as  well  come  as  send? 

/ray  bid  him 
fetch  it ;  what  he  writes  for  you,  ye 
shall  have  straight. 


P.  iBor.  Aye,  and  tte  rest  too,  or  ( — 
Bar.  I  must  niake  this  villain  away :— please  yoa 

With  me,  sir,— and  you  shall  be  most  hdafdly 

poisoned.  [Aside. 

P.  Bor.  No :— God-a-mcrcy,  shall  I  have  these 

crowns  ? 
Bar.  I  cannot  do  it,  I  have  lost  my  keys. 
P.  Bor.  Oh,  if  that  be  all,  1  can  pick  ope 

your  locks.  ,v     .  ,       1.     »  . 

Bar.  Or  cfirab  up  to  my  cbUnting-house  win* 
dow; 
You  know  my  meaning.  ."^\         ,, 

P.  Bor.  J  know  enough,  and. therefore,  talk 
not  to  me  of  your  oounting-hoiiie :  the  gold,  or 
know,  Jew,  it  is  iif  my  power  to  hang  thee. 
.,  Bar.  I  am  betrayed.     ^      v.,    ^    . 
•Tis  not  five  huiidred  crowns  that  I  esteem, 
I  am  not  moved  at  that :  this  angers  me. 
That  he,  who  knows  I  love  him  ^  myselfi,       ^ 
Should  write  in  this  impiBrious  vein.    Why,  sir, 
You  know  I  have  no  child ;  and  unto  whom 
Should  I  leave  all,  tut  unto  Ithamore  ? 
P.  Bor.-  Here's  many  words,  but  no  crowns; 

the  crowns. 
Bar.  Commend  me  to  him,  sir,  mopt  humbly, 
And  unto  your  good  mistress,  as  unknown. 
P.  Bor.  Speok,  shall  I  have  them,  sir  ? 
Bar.  Sir,  here  they  are.  u      ,j, 

Oh  that  I  should  part  with  so  mUch  told ! 

Here,  take  them,  fellow,  with  as  good  a  will ' 

■     ,       A»  I  would  He  thee  hanged;  Ob,  love 

stops  my  breath  ; 
Never  loved  man  servant  as  I  do  Ithamore, 
P.  Bor.  t  know  it,  sir. 
Bar.  Pray,  when,  sir,  shall  I  see  yoa  at  my 

house?  ■    ,     . 

P.  Bor.  Soon  enough  to  your  cost,  sir; 
Fare  you  well.  ,^  .     .  I-^'- 

Bar.  Nay,  thine  own  cost,  villain  if  thou 
com'st.  .  • 

Was  ever  Jew  tormented  as  I  am  ? 
To  have  a  shag-rag  knave  to  come,  ^ 

Three  hundred  crowns,  and  then  fivenundrca 

crowns?  i     .   ^    ti     ' 

Well ;  I  must  seek  a  means  to  rid  them  all, 
And  presently;  for  in  his  villainy 


W  iWtarU— I. «.  tattered.     Sec  note  on  Edward //.  -  ,       *  ^i_  j        w 

*°  Qaturie. — I  am  onacquainted  with  this  word.  It  means,  however,  some  species  of  fraud,  perhaps 
the  art  of  begging,  from  ca//«re,*ooWain.Itei.  ^^     «  ^  a  c   ■ 

llnd  the  word  cotto  twice  nsed,  once  by  Bm  /onwm.  In  his  Emry  Man  out  of  lift  Bumowr,  A.«.  S.  1. 

••  These  be  our  nimble  spirited  catso's  that  ha*  thcircvailons  at  pleasure,  will  run  over  a  bog  like  your 
**  wild  Irish  ;  no  sooner  started,  but  they'll  leap  from  one  thing  to  another  like  a  squirrel,   iyc. 

At^n  In  friljfBegiUUd:  -   .  » 

"  And  80  cunningly  temporize  with  this  cunomg  chUp.  ,'       -Li 

♦*  Cntbitlng^H  one  of  the  cant  terms  for  cheating.  One  of  Ilob^rt  Greene's  pannphlets  it  entuled, 
"  The  Blacke  Bookei  Meiseoger.  Laying  open  the  life  and  death  of  Ned  Browne,  one  of  the  mostootabW 
cirtporaes,  cr&tbUerB^  and  eeney-catebers,  that  ever  lived  in  England,'*  6cc, 
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He  will  tell  all  be  knows,  and  I  shall  die  foi^t. 

I  have  it ; 
I  will  in  lome  disguise  go  see  the  slave. 
And  how  the  villain  revels  with  my  gold.  [£r»t. 

Enter  dmriexan^  Ithamore,  Philia  Borza. 

Cour,  m  pledge  thee,  love,  and  therefore 

drink  it  off. 
Itha.  Say'st  thou  me  so  ?  have  at  it ;  and  do 

vouhear^  [WhiiperL 

Cour.  Go  to,  it  shall  be  so. 
liha.  Of  that  condition  I  will  drink  it  op; 

here's  to  thee. 
P.  Bor,  Nay,  Fll  have  all  or  none. 
liha.  There,  if  thou  lovest  me  do  not  leave  a 

drop. 
C9ur.  Love  thee !  fill  me  tliree  glasses. 
liho.  Three  and  fifty  dozen,  111  pledge  thee. 
JP.  Bar  Kiiavely  spoke,  and  like  a  knight  at 

arms. 
It  ha.  Hey,  Rivo  Castiliano,  ^  a  man's  a  man. 
Cour,  Now  to  the  Jew. 
Jtha.  Ha,  to  the  Jew,  and  send  me  money, 

you  were  best. 
P.  Bor.  What  would'st  thou  do  if  he  should 

send  thee  none  ? 
Ithfi,  Do  nothing;  but  I  know  what  I  know ; 
He's  a  murderer. 

Cour,  I  had  not  thought  he  had  b*-en  so  brave 


Ilha.  You  knew  Mathias  and  the  governor's 
son ;  he  and 
I  killed  them  both,  and  yet  never  touched  them. 
P.  Bor,  Oh  bravely  done. 
Itha,  I  carried  the  broth  that  poisoned  the 
nuns ;  and  Le 
And  I  snicle  hand  too  fast,  ^^  strangled  a  friar, 
Cour,  You  two  alone  ? 

Itha,  We  two ;  and  'twas  never  known,  nor 
never  shiMl 
Be  for  me. 

P.  i^.  This  shall  with  me  unto  the  govern 

nor, 
Cour,  And  fit  it  should :  but  first  let's  have 
more  sold. 
Come,  gentle  Ithamore,  lie  in  my  lap. 

J/Ao.  Lnve.me  little,  love  me  long;  let  music 
^  rumble,  ^ 

Whilst  I  in  thy  incony  lap  ^  do  tumble. 

EfUer  Barabas  with  a  Lute  di$guued, 

Cour,  A  French  musician;  coioe  let's  bear 
your  skill.  * 


Bar,  Must  tana  my  lute  for  sound,  twang 

twang,  first. 
Itha,  Wilt  drink.  Frenchman  ?  here's  to  thee 

with  a 

Pox  on  this  drunken  hickup. 
Bar.  Gramercy,  monsieur. 
Cour,  Pr'ythee,  Phifia  Borzo,  bid  the  fiddltr 
give  roe 
The  posey  in  his  hat  there. 

P.  Bor.  Sirrah,  you  must  give  my  mistress 

your  posey. 
Bar.  A  voustre  commandemetUey  madam. 
Cour,  How  sweet,  my  Itbaniore^  the  flowers 

smell. 
Itha,  Like  thy  breath,  sweetheart,  no  violet 

like  tbem. 
P.  Bor.  Fob,  methinks  they  stink  like  a  holly 

hoke.« 
Bar,  So  now  I  am  revenged  upon  them  all. 
The  scent  thereof  was  death,  I  poiboncd  it. 
Xtha.  Play,  fiddler,  or  I'll  cut  your  cat's  guts 

into  chitterlings. 
Bar*  Pardona  roov,  be  no  in  tune  yet:  se 

now,  now  all  be  in. 
liha.  Give  him  a  crown,  and  fill  me  out  more 

wine. 
P.  Bor.  There's  two  crowns  for  thee ;  play. 
Bar,  How  liberally  the  villain  gives  me  roiue 
own  gold !  [Atide* 

P.  Bor,  Methinks  he  fingers  very  well. 
Bar.  So  did  you  when  you  stole  my  gold. 

[Atide, 
P.  Bor,  How  swift  be  runs. 
Bar,  You  ran  swifter  when  you  threw  my 
gold  out  of 
My  window  [Aside* 

Cour,  Musician,  hast  been  in  Malta  long  I 
Bi^r.  Two,  three,  four  month,  madam. 
Itha,  Dost  not  know  u  Jew,  one  Barabas? 
Bar,  Very  mush ;  monsieur,  you  no  be  bis 

man? 
P.  Bor,  His  man? 

Ilka.  T  scorn  the  peasant,  tell  him  so. 
Bar,  He  knows  it  already. 
I      Ilha.  Tis  a  strange  thing  of  that  Jew,  be 
I  lives  upon 

Pickled  grasshoppers,  and  sauced  mushrooms. 

Bar.  What  a  stave's  this? 
The  governor  feeds  not  as  I  do.  [il«i^ 

Itha,  He  never  put  on  clean  shirt  since  be 

was  circumcified. 
Bar,  Oh  rascal !  I  change  myself  twice  a  day. 

\Audc 


«^  Riwt  Cadiliana.'--See  notes  to  the  Pint  Part  of  King  Bmrff  /F,  A.  8. 8. 4. 

^^  SaicU  hand  t0ofut,— I  believe  ih\ap»m\se  to  be  compt.    It  is  certainly  obfcare.   We  may  Indeed 
suppose  iNtcfe,  like  maUu^  to  be  a  corrupted  oath,  and  read  band  io  fist ,  instead  of  toof«tl. 

^  In  thtf  incomf  top.*— Kony  or  incony  is  fine,  delicate.  See  note  to  Loiie*«  Lddtour  LoH^  toL  1 
editlen  1768.  S. 

^  MAke  a  hoUg  koke.^U  e.  belly  hook,  Malva  HortentU.    This  flower  however  has  ao  ofeoslve  i 
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Itha,  The  hnt  be  wean  Judas  left  under  the 
elder 
When  he  hanged  himself. 

Bar.  Twas  sent  me  for  a  preient  from  the 
Great  Cham.  •        [Aiide. 

P.  Bar.  A  nasty  slave  he  is ; 
Whither  now,  fiddler  ? 

Bar,  Pardona  mojr,  monsieur,  me  be  no  welL 

[EtU. 
P.  Bar.  Farewell,  fiddler :  One  letter  more  to 
the  Jew. 


Cimr.  Pr'y  thee,  sweet  love, one  more,and  write 
it  sharp. 

Itha,  No,  ril  send  by  word  of  mouth  now ; 
Bid  him  deliver  thee  a  thousand  crowns, 
Bf  the  same  token  that  the  nuns  loved  rice, 
That  friar  Bamardine  slept  in  his  own  clothes; 
Any  of  them  will  do  it. 

P.  Bor,  Let  me  alone  to  urge  it,  now  I  know 
the  meaning. 

ItAa.  The  meaning  has  a  meanins; ;  come  let's  in ; 
To  undo  a  Jew  is  charity,  and  not  sin.  [Exeunt. 


ACT    V. 


]Snter  Gcfternor^  Knighti^  Martin  Del  Bosco. 

Uov.  Now,  gentlemen,  betake  jou  to  your 
arms. 
And  see  that  Malta  be  well  fortified ; 
And  it  behoves  you  to  be  resolute ; 
For  Calymath  having  lioverM  here  so  long, 
Will  win  the  town,  or  die  before  the  walls. 
Knighis.  And  die  he  shall,  for  we  will  never 
yield. 

Eater  Courtezan^  PHiLtA  Bonzo. 
Cottr.  Oil  bring  us  to  the  governor. 
Gov,  Away  with  her,  she  is  a  courtezan. 
Cour,  Whate'er  I  am,  yet,  governor,  hear  me 
speak ; 
I  brinj;  the  news  by  whom  thy  son  was  slain  : 
Mathias  did  it  not,  it  was  the  Jew. 

P.  Bor.  Who^  besides  the  slaughter  of  these 
gentlemen, 
Poison*d  his  own  daughter,  and  the  nuns, 
Strangled  a  friar,  and  I  know  not  what 
Mischief  beside. 

Gov.  Had  we  but  proof  of  this ! 
Ccwr.  Strong  proof,  my  lord ;  his  man's  now 
at  my 
Lodging,  tliat  was  his  agent ;  hell  confess  it  alL 
Gov.  Go  fetch  him  straight,  I  always  fear*d 
that  Jew. 

Enter  Jew  and  Ithamore. 

Bar,  111  go  alone :  dogs,  do  not  hale  me  thus. 
Itha,  Nor  me  neither,  I  cannot  ontrun-you, 

constable :  oh  my  belly ! 
Bar.  One  dram  of  powder  more  had  made  all 
sure; 
What  a  daran'd  slave  was  I ! 
Gov.  Make  fires,  heat  irons,  let  the  rack  be 

fetcbU 
Knighii.  Nay  stay,  my  lord,  't  may  be  be  will 

confess. 
Bar.  Confess!  what  mean  you,  lords,  who 

should  confess? 
Gov.  Thoa  and  thy  Turk ;  'twas  you  that  iilew 

my  son. 
Iika4,  Gmlty,  my  lord,  1  confess;  your  son  and 
Mathias 
Were  both  oontrocted  unto  Abigail^ 
Urn  ibifed  a  counterfeit  challenge. 


Bar.  Who  carried  that  challenge  ? 
Itha,  I  carried  i.t,  I  confess,  but  who  writ  it? 
Marry,  even  he  that  strangled  Bamardbe,  poi« 

son'd  the 
Nans,  and  his  own  daughter. 

Gov,  Away  with  him,  his  sight  is  death  to  me. 
Bar,  For  what,  you  men  of  Malta  ?  hear  ine 
speak; 
She  is  a  courtezan,  and  he  a  thief. 
And  hj^mbf^t**^""**" '  let  me  have  law. 
For  none  of  this  can  prciiiillW^  Ulrtrtffirr 

Gov,  Once  more  away  with  him;  you  shall 

have  law. 
Bar.  Devils,  do  your  worst,  I  live  in  spite  of 
you. 
As  these  have  spoke,  so  be  it  to  their  souls  t 
I  hope  the  poisoned  flowers  will  work  anon. 

[Exeunt  Barabas,  Ithamore,  8cc 

Enter  Mother  of  Math  fas. 

Moth,  Was  my  Mathias  murdered  by  the 
Jew? 
Femeze,  it  wa9  thy  son  that  muhlered  him. 

Goo.  Be  patient,  gentle  madam,  it  was  he, 
lie    forged  the    daring  challenge  made  them 

Moth,  Where  is  the  Jew  ?  where  is  that  mur- 

derer? 
Gov.  In  prison,  till  the  law  has  past  on  hinu 

Enter  Officer. 

OffL  My  lord,  the  courtezan  and  her  man  are 
dead; 
So  is  the  Turk,  and  Barabas  the  Jew. 

Gov.  Dead!  _ 

OffL  Dead,  my  lord,  and  here  they  bring  his 

body. 
DeL  Bot.  Vhm  sudden  death  of  his  is  very 

strange? 
Gov.  Wonder  not  at  it,  sir,  the  Heavens  are  just, 
rheir  deaths  were  like  their  lives,  then  think  i^o 

of  them ; 
Since  they  are  dead  let  them  be  buried ; 
For  the  Jew's  body,  throw  that  o'er  the  waHs^ 
To  be  a  prey  for  vultures  and  wild  beasts. 
So,  now  away  and  fortify,  the  town.       [Exeunt^ 

Enter  Barabas. 
Bar.  Wha^  all  alone  ?  well  fare^  sleepy  drink; 
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ni  barevenged  on  this  tux^m^  town ; 
For  bv  mj  means  Calymath  shaU  enter  in. 
ril  help  lo  fili^  th^r  chijydv€fi.aD4  their  wiveit 
To  fire  the  churcbea,  pull  theii*  houses  down; 
Take  my  goods  too,  aiui  ^ize  u^ii,  my  lands  ? 
I  hope  to,  see  th^  governor  i^jS^vf^ 
^Ind,  rowing  in  a  galley,  whip^  u^,  death* 

Enter  Calymath,  Bathamh  «w^  Turkt. 
Cafy.  Whom  have  we  there^  a  spy  ? 
Bar.  Yes,  my  good  lord,  one  that  can  spy  a 
place 
Where  you  may  enter,  and  surprise  the  town : 
Hy  name  is  Barabas;  I  am  a  Jew. 

Caly.  Art  thou  that  Jew  whose  gnod^  we  heard 
were  sold 
For  tribute-money? 

Bar.  The  very  same,  my  lord ; 
And  since  that  time  they  have  hired  a  slave,  my 

man. 
To  accuse  roe  of  a  thousand  villanies : 
I  was  imprisoned,  but  escaped  their  hands. 
Caly.  Didst  break  prison  ? 
Bar.  No,  no: 
,  JLAattk^at-ltQlW  ^"^  <^<^^d  mandinVpjnire; 
And  being  asleep,  belike  they  thought  me  dead, 
And  threw  me  o*er  the  walls :  so,  or  how  else, 
The  Jew  is  here,  and  rests  at  your  command. 
Caly,  Twas  bravely  done ;  but  tell  me,  Ba- 
rabas, 
Can*st  thou,  as  thou  report'st  make  Malta  ours  ? 
Bar,  Fear  not,  my  lord ;  for  here  against  ihe 
truce, 
Tlie  rock  is  hollow,  and  of  purpose  digg'd. 
To  make  a  passage  for  the  running  streams 
And  common  channels  of  the  city. 
Now,  whibt  you  give  assault  unto  the  walls, 
III  lead  five  hundred  soldiers  through  the  vaul^ 
And  rise  with  them  i'  the  middle  of  the  town ; 
Open  the  grates  for  you  to  enter  in, 
And  by  this  means  the  city  is  your  own. 

Cafy,  If  this  be  true  III  make  thee  governor. 
Bar.  And  if  it  be  not  true,  then  let  me  die. 
Cafy,  Thou*st  doomed  thyself;  assault  it  pre- 
sently. [Exeutit. 

.  Alarmt,  EnUr  Turksy  Barabas  ;  Governor  and 
Knights  pritoncTL 

Cafy.  Now  rail  your  pride,  you  captive  Chris- 
tians, 
And  kneel  for  mercy  to  your  conquering  foe. 
Now  whereas  the  hope  you  had  of  haughty  Spain  f 
Femeze,  speak,  had  it  not  been  much  better 
To  kept  thy  promise,  than  be  thus  surprised  ? 
Oov.  What  should  I  say;  we  are  captives^ 

and  must  yield. 
Call/,  Aye,  villains,  you  must  yield,  and  under 
Turkish  yokes 
Shall  groaning  bear  the  burden  of  our  ire; 
And,  Barabas,  as  erst  we  promised  thee. 
For  thy  desert  we  make  thee  governor ; 
Vfe  them  at  thy  discretion^ 


Bar.  Thanks,  my  lord. 

Gov,  Oh  faul  day,  to  fall  into  the  hands 
Of  such  a  traitor  and  unhaUowed  Jew  ! 
What  greater  misery  ceuld  heaven  inflict  ? 

Ca/jf.  'lis  our  command  :— «nd^  Barabas^  wm 
give. 
To  guard  thy  person^  these  our  janizaries; 
Intreat  them  well,  as  we  have  used  thee. — 
And  Oow,  brave  bashaws,  come,  we'll  walk  aboat 
The  coiood  town,  and  sne  the  wreck  we  made  :«^ 
Farewell,  braie  Jew,  fareiiell,  great  Barabas. 

[Exeunt^ ' 

Bar,  May  all  good  fortune  follow  Calymath^ — 
/uid  .now,  as  entrance  to  our  safety, 
To  prison  with  the  governor  and  these 
Captains,  his  consorts  and  confederates. 

Gov,  Oh  villain !  Heaven  will  be  revenged  on 
thee.  l&eunt. 

Bar,  Away,  fio  more,  let  him  not  trouble  mo.^* 
Thus  hast  tliou  gotten,  by  thy  policy, 
No  simple  place,  no  smalljauthority. 
I  now  am  governor  of  Malta ;  true. 
But  Malta  hates  me,  and,  in  hfltmg  nu 
My  life's  in  danger ;  and  what  boots  it  thee, 
Poor  Barabas,  to  he  jhe  gpitemai'," 
When  as>  thy  life  shall  be  at  their  command  ?  ^ 
No,  Barabas,  this  must  be4ooked  iato ; 
And,  since  by  wrong  thou  got'st  aUtfeR^ty, 

Maintain  it  bravely  by  firm  policy,     

At  least,  unprofitably  lose  it  not ; 
For  he  that  liveth  in  authority,    ^ 
And  neither  gets  him  friends,  nor  fills  his  bags^ 
Dves  like  the  ass  that  ^^sop  speaketh  of. 
That  labours  with  a  load  ot  bread  and  wine. 
And  leaves  it  off  to  snap  on  thistle  tops  t 
But  Barabas  will  be  more  circumspeOt« 
Begin  betimes,  occasion's  bald  behwd;^ 
Slip  not  thine  opportunity,  for  fear  too  lata 
Thou  seek'st  for  much,  faiut  canst  notcompats  it. 
Within  here ! 

Enter  Governor,  with  a  Guard, 

Gov.  My  lord ! 

Bar.  Aye,  lord,  thus  slaves  will  learn.  ' 
Now,  Guveruor, — stand  bv  there,  wait  within, — 

[To  ihe  Guard,  .. 
Thi^  is  the  reason  that  I  sent  for  thee; 
Thou  seest  thjr  life,  and  Malta's  happiness^ 
Are  at  my  'arbitrament ;  and  Barabas, 
At  his  discretion^  may  dispose  of  both : 
Now  tell  me,  governor,  and  plainly  toe, 
What  think'st  thou  shall  become  of  it  and  thee  f 

Gov.  This,  Barabas;  since  things  are  in  tb/    ■ 
power, 
I  see  no  reason  but  of  Malta's  wreck. 
Nor.  hope  of  thee,  bat  extreme  cruelty ;  i 

Nor  fear  I  death,  nor  will  I  flatter  thee. 

Bar.  Governor,  ^ood  words;  be  not  so  forioot; 
Tis  not  thy  life  which  can  avail  me  aught, 
Yet  you  do  live,  and  live  for  me  you  sfidl ; 
And  as  for  Malta's  ruin,  think  you  not 
f^were  slender  polior  for  Barmbaa  '"^  t 

{TodispoasesshunsttfofsuchaplaceB  t 
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Tor  nth,  as  <Nioey«rB  taid^  witbio  this  isle 
In  Malta hera^  thati  have  got  my  gpods. 
And  in  thiB  city  atill  lyive  had  success, 
Aod  now  at  length  am  grown  your  govevnor^ 
YourselFes  shall  see  it  shall  npt  be  fiorgot; 
For,  as  a  friend  not  known  bnt  ix^  distress^ 
FU  rear  up  Malta,  now  remediless. 

/       Gov.  WilLBv5i)»ts  recover  Malta's  loss? 

I    ^ii^lBafahasbe^^od to  Christians? 

1^  r  BoF.  Whal-wilt  thou  give  ne,  goremos^  to  pro^ 


A  dissolution  of  the  slavish  bands 

lyherm  the  Turk  hath  yoked  your  land  and  ysu  ? 

What  will  you  give  me  it*  I  render  you 

The  life  of  Calymatb,  surprize  his  men, 

And  lA  an  out-house  of  the  city  shut 

His  soldier8,-titl  I  have  censumed  them  all  with 
file?      -      . 

What  wiU  you  give  him  that  procureth  this  ? 
^    ,    Gov.  Do  but  hfisg  thisto  pass  which  thou  pre^ 

tendest; 
^  fyeal  truly  with  us  as  thou  intimatest, 

fAnd  I  will  send  amongst  the  citizens, 

Aod,  hy  my  letters,  pnvately  procure 
'   Oreat  sums  of  money  for  thy  recompenoe : 

Nay  nnore,  do  this,  and  live  thou  governor  stilL 
Air.  Nay^  do  thoo  this,  Femeze,  and  be  free  i 

CJovemor,  I  enlarge  thee,  live  with  me,- 
I  Go  walk  about  t£e  ci^,  se6  thy  friends : 

Tosh,  send  not  lettereia  them,  go  thyself, 

And  let  me  see-yvhat  money  thou  canst  make ; 

Here  is  my  hand,  that  Ilhset  Malta  free ; 

And  thus  we  cast  it !  To  a  solemn  feost 
•   I  will  invite  ypcrag  Selim  Calymatb, 
'    Where  be  thou  present,  only  to  perform 

One  strmtagem  Oiat  TU  impart  to  tbcc, 

Wherein  no  danger  shall  betide  thy  iffie, 

And  I  will  warrant  Malta  fVee  for  ever. 

Gov.  Here  irtny  hand ;  believe  me,  BarabaS| 

I  will  be  there,  and  do  as  thou  dearest 

When  is  the  time  ? 

Bar.  Governor,  presently; 

For  Calymatb,  when  he  hath  viewed  the  town, 

Will  take  his  leave,  and  sail  toward  Ottoman. 
Gov,  Then  will  I,  Barabas,  about  this  coin, 
'    And  bring  it  with  me  to  thee  in  the  evening. 
Bar,l>o  so,  hut  fhil  not;  now  farewell,  Fer- 
heze: —  [Blxit  Governor. 

'   And  thus  far  roundly  goes  the  business : 

Thus,  loving  ndther,  will  I  live  %vith  both, 

Making  a  profit  of  my  policy ; 

And  he  from  whom  my  most  ad  vantage. comes, 

Shall  be  my  friend. 

This  is  the  life  we  Jews  are  used  to  lead ; 

And  reason  too,  for  Christians  do  the  like. 

Well,. now  about  effecting  this  device ; 

First,  to  surprize  great  Selim*s  soldiers. 


And  then,  to  make  provi^on  for  th^  fea^^ 
That  at  one  instant  all  things  may  be  dune ; 
My  policy  detests  prevention : 
To  what  event  mv  secret  purpose  drives,  * 
I  know ;  and  tlM^  shall  .witness  with  their  lives. 

[£rtf» 

Enter  CaVtuatUj  Bashflpi^ 

iktfy.  Thus  have  we  viewed  the  eat^,  seen  di« 
sack, 
And  caused  the  ruins  to  be  new  repaired, 
Which  with  our  bombards,  shot,  and  basilisk,'^ 
Wc  reat  in  sunder  at  our  entry : 
And,  now  I  see  the'  situatk>99 
And  how  secure  this  concjuered  island  stands 
Environed  with  the  Mediterranean  Sea, 
Strong  countermined  with  other  petty  isles; 
And  toward  Calabria  backed  by  dicily, 
Two  lofty  turrets  that  command  the  town. 
When  Siracusian  Dionysius  reigned, 
I  wonder  how  it  coukl  be  conquered  thus. 

Enter  a  Messenger* 

Mes.  From  Barabas,  Malta's  governor,  I  bring 
A  message  unto  mighty  Calymatb ; 
Hearing  Tiis  sovereiau  was  bound  for  sea, 
To  sail  to  Turkey,  to  great  Ottoman, 
He  humbly  would  intreac  your  majesty 
To  come  and  see  his  homely  citadel. 
And  banquet,  with  him  ere  thou  leav*st  the  isli^ 

Cafy,  To  banquet  with  him  in  his  citadel  ? 
1 1  fear  me,  messenger,  to  feast  mj  train 
I  Within  a  town  of  war  so  lately  pillaged. 
Will  be  too  costly  and  too  troublesome : 
;  Yet  would  I  gladly  visit  Barabas, 
For  well  has  Barabas  deserved  of  us, 

Mes.  Selim,  (or  that,  thus  sayeth  the  governor. 
That  be  hath  in  store  a  pearl  so  big. 
So  precious,  and  withal  so  orient. 
As,  be  it  valued  but  indifferently. 
The  price  thereof  will  serve  to  entertain 
Selim  and  all  his  soldiers  for  a  month ; 
Therefore  he  humbly  would  intreat  your  highness 
Not  to  depart  till  he  has  feasted  you. 

Call/.  I  cannot  feast  my  men  in  Malta  walls, 
Except  he  place  his  tables  in  the  streets.       ^ 

Mes.  Know,  Selim,  that  there  is  a  monastery, 
Which  slandeth  as  an  out-house  to  the  town ; 
There  will  he  banquet  them,  but  thee  at  home. 
With  all  thy  bashaws  and  brave  followers. 

Ca^.  Well,  tell  the  governor  we  grant  his  suit ; 
We*ll  in  this  summer  evening  feast  witli  him. 

Mes.  I'shall,  my  lord.  [Exit; 

Cafy.And  now,  bold  bashaws,  let  us  to  our  tents. 
And  meditate  how  wc  may  grace  us  best 
To  solemnize  our  govemor*s  great  feast 

[Exeunt, 


^  Bcmkff^y  basiUsk'-'DHterea/t  names  of  pieces  of  ordnance  forraerTy  in  i|m.    ST* 
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Enter  Gcrbemor^  KnlghtSy  Del  Bosco. 

Gov.  In  this,  my  couDtrymen,  be  ruled  by  me; 
Have  special  care  tiiat  no  roan  jilly  forth 
TUl  you  fchali  hear  a  cuiverin  dWmr)^ 
By  him  that  bears  the  linstock,'^^  kindled  thus : 
Then  issue  out,  and  come  to  rescue  me; 
For  happily  I  shall  be  in  distress, 
Or  yoii  released  of  this  serritude. 

1  Knight.  Rather  than  thus  to  live  as  Turkish 
thralls. 
What  will  wc  not  adventure? 

Goo.  On  theuy  be  gone. 

Knights.  Farewell,  grave  governor. 

Enter  Bar  abas  with  a  hamtner  above,  very  buty. 

Bar.  How  stand  the  cords?  how  haug  these 
hinges,  fast? 
Are  all  the  cranes  and  pullies  sure  ? 
Serv.  All  fast. 

Bar,  Leave  nothing  loose,  all  levelled  to  n^ 
mind. 
Why  now  I  see  that  you.  have  art  indeed. 
Thei«,  carpenters,  divide  that  gold  amongst  you : 
Go,  swill  in  bowls  of  sack  and  muapadine ; 
Down  to  the  cellar,  tasie  of  all  my  wines. 
Carp.  We  bhall,  my  lord,  and  thank  you. 

[Exeunt. 
Bar.  And  if  you  like  them,  drink  your  fill  and 
die;         ' 
For  so  I  live,  perish  may  all  the  world. 
Now  Selim  Calymath  return  roe  word 
That  thou  wilt  come,  and  I  am  satisfied. — 
Now,  birrah,  what,  will  he  come  ? 

Enter  Messenger. 

Mes.  He  wilf;  and  has  commanded  all  his  men 
To  come  ashore,  and  march  through  Malta  streets, 
That  thou  mayest  feast  them  in  thy  citadel. 

Bar.  Then  now  are  all  things  as  my  wish  would 
have  them ; 
There  wantcth  nothing  bnt  the  governor's  pelf; 
And  see  he  brings  iL — Now,  governor,  the  sum? 

Enter  Governor. 

^ov.  With  free  consent,  a  hundred  thousand 
'W      pounds. 
JBflr. •  Pounds !   sayest  thou,  governor?   well, 
since  it  is  no  more, 
III  satisfy  roy&elf  with  that  ;r-nay,  keep  it  still ; 
For  if  I  keep  not  promise,  trust  not  me : 
And,  governor,  now  partake  my  policy; 
First,  for  his  army,  they  are  sent  before. 
Entered  the  monastery,  and  underneath. 
In  several  places  are  neld-pieces  pitched. 
Bombards,  whole  barrels  fujl  of  gunpowder. 
That  on  the  sudden  shall  dissever  it. 
And  hatter  all  the  stones  about  their  ears. 


Whence  none  can  possibly  escape  alive. 

Now,  as  for  Calvmath  and  his  c^nsorts^ 

Here  have  I  roade  a  dainty  gallery ; 

The  floor  whereof,  this  cable  being  cut. 

Doth  fall  asunder,  so  that  it  doth  sink 

Into  a  deep  pit  past  recovery. 

Here,  hold  that  knife,  and  when  thou  seest  hm 

comes. 
And  with  his  bashawd  sliall  be  blithely  set, 
A  warning-piece  shall  be  shot  off  from  the  tower. 
To  give  thee  knowledge  when  to  cut  the  cord. 
And  fire  the  house:  say,  will  not  this  be  bmve? 

Gov.  Oh  eioellent !  here,  hold  thee,  Barabaa^ 
I  trust  thy  word,  take  what  I  promised  thee. 

Bar.  No,  govermir,  1*11  satisfy  thee  first ; 
Thou  shalt  not  live  in  doubt  of  any  thing. 
Stand  close*  for  here  they  come.— Why,  is  not  this 
A  kingly  kind  of  trade,  to  purdiase  towns 
By  tr^chery.»jincrse1tlliem  bydeceit? 
Now  tell  me,  worldlings,  imdemeath  the  sun, 
If  greater  falsehobd^ever  has  ^een  done. 


< 


Enter  Calymath  and  Bashaws. 


Co^.Come,  my  oompanion^basliaws,  see,  I  prayy 
How  busy  Barabas  is  there  above 
To  entertain  us  in  his  gallery ; 
Let  us  salute  him  z — Save  tfaiec,  Barabas. 

Bar.  Welcome,  great  Calymath. 

Gov,  How  the  slave  jeers  at  him ! 

Bar.  Will't  please  tliee,  mighty  Selim  Caly- 
math, 
To  ascend  our  homely  stairs  ? 

Caly.  Aye,  Barabas. — Come,  bashaws^  attend* 

Gov.  Stay,  Calymath ; 
For  I  will  shew  thee  greater  courtesy 
Than  Barabas  would  have  afforded  thee« 

Knights.  Sound  a  charge  there. 

[A  Charge,  the, Cable  cut,  a  Caldron  dsi^ 
covered. 

Caly.  How  now  !  what  means  this  ? 

Bar,  Help,  help  me.  Christians,  help ! 

Gov.  See,  Calymath,  this  was  devised  for  thee^ 

Caly.  Treason,  treason,  bashaws !  fly. 

Gov.  No,  Selim,  do  not  J^r^ 
See  his  end  first,  and  fly*thcnif JthoiM^nst. 

Bar.  Oh  help  ine,  Seirm,l)elp  me/Clifhtians  \ 
Governor,  why  stand  ^ou  all  so  pitiless?  ^h 

Gov,  Should  I  in  pity  of  thy  plaints  or  thee,     { 
Accursed  Barabas,  base  Jew,  relent  ? 
No,  thus  rii  see  thy  treachery  repaid. 
But  wish  thou  liadst  behaved  thee  otherwise.    ~  " 

Bar,  You  will  not  help  me  then? 

Gov.  No,  villain,  na 

Bar.  AvL&,  villains,  know  you  cannot  help  me 
now. 
Then,  Barabas,  breathe  forth  thy  latest  fate^ 
And  in  the  fury  of  thy  torments  strive 
To  end  thy  life  with  resolution.-^ 


^7  The  linstock — i.  e.  the  long  match  with  which  cannon  are  fired. 
Utnry  rilU  Vol.  VI.  p.  67,  edit,  1778.    S. 
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Know,  governor,  'twas  I  diat  slew  thy  son ; 
I  framed  the  challenge  that  did  make  them  meet« 
Knn^,  Calymath,  I  aimed  thy  overthrow, 
And,  had  I  but  escaped  this  stratagem, 
I  would  have  broi4;ht  confu8i(»n  on  ^oa  all, 
Dainiicrl  Christians,  dogs,  and  Turkish  infidels.— 
But  imw  begins  the  extremity  of  heat 
Tt»  pinch  ine  with  intolerable  pangs : 
I^ie  life.  Ay  6oul,  tongue  curse  thy  fill,  and  die. 

[DUs, 

Cafy.  fell  rae,  you  Christians,  what  doth  this 
portend  ? 

Gov.  This  train  he  laid  to  have  entrapped  thy 
life. 
N'ow,  Selim,  note  the  unhallowed  deeds  of  Jews : 
Thus  he  determined  to  have  handled  thee, 
Bot  I  have  rather  chose  n*  sa\  e  thy  life. 

Cal^.  VVas  this  the  banquet  he  prepared  for  us  ? 
l>t's  hence,  lest  further  mrschiet  be  pretended.** 

Gov,  Nay,  Seliro,  stay ;  for  since  we  have  thee 
here, 
"We  will  not  let  thee  part  so  suddenly. 
Besides,  if  we  !>honld  let  thee  go,  all^s  one. 
Fur  «%ith  ihy  gal  lies  couidst  thou  not  get  heooe, 
Without  fresh  men  to  ng  and  furnish  them. 

Ca/v.Tush,  governor,  take  thou  no  care  for  that, 
Jbfy  men  are  all  aboard, 


And  do  attend  my  coming  there,  by  this. 

Gov.  Why,  heardst  thou  not  the  trumpet  soand 
a  charge  ? 

Cafy.  Ves;  what  of  that? 

Gov.  Why  mki  the  house  was  fired, 
Blown  up,  and  all  thy  soldiers  massacred. 

Cafy,  Oh  monstrous  treason  ! 

Gov,  A  Jew's  courtesy ; 
For  he  that  did  by  treason  work  our  fall, 
By  treason  hath  delivered  thee  to  us : 
Know,  therefore,  ttill  thy  father  hath  made  good 
The  ruins  done  to  Malta  and  to  us. 
Thou  deinst  not  part ;  for  Malta  shall  be  freed. 
Or  Selim  ne*er  return  to  Ottoman. 

Caiy.  Nay  rather,  Christians,  let  me  go  to  Ttat* 

In  person  there  to  meditate  your  peace ; 
To  keep  me  here  will  nonght  advantage  you. 
Gov,  Content  thee,  Calymath,  here  thou  most 
stay. 
And  live  m  Malta  prisoner;  for,  come  all  the 

world 
To  rescue  thee,  so  will  we  guard  us  now. 
As  sooner  shall  they  drink  tne  ocean  dry, 

I'  Than  conquer  Malta,  or  endanger  us. 
So  march  away,  and  let  due  praise  be  given, 
N other  to  fate  nor  fortune,  out  to  Heaven. 


**  Prctcnied^L  e.  designed.    Thb  ase  of  the  verb,  to  preiend^  is  common  in  Shakespeare  i 
<*  What  good  coold  they  preUnd?'*    Macbeth.        S. 
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The  famous  Tragedy  of  The  Rich  Jew  of  Malta.  As  it  was  played  before  the  King  and  (ilueene, 
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SIR  WILLIAM  DAVENANT. 


Sift  WtLliAlf  Datbvaut  mm  theymn^&  ton  of  Mr  John  Btnenant^  a  cHiien  of  Oxford^  wht> 
kept  the  Crown  Tavern  there.^    He  mag  horn  in  ike  month  of  I^motry,  1605i|  and  received  thefirU 
rudimentt  ^fotitt  ieormngfrom  Mt  Edward  Syhester,  who  wdl  then  master  of  a  ittammar  $ckool  m 
the  parish  6f  AU  Saitit^  Oxjcrd,    in  1691  he  wa^  entered  a  member  of  Uncoln  Caliege,  where  he 
ttaifed  but  n  shmt  time  before  he  removed  to  London^  and  became  frtt  page  ^  Frances  duchess  cf 
Rtchhond.   tit  irfterwards  went  into  the  family  (fur  Fulk  GrevUCf  lord  Brooke,  where  he  contirn^ 
ed  until  the  unfortunate  catastrophe  of  that  nobUman.    He  spent  the  next  eight  years  of  his  life  i4. 
a  constant  attendance  at  courts  where  he  was  universally  well  received^  and  very  highly  caressed ; 
and  in  that  period  he  was  so  unlucky  as  to  engage  in  an  amour^  the  consequence  of  which  deprived 
kim  of  his  nose.    TJpon  the  death  of  Ben  Jonson,  in  1687,  he  succeeded  hun  as  Poet  Laureat,    On 
the  ireaking  out  of  the  troubles^  he  early  engaged  on  beha&ofthe  king  ;  and  in  May,  1641,  was  ac- 
cused to  the  parliament  of  a  dexign  to  bring  up  the  army  for  the  defence  of  the  kinf^s  person,  and  the 
support  if  his  authority.  On  this  occasion  he  absconded ;  but  a  proclamation  being  issued  out  against 
htmy  he  was  slopt  at  Feversham,  sent  up  to  town,  and  put  into  the  custody  of  a  serjeant  at  arms.   In 
the  month  of  July  he  was  bailed,  and  he  determined  to  withdraw  into  France  ;  but  was  a^ain  seized 
in  Kent,  by  the  mayor  tf  Canterbury,    He^  however,  at  last  effected  his  purpou  of  retiring  beyond 
the  seas,  and  continued  therefor  some  time*  But  the  queen  sending  over  some  military  stores  for  the 
use  of  the  earl  of  Newcastle ;  sir  William  was  induced  to  come  over  with  them,  and  ofered  his  service 
to  that  nobleman,  who  appointed  him,  very  absurdly,  to  the  post  of  lieutenant  general  of  the  ordnance. 
In  September  1643,  he  received  the  honour  of  knighthood  at  the  siege  (^  Uhucester.    It  does  not 
appear  when  he  quitted  the  amnf  ;  but  after  the  kin^s  affairs  began  to  decline^  he  judged  it  nece^ 
sary  to  retire  into  France,  where  he  was  well  received  by  the  queen  ;  and  in  the  summer  1646,  was 
entrusted  with  a  negociation  of  importance,  while  the  king  was  at  Newcastle.    Before  this  time 
he  had  embraced  the  Jtoman  Catholic  religiori,  which  probably  was  the  reason  of  his  being  e9»- 
ploved  at  this  period.    On  his  return  to  Patis,  he  farmed  a  design  Agoing  to  Virginia,  and  nr- 
^^mi^gfy  embarked  at  one  of  the  ports  at  Normandy ;  but  wsas,  abnost  immediatety  qfter  he  sail^ 
ed,  taken  and  carried  into  the  Isle  ef  Wight  by  one  of  the  parliament  ships  ^  war,  and  commit*- 
ted  close  prisoner  to  Cowes  Castle,    In  October  1650,  he  trus  ordered  to  be  tried  Iw  a  high  cant- 
mission  court,  and  for  that  purpose  he  was  conveyed  to  the  Tower  of  London,     It  is  generally 
imagined,  he  owed  his  life  to  the  interposition  of  Milton,  who,  in  return,  a  few  years  v^cr,  wu^ 
saved  at  his  intercession.     After  continuing  more  than  two  years  a  prisoner  in  the  Tower,   he 
was  released ;  and  in  1656,  obtained  leave  to  open  a  kind  of  theatre  m  Rutland-house,  where  he 
performed  several  dramatic  entertainments.     Upon  the  commotions  which  preceded  the  restoro' 
tion,  he  was  again  imprisoned,  but  quickly  released.    Soon  after  the  restoration,  he  obtained  one 
of  the  patents  granted  for  thejbrming  a  company  of  players,  and  opened  the  Duke*s  Theatre  in  lAn^ 
colrCs  Inn  Fields,  where  he  first  introduced  painted  scenes.    He  continued  to  act  there  until  the 
time  of  his  death  ;  the  new  and  magnificent  theatre,  built  in  Dorset  Gardens,  to  which  the  company 
irfterwards  removed,  not  being  finished  at  the  time  of  his  death.     He  died  at  his  house  in  Little  Lin* 
cMs  Inn  Fields,  April  7,  1668,  at  the  age  of  63,  and  was  buried  near  Chaucer's  monument,  m 
Westminster  Abbey  ;  the  whole  company  attending  hisfuncraL 
He  was  the  author  of 

1.  Albovine,  King  ^  the  Lombards,  his  tragedy,    4to,  1629. 
«.  The  Cruel  Brother,  a  tragedy,  acted  at  the  Private  House,  in  Black  Fryers.    4to,  1630. 
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3.  The  Just  Italian,  praented  at  the  Private  Bouse,  in  Black  Friars.    4to,  1630. 

4.  The  Temple  of  Love,  a  masque,  presented  by  the  Queen^s  Majesty,  at  WhiteKalL    4to,  1634. 

5.  The  Triumph,  of  Prince  ly Amour,  a  masque,  presented  by  his  Highness,  at  his  palace  in  the 
Middle  Temple,  the  24  Feb.  1635.    4to,  1635. 

6.  The  Platonic  Lovers,  a  tragi-comedy,  presented  at  the  Pr9$ate  House,  Black  Friars.  4to, 
1636.    8ro,  1666. 

7.  The  Wits,  a  comedy,  presented  at  the  Private  House,  in  Black  Friars.    4to,  1636.    8vo,  1665. 

8.  Britannia  Triumphans,  a  masque,  presented  at  Whitehall  by  the  King*s  Majesty  and  his  lAtrds, 
an  the  Sunday  after  Twelfth  Night,  1687;    4to,  1637. 

9.  Salmacida  Spolia^  a  masque,  presented  by  the  King  and  Queen*s  Majesties,  at  Whitehall,  on 
Tuesday  the  21  day  of  January,  1639.    4to,  1639. 

10.  ITie  Unfortunate  Tjroers,  a  tragetly.    4to,  1643.    4to,  1649. 

11.  Jjoroe  and  Honour,  presented  by  his  Majesties  Servants  at  the  Black  Friars.    4to,  1649. 

12.  T%e  First  Day^s  Entertainment  at  Rutland  House,  by  declamation  and  music,  after  the  man" 
ner  of  the  ancients.    4to,  1656. 

13.  The  Siege  of  Rhodes,  made  a  representation  by  the  art  of  prospective  in  scenes;  and  the  story 
sung  in  recitative  music,  at  the  back  part  of  Rutland  House,  in  the  upper  end  qf  Aldersgate-street, 
London.    4lo,  1656. 

14.  The  Siege  of  Rhodes,  the  First  and  Second  Part;  as  they  were  lately  represented  at  the  Duke 
of  York's  Theatre,  in  Lincoln's-Inn- Fields.     The  First  Part  being  lately  enlarged.    4to,  1663. 

15.  2'he  Rivals^  a  comedy,  acted  by  the  Duke  of  York's  Servants.  4to,  1668.  This  is  taken  from 
The  Two  Noble  Kinsmen.    By  Shakespeare  and  Fletcher. 

16.  The  Man's  the  Master,  a  comedy.    4to,  1669. 

The  six  following  plays  were  first  printed  in  the  folio  edition  of  Sir  William  Davenanfs  Works, 
in  1673. 

17.  The  Fair  Favourite,  a  tragicomedy. 

18.  The  Law  against  Love's,  a  tragi-comedy,  taken  from  Measure  for  Measure. 

19.  News  from  Plymouth,  a  comedy. 

20.  The  Playhouse  to  be  let^  a  comedy. 

2 1 .  The  Siege,  a  tragi-comedy. 

*  22.  The  Distresses,  a  trugi-comedy. 

*3.  Macbeth^  a  tragedy,  with  all  Che  alterations,  amendments,  additions,  and  new  songs ;  as  acted 
at  the  Duke's  Theatre.    4to,  1674. 

Downes  the  prompter,  who  ascribes  this  alteration  to  Sir  William  Davenant,  observes  of  it,  that 
"  being  drest  in  all  its  finery,  as  new  clothes,  new  scenes,  machines  as  fiyingsfor  the  witches,  with  all 
the  singing  and  dancing  in  it.  The  first  composed  by  Mr  Lock,  tlie  other  by  Mr  Cluinnell  and  Mr 
Joseph  Priest ;  it  being  all  excellently  performed,  being  in  the  nature  of  an  opera,  it  recompensetl 
double  the  expencfJ*  in  this  play,  Nat.  Lee,  the  pget,  made  his  unsucceuful  attempt  in  acting.  He 
performed  the  part  of  Duncan. 

Sir  William  Davenant  joined  with  Dryden  in  altering  the  Tempest ;  and  the  names  of  both  thos^ 
writers  are  put  to  an  alteration  of  Julius  Casar.    Printed  \2mo,  1719. 

Sir  WilUam  Davenant*s  Works  are  printed  in  folio.     1673. 


TO  THE  CHIEFLY  BELOVED 
OF  ALL  THAT  ARE  INGENIOUS  AND  NOBLE^ 

ENDYMION  PORTER, 

OF  uis  majesty's  bedchamber. 
Sib, 
Thoagb  you  covet  not  acknowledgments,  receive  wljat  belongs  to  you  by  a  double  title:  your 
goodness  hath  presented  life  in  the  author;  then  rescued  his  work  from  a  cruel  faction,  which  no- 
thing but  tlie  forces  of  your  reason,  and  your  reputation,  could  subdue.  If  it  become  your  pleasure 
now,  as  when  it  had  the  advautafte  of  presentation  on  the  stage,  I  shall  be  taught  to  boast  some 
o-rit  in  myself;  hut  with  this  inference,  you  still  (as  in  that  doubtful  day  of  my  trial)  endeavour 
to  make  anew  of  so  much  justice,  as  may  countenance  the  love  you  bear  to 

Your  most  obliged,  and  thankful  humble  servant, 

William  Davemaut^ 

yOL.  I.  2  N 
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TO  THE  READER  OF 


MR  WILLIAM  DAVENANTS  PLAY. 


It  hnUi  b^en  said  of  old,  that  plays  are  feasts. 
Poets  ihc  cooks,  and  the  spectators  guests, 
The  actors  waiters :  fVom  this  sioule 
Some  have  derived  an  unsafe  liberty, 
To  use  their  judgments  as  their  tastes ;  which  chule, 
Withojit  contrbol,  this  dish,  and  that  refuse ; 
Ba^  wit  aibws  not  this  large  privilege. 
Either  you  must  confess,  or  feel  its  edge; 
Nw  shall  you  make  a  current  inference. 
If  you  transfer  your  reason  to  your  sense  s 
Thmgs  are  distinct,  and  roust  the  same  appear 
To  every  piercing  eye,  or  well-tuned  ear. 
Though  sweets  with  yoor^s,  sharps  best  with  my 

taste  meet. 
Both  must  agree  this  jneat's  or  sharp  or  sweet : 
But  if  I  scent  a  stench  or  a  perfume, 


Whilst  yon  smell  nought  at  all,  I  may 

You  have  that  sense  imperfect :  so  you  may 

Afibct  a  sad,  merry,  or  humorous  play, 

If,  thoim^h  the  kind  distaste  or  please,  the  good 

And  bad  be  by  your  judgment  understood : 

But  if,  as  in  this  play,  where  with  delight 

I  feast  my  Epicurean  appetite 

With  relishes  so  curious,  as  dispense 

The  utmost  pleasure  to  the  ravished  sense, 

You  should  profess  that  you  can  nothing  meet 

That  hits  your  taste,  either  with  sharp  or  sweety 

But  cry  out,  Tis  insipid ;  your  bold  tongue 

May  do  it's  master,  not  the  author,  wrong  ; 

For  men  of  better  palate  will,  by  it. 

Take  the  just  elevation  of  your  Wit. 

T.  Caslxw. 


THE  PROLOGUE. 


Bless  me,  you  kmder  stars !  how  are  we  throng'd ! 
Alas !  whom  hath  our  long-sick  poet  wrong'd. 
That  he  should  meet  together,  in  one  day, 
A  sessbn,  and  a  faction  at  bis  play  ? 
To  judge,  and  to  condemn ;  for*t  cannot  be. 
Amongst  so  many  here,  all  should  agree. 
Then  'tis  to  such  vast  expectation  raised, 
As  It  were  to  be  wondered  at,  not  praised ; 
And  this,  good  faith,  sir  poet  (if  I've  read 
Customs,  or  men)  strikes  you  and  your  muse  dead. 
Conceive  now  too,  how  much,  how  oft  each  ear 
Hath  surfeited,  and  this  our  hemisphere, 
With  vanous,  pure, eternal  wit;  and  then, 
^y  tine  young  comic  sir,  you're  kill'd  again. 
But  bovc  the  mischief  of  these  fears,  a  sort 


Of  cruel  spies  (we  hear)  intend  a  sport 
Among  themselves ;  our  mirth  must  not  at  tXL 
Tickle,  or  stir  their  lungs,  but  shake  their  galL 
So  this,  join'd  with  the  rest,  makes  me  again 
To  say.  You  and  your  lady  Muse  within 
Will  have  but  a  sad  doom :  and  your  trim  brow» 
Which  long'd  for  wreaths,  you  must  wear  naked 

now; 
'Less  some  resolve,  out  of  a  courteous  pride. 
To  like  and  praise  what  others  shall  deride  ; 
So  they've  their  humour  too ;  and  we,  in  spate 
Of  our  dull  brains,  will  think  each  side  i'  the  right* 
Such  is  your  pleasant  judgments  upon  plays, 
like  paralleia  that  run  straight,  though  sev'ral  ways. 


DRAMATIS   PERSONS 


Pallatine  the  Elder,  richfy  landedy  and  a  wit. 
Pallatine  the  Younger,  a  wit  too,  but  lives  on 

his  exhibition  in  town. 
Sir  MoROLAY  Thwack,  a  humorous  rich  old 

knight. 
Sir  Tyrant  Thrift,  guardian    to  the  Lady 

Ample.  "^ 

MEA3ER,  a  soldier  newly  come  from  Holland. 
P£RT,  hu  comrade.     * 

The  scene— 


Engine,  steward  to  sir  Tyrant  Thrift. 

Snore,  a  const abfe. 

The  Lady  Ample,  an  inheritrix,  and  ward  to  Sir 

Tyrant  Thrift. 
Lucy,  mistress  to  the  Younger  PaCt^atins. 
Ox  net,  woman  to  the  Lady  Ample. 
Mistreu  Snore,  Snore's  uife. 
Mistress  Queasy,  her  neighbour^ 
Watchmen,  SfC. 
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SCENE  I. 

Enter  Young  Pallatinb,  Meager,  p£Rt. 

T.  PaL  Welcome  on  shore.  Meager ;  give  me 
thy  hand ; 
Tifl  a  true  one,  and  will  no  more  forsake 
A  bond,  or  bill,  than  a  good  sword ;  a  hand 
That  will  shift  for  the  body,  till  the  laws 
Provide  for  both. 

Mea,  Old  wine,  and  new  dothes,  sir. 
Make  yoa  wanton ;  d'you  not  see  Pert,  my  com- 
rade? 
Y.  PaL  Ambigaous  Pert!  hast  thoa  danced 
to  the  drum  too? 
Could  a  taflPta  scarf,  a  long  estridge  wing, 
A  stiff  iron  doublet,  and  a  brazil  pole. 
Tempt  thee  from  cambric  sheets^  fine  active 

thighs, 
f^om  caudles  where  the  precious  amber  swims? 
Pert.  Faith,  we  have  been  to  kill,  we  know  not 
whom, 
Nor  why :  led  on  to  break  a  commandment^ 
With  the  consent  of  custom  and  the  laws. 
Mes,  Mine  was  a  certain  inclination,  sir, 
Tu  do  mischief,  where  good  men  of  the  jury, 
And  a  doll  congregation  of  grey-beards, 
Mi^t  uive  no  tedious  statute  Against  my  life. 
F.  PaL  Nothing  bul  honour  could  seduce  thee. 
Pert! 
HoBoor !  which  is  the  hope  of  the  youthful. 
And  the  old  soldier^s  wealth,  a  iealousy 
To  the  noble,  and  mystery  to  the  wise. 

Pert,  It  was,  sir,  no  eeneraphical  fancy, 
fCaase  in  our  maps  I  l&ed  this  region  here 
More  than  that  country  lying  there)  made  me 
Ptotial  which  to  fight  for. 


F.  PaL  True,  sage  Pert. 
What  is't  to  thee,  whether  one  Don  Diego 
A  prince,  or  Hans  van  Holme,  fritter-seller 
Of  Bombell,  do  conquer  that  parapet. 
Redoubt,  or  town,  which  thou  ne*er  saw'st  before  ? 

Pert,  Not  a  brass  thimble  to  me;  but  ho* 
nour ! — 

F.  PaL  Why  rieht;  else  wherefore  shouldst 
thou  bleed  for  him, 
Whose  money,  wine,  nor  wench^  thou  ne*er  hast 

used? 
Or  why  destroy  some  poor  root-eating  soldier, 
That  never  |ave  thee  the  lye,  denied  to  pledge 
Thy  cockatrice's  health,  ne  er  spit  upon 
Thy  dog,  jeered  thy  spur-leather,  or  returned 
Thy  tooth-pick  ragged,  which  he  borrowed  whole  ? 

Pert,  Never,  to  my  knowledge. 

Mea,  Comrade!  'tis  time — 

F.  PaL  What,  to  unship  your  trunks  at  Bil- 
lingsgate ? 
Fierce  Meager  I  why  such  haste  ?  do  not  I  know. 
That  a  mouse  yoked  to  a  pease-cod  may  draw, 
With  the  frail  cordage  of  one  hair,  your  goods 
About  the  world  ? 

Pert,  Why  we  have  linen,  sir. 

F.  PaL  As  much,  sir,  as  will  fill  a  tinder-box. 
Or  make  a  frog  a  shirt.    I  like  not,  friends. 
This  quiet,  modest  posture  of  your  shoulders. 
Why  sdr  vou  not,  as  you  were  practising 
To  fence  r  or  do  you  hide  your  caKle,  least 
The  skipper  make  you  pay  their  passage  over  ? 

Pert,  Know,  Pallaiine,  truth  is  a  naked  lady. 
She  will  shew  all.    Meager  and  I  have  not 

F.  PaL  The  treasure  of  Saint  Mark's, '  I  be< 
lieve,  sir; 
Though  you  are  as  rich  as  cast  serving-men, 


•  SlrWHHwDavenanisec 
Wit  at  9ev€ral  Wtapont. 
'  SaM  MarVt'^X  Venice* 


I  to  have  borrowed  the  biat  of  this  plot  from  Beaumont  and  Fletcher^ 
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Or  bawds  led  thrice  into  captivity. 

Pert,  Thou  hast  a  heart  of  the  right  stamp ; 
I  find 
It  is  not  comely  in  thine  eyes,  to  see 
Us  sons  of  war  walk  by  the  pleasant  vines 
Of  Gascony,  as  we  believed  the  grapes 
Porbidden  fruit;  sneak  through  a  tavern  with 
Kemorse,  as  we  had  read  the  Alcoran, 
And  made  it  our  best  faith. 

Mea,  And  abstain  flesh, 
As  if  our  English  beef  were  all  resenred 
Por  sacrifice. 

Pert.  Whilst  colon  *  keeps  raore  noise  . 
Than  mariners  at  plays,  or  apple-wives 
That  wrangle  for  a  sieve. 

Jiff  a.  Contribute,  come. 

Y,  Put  Stand  there,  close,  On  your  lives :  here, 
in  this  house, 
lives  a  rich  old  hen,  whose  young  egg  (though  not 
Of  her  own  laying)  I  have  in  the  embers : 
She  ma^  prove  a  morsel  for  a  discreet  mouth. 
If  the  kind  fates  have  but  the  leisure  to 
Betray  the  old  one. 

Pert.  Pallatine, 
No  plots  upon  generation ;  we  two 
Have  fasted  so  long,  that  we  cannot  think 
Of  begetting  any  thing,  unless, 
Like  cannibals,  we  micht  eat  our  own  issue. 

F.  PaL  I  say  close;  slirink  in  y<mr  morions;'  go. 

Mea.  Why  hidden  thus  ?  a  soldier  may  appear. 

y.  Pal.  Yes,  in  a  suttler's  hut  on  the  pay-day ; 
But  do  you  know  the  silence  of  this  house, 
The  gravity  and  awe  ?  here  dwells  a  lady. 
That  hath  not  seen  a  street  since  good  king  Harry 
Calltd  her  to  a  mask;  she  is  more  devout 
Than  a  weaver  of  Banbury,*  that  hopes 
To  entice  heaven,  by  singing,  to  make  him  lord 
Of  twenty  looms.    1  never  saw  her  yet ; 
And  to  arrive  at  my  preferment  first 
In  your  sweet  company,  will  (I  take  it) 
Add  but  little  to  ray  hopes.    Retire ;  go. 

[They  step  asides  whilst  he  culls  bettveen  the 
hangings. 

Pert,  We  shall  obey;  but  do  not  tempt  us  now 
With  sweetmeats  for  the  nether  palate ;  do  not. 

r.  PaL  What  Lucy !  Luce  !  uow  is  the  old 
beldam 
Misleading  her  to  a  cushion,  where  she 
Must  pray,  and  sigh,  and  fast,  until  her  knees 
Grow  smaller  than  her  knuckles.    Lucy  !  Luce ! 
No  hope  ;  she  is  undone ;  she'll  number  o'er 
As  many  orisons,  as  if  she  had 
A  bushel  of  beads  to  her  rosary. 
Lucy !  my  April  love  !  my  mistress,  speak  ! — 


Enter  Luct. 

Lucy,  Pallatine,  for  heavenV  sake  keep  in  your 
voice; 
My  cruel  aunt  will  hear,  and  I  am  lost 

F.  PaL  What  can  she  hear  when  her  old  cart 
arc  stufTd 
With  as  much  warm  wax  as  will  seal  nine  leases  ? 
What  a  pox  does  she  listening  upon  earth? 
Is't  not  time  for  her  t'  affect  privacy. 
To  creep  into  a  close  dark  vault,  there  gossip 
With  worms,  and  such  small  tame  creatures  as 

Heaven 
Provided  to  accompany  old  people  ? 

Lucy.  Still  better'd  unto  worse  !  but  that  mj 
heart 
Consents  not  to  disfigure  thee,  thou  would'st  be 

torn 
To  pieces,  numberless  as  sand,  or  as 
The  doubts  of  guilt  or  love,  in  cowards  are. 
F.  PaL  How  now.  Luce  !  from  what  strange 

coast  this  (^torm  !  ha  ? 
Lucy.  Thou  dost  out>drink  tlie  youth  of  Nor- 
way at 
Their  marriage  feasts,  out-swear  a  puny  games- 
ter. 
When  his  first  misfortune  rages  out  in  quarrel ; 
One  that  rides  post,  and  is  stopt  by  a  cart : 
Thy  walking  hours  are  Inter  in  the  night 
Than  those  which  drawers,  traitors,  or  constables 
Themselves  do  keep ;  for  watchmen  know  thee 

better 
Than  their  lanthoms ;  and  here's  your  surgeon's 

bill. 
Your  kind  thrift  (I  thunk  you)  hatli  sent  it  roe 
To  pay,  as  if  the  poor  exhibition 
My  aunt  allows  for  aprons,  would  maintain 

You  in  bearcloths. [Gives  him  a  Paper. 

Mea.  Can  the  daughters  of  Brabant 
Talk  thus,  when  Youoker-gheck  leads  them  to  a 
stove  ? 
Pert.  I  say.  Meager,  there  is  a  ^mall  parcel 
Of  man,  that  rebels  more  than  all  the  rest 
Of  his  body ;  and  I  shall  need  (if  I 
Stay  here)  no  elixir  of  beef  to  exalt 
Nature,  though  I  were  leaner  than  a  goat. 
Y.  Pal.  This  surgeon's  a  rogue,  Luce  ;  a  fel- 
low. Luce, 
That  hath  no  more  care  of  a  gentleman's 
Credit,  than  of  thc:  lint  he  hath  twice  used. 
Lucy,  Well,  sir,  but  what's  that  instrument  he 

names  ? 
F.  PaL  He  writes  down  here  for  a  tool  of  in- 
jection. 


^  C#7-m-^The  coImi  it  the  greatest  and  widest  of  the  human  intestines.    8. 

^  Morimu-^T  murrions.    See  note  \\onTke2d  Part  of  the  tiokut  Wkw^  Dodtley'f  edil. 

f  Than  a  Kcaver  of  Banburif^Sec  note  50  Co  The  Ordmary,  ditto* 
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Lace,  a  small  water-engine,  which  T  hooght 
For  my  tailor'b  child  to  squirt  at  'prentices. 

Lucy,  Aye,  sir,  he  sins  more  against  wit  than 
*  Heaven, 
That  knows  not  howt'excuse  what  he  hath  done : 
I  shall  be  old  at  twenty,  Patlatine; 
My  grief  to  see  thy  manners  and  thy  mind,    • 
Hath  wrought  so  mucli  upon  my  heart 

Y.  PaL  Td  as  lieve  keep  our  marriage-supper 
In  a  church-yard,  and  beget  our  children 
la  a  coffin,  as  hear  thee  prophesy. 
Luce,  thou  art  drunk,  Luce ;  far  gone  in  almond- 
milk: 
Kiss  me. 

Fert,  Now  I  dissolve  like  an  eringo. 

Mea,  He*s  ploughing  o'  the  Indies ;  good  gold 
appear ! 

T.  PaL  lama  new  man,  Luce ;  thou  shalt 
6nd  me 
In  a  Geneva  band,  that  was  reduced 
From  an  old  alderman's  cuflf;  no  more  hair  left 
Thaii  will  shackle  a  flea-:  this  debosh*d^  whin- 
yard^ 
I  will  reclaim  to  comely  bow  and  arrows, 
And  shoot  with  haberdashers  at  Fiiisbury, 
And  be  thought  the  grandchild  of  Adam  Bell:  ^ 
And  more,  my  Luce,  hang  at  my  velvet  girdle 
A  book  wrappM  in  a  green  dimity  bag. 
And  squire  thy  uutooth'd  aunt  to  an  exercise. 

Lucy,  Nothing  but  strict  laws  and  age  will 
tame  yuu. 

Y.  Pal.  What  money  hast  thou.  Luce  ? 


Lucy,  Aye,  there's  jrour  business. 

Y.  PaL  It  is  the  business  of  the  world :  injnriet 

grow 
To  get  it;  justice  sits  for  the  same  end ; 
Men  we  not  wise  without  it,  for  it  makes 
Wisdom  known ;  and  to  be  a  fool,  and  poor, 
Is  next  t*  old  achs  and  bad  fame ;  'tis  worse 
Than  to  have  six  new  creditors,  they  each 
Twelve  children,  and  not  bread  enough  to  make 
The  landlord  a  toast,  when  he  calls  for  ale 
And  rent.    Think  on  that,  and  rob  thy  aunt's 

trunks 
Ere  she  hath  time  to  make  an  inventory. 
Peri.  A  cunning  pioneer;  he  works  to  the 

bottom. 
Lucy.  Hast  thou  no  taste  of  heaven  ?  wert  thou 

begot 
In  a  prison,  and  bred  up  in  a  galley  ? 

r.  PaL  Luce,  I  speak  like  one  that  hath  seen 

tlie  book 
Of  fate :   Tra  loth,  for  thy  sake,  to   mount  a 

coach 
With  two  wheels,  whilst  the  damsels  of  the  shop 
Cry  out  a  goodly  strait-chin'd  gentleman  ! 
He  dies  for  robbing  an  attorney's  cloak-bag 
Of  copper  seals,  foul  night^caps,  together 
With  his  wife's  bracelet  of  mill- testers. 

Lucy.  There,  sir [Flings  him  a  Purse, 

*Tis  gold ;  my  pendants,  carcanets,  ?  and  rings ; 
My  christ'iiing  caudle-cup  and  spoons,^ 
Are  dissolved  into  that  lump.    Nay,  take  all. 
And  with  it  as  much  anger  as  would  make 


^ 


'  Debosh'd, — The  4to  and  folio  read  dehmk'd ;  deiosh'd  has  the  same  meaning  as  debauch*df  and  the 
word  occurs  in  The  Wandering  Jew,  1640,  p.  2t. 

«<  The  more  I  strive  to  love  my  husband,  (be  more  his  deboith^d  courses  begets  my  bate.*' 
Again  in  Pennar^s  Compters  CommonweaUhy  1611,  p.  27. : — For  moei  commonly  some  knave  or  de« 
hoishl  fellow,  lurch  the  fooles  their  sons,"  &c. 
-See  also  Mr  Steeven%s  note  on  iTAe  Tempest^  A.  S.  S.  2. 
^  WlUnytad^ — a  sword.     So  in  Edward  the  Third,  A.  1.  S.  8: 

"  Nor  from  their  buttonM,  tawny,  leathern  belts, 
«  Dismiss  their  biting  tcAfn^ordiy^till  yonr  king     , 
**  Cry  out  enough,"  &c. 
7  Jdam  Belly — an  outlaw,  celebrated  for  his  skill  in  archery.     See  Dr  Percy^s  Beliques  of  Ancient 
Fottry^  vol.  1.  p.  143. 

^  Carcanets, — ^*  A  carcanet  seems  to  have  been  a  Becklaci^  set  with  stones,  or  Strang  with  pearls.'*  It 
is  derived  from  the  old  French  word  carcan,  whose  diminutive  was  corcane/.  Sec  Cotgrave  voce  carcan. 
Carcaneu  are  frequently  mentioned  by  our  ancient  dramatic  writers  as  in  Cynthia's  Revels,  Induction  : — 

«<  Makes  her  dote  upon  him,  give  him  jewels,  bracelets,  airAejM<s,"  &c. 
Ibid.  A  4.  S.  S.  i— 

*<  If  your  ladyships  want  embroidered  gowns,  tires  of  aay  fashion,  rebatues,  jewels,  or  curkanets, 
any  thing  whatsoever,**  &c, 

Manton*s  Antonio  and  Mellida,  p.  2.  A.  1.  S»  9. : — 

"  No,  Lucio,  my  4eare  lord's  wise,  and  knowes 
<*  That  tiosill  glitter,  or  rich  purfled  robes, 
'<  Curled  haires,  hung  full  of  sparkling  careanetSf 
**  Are  not  the  true  adomements  of  a  wifo.*' 
Massinger's  CUy  Madam,  A.  4.  S.  4.  .— 

**  yonr  carkanets, 

'*  I1iat  did  adorn  your  neck  of  equal  valoe.^ 
See  also  the  notes  of  Dr  Johnson,  Mr  Steevens,  and  Mr  Warton  on  The  Comedy  of  Errors,  A.  3.  S«l. 
^  Spoons, — '*  It  was  the  custom  formerly  for  the  sponsors  at  chrbtenings,  to  offer  gilt  spoons  as  a  pre- 
fCJtt  to  the  child.     These  spoons  were  called  apostle  spoons,  because  tbe  ignres  of  the  apostles  were 
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Thy  mother  write  tkee  illegStiatte. 
See  roe  no  more;  I  wili  not  stay  U>  bleas 
^y  &^^  Ittt  I  should  teach  my  patience  suflfer 
Till  I  conyerc  it  into  sin. 

[EsU. 
Y,  Poi  Temptations  will  aot  thrive.    This 
baggage  sleeps 
Cross-legged,  and  the  devil  has  no  more  power 
0*er  that  charm,  than  dead  men  o'er  their  kwd 

heirs; 
I  musk  marr]jr  her,  and  spend  my  revenue 
In  cradles,  pins,  and  sope;  ^  tha^s  the  end  of 

all 
That  'flcane'a  deep  river  and  a  tall  bough, 
Meih  Pallatine,  how  much? 
Pert.  Hononrahle  Pall  I 
F.  PaL  Gentlemen,  yoii  must  accept  without 
^gaging 
Your  corporal  oaths  to  repay  in  diree  days. 
Pert.  Wot  we,  Pall,  in  three  jubilees;  fear 

not, 
F.  Pal.  Nor  shall  you  charge  me  with  loud 
vehemence 
(Thrice  before  company)  to  wait  you  in 
My  chamber  such  a  night;  for  then  a  certain 
Drover  of  the  south  comes  to  pay  you  money, 
Mea.  On  our  new  faiths. 
Pert.  On  our  allegiance,  Pall. 
F.  Pal*  Go  then — shif^  and  brush  your  skins 
well;  d'you  hear? 
Meet  me  at  the  new  play,  fair  and  perfumed : 
There  are  strange  words  hang  on  the  lips  of  ru- 
mour. 
Pert.  Language  of  joy,  dear  PalL 
F.  Pal.  This  day  is  come 
To  town,  the  minion  of  the  womb,  my  lads, 
My  elder  brother,  and  he  moves  like  some 
A^jrian  prince  ;  his  chariots  measure  leagues; 
Witty  as  youthful  poets  in  their  wine ; 
Bold  as  a  centaur  at  a  feast,  and  kind 
As  virgins  that  were  ne*er  beguiled  with  love; 


I  seek  him  now;  Meet  tad  triumph ! 
Mea.    Perr.  King  Pall!         [Exeunt 

Enter  StVMoRGLAYTHWACK,  £/cfer  Pall  ativb, 
new  and  rUhfy  clothed^  imttoning  themMehes. 

JB.  PaL  Sir  Monlay,  oome  i  the  hours  have 
wings,  and  you 
Are  grown  too  old  to  overtake  them :  the  town 
Looks,  methinks,  as  it  would  inrite  the  oouatry 
To  a  feast. 

Thwack.  At  whidi  Serjeants  and  their  yeomeo 
Mu6t  be  no  waiters,  Palla^ne,  lest  some 
O*  the  guests  pretend  business.    How  dost  like 
me? 

£•  PaL  As  one  old  women  shall  no  more 
avoid. 
Than  ^Y  can  warm  furs  or  muskadel. 

Thmaek.  Pallatine,  to  have  a  volatile  ache^ 
That  removes  oflener  than  the  Tartars^  camp  ; 
To  have  a  stitch  that  sucks  a  num  awry. 
Till  he  shew  crooked  as  a  diesnut  bough, 
Or  stand  in  the  deformed  guard  of  a  fencer ; 
To  have  these  hid  in  flesh,  that  has  lived  sinful 
Fifty  long  years,  yet  husband  so  much  strength 
As  could  convey  me  hither,  fourscore  (nilea^ 
On  a  design  of  wit  and  glory ;  may 
Be  registered  for  a  strange  northern  aot. 

E.  Pal.  I  cannot  bo^t  those  noble  maladiee 
As  yet ;  but  time,  dear  knight,  as  I  have  heard^ 
May  make  man's  knowledge  bold  upon  himseli. 
We  travel  in  the  grand  cause.     These  smooth 

These  jewels  too  that  seem  to  smile  ere  they 
Betray,  are  certain  silly  snares,  in  which 
Your  lady-wits,  and  tlieir  wise  compeers-male. 
May  chance  be  caug^L 

Enter  Founger  PaIlatine. 

F.  PaL  Your  welcome,  noble  brotlier, 
Must  be  hereafter  spoke,  for  I  have  lost, 

With  glad  haste  to  nnd  you,  much  of  my  breath. 


carved  on  the  tops  of  the  handles.  Soch  as  were  at  once  opolent  and  genereiis  gave  the  whole  twelve  t 
those  who  were  either  more  moderately  rich,  or  liberal,  escaped  at  the  ezpence  of  the  four  Evaagelists  $ 
or  even  sometimes  contented  themselves  with  presenting  one  spoon  onlj,  which  exhibited  the  fgore  of 
any  saint,  in  honoar  of  whom  the  child  received  its  name."  Mr  Steeveni^s  note  to  King  Henry  VIIJ^ 
A.  A.  S.  %.  where  several  instances  of  the  mention  of  these  t|io««f  are  exhibited. 

'^  In  eradiUf  phu^  gnd  sope.— So  in  Tkc  Lover'e  Progrem^  A.  4.  :-«•  * 

"  Must  I  now 

Have  sour  saoce  after  sweet  meats  ?  and  be  driven 
To  levy  half  a  crown  a  week,  besides 
Clouts,  sope^  and  candles,  for  my  heir  apparent." 
Again  in  The  Bashful  Lover,  by  Massioger,  A.  3.  S.  1.  :— 

**  Should  you  pot  it  too  for  sope  and  candles,  though  he  sell  his  flock  for  it,  the  baby  must  have  his 
dog." 
A  Chast  Mttifd  in.Cheape-^ide,  p.  S5. :« 

'<  Halfe  our  gettiogs  most  mn  in  sugar  sops. 
And  qurses  wages  now,  besides  many  a  pound  [of  s^p* 
And  tallow :  we  have  need  to  get  loyaes  of  mnUon  sUUy 
To  save  soet  to  cbaoie  for  candles." 
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E.  PaL  Tour  joy  becoftei  ytfa,  it  bsUi  oomt- 

ship  iti't 
T  PaL  Sir  Motiglay  Thwack !  I  did  expect 
to  see 
The  archer  Cittibeline,  or  old  king  Lad 
Advance  his  falchion  here  again,  ere  yon, 
'iilongst  so  mudi  smoke^  diwnises,  law,  and  noise. 
Thwack.  What  your  town  gets  by  me,  let  them 
lay  up 
For  their  orphans,  and  record  in  thehr  annals. 
I  come  to  borrow  where  til  never  lend. 
And  buy  what  HI  never  pay  fbr. 
T.PmL  Not  your  debts? 
Tkmack,  No,  sir,  though  to  a  podr  Brownist's 
widow ; " 
TlK>ug^  she  si^  all  night,  and  have  the  next 

morning 
Nothing  to  drink  but  her  own  tears. 

jB.  Fal  Nor  shalt  thou  lend  money  to  a  sick 
friend, 
Thoogh  the  sad  worm  lie  mortgaged  in  his  bed 
For  the  hire  of  his  sheets. 

F.  Pal,  These  are  resolves 
That  ^ve  me  newer  wonder  than  your  clothes ; 
Why  m  such  shining  trim,  like  men  that  come 
From  rifled  tents,  loaden  with  victory  ? 

JS.  PaL  Tes,  brother,  or  like  eager  heirs  new 
dipp'd 
In  ink,  diat  sealed  the  day  before  in  haste, 
Lest  parchment  should  grow  dear.  Know,  youth, 

we  come 
To  be  die  business  of  all  eyes,  to  take 
The  wall  of  our  St  George  on  his  fbast-day. 
Thwack.  Yes,  and  then  embark  at  Dover,  and 
do 
The  like  to  St  Dennis :  all  this,  young  sir. 
Without  charge  too,  I  mean  to  us ;  we  bring 
A  humorous  odd  philosophy  to  town. 
That  says.  Pay  nothing. 

r.  PaL  Why,  where  have  I  lived  ? 
JE.  PaL  Brother,  be  cahn,  and  edify;  but 
first 
Receive  a  principle :  Never  hereaf^r, 
From  this  warm  breathing,  till  your  last  cold 

sigh, 
Will  I  disburse  for  you  again ;  never. 

T.  PaL  Brother  mine,  if  that  be  your  argu- 
ment. 


I  deny  the  tncijor. 

Thwack,  Resist  ptindpl^ ! 

E.  PaL  Good  faiths  thon^  you  sihoald  send 

me  more  epistles 
Than  young  fkctors  in  tbeir  first  voyage  write 
Unto  tbeir  short-haired  friends;  tlum  absent 

lovers 
Pen  near  their  marriage  week,  to  tecuse  the 

slow 
Arrival  of  the  licence  and  the  ring;— 
Not  one  dipp'd  penny  should  depart  my  reach. 

F.  PaL  This  aoctnne  will  not  pass ;  how  shall 

Hive? 

E.  PaL  As  we  intend  to  do  by  our  good  witft. 

F.  PaL  How,  brother,  how  ? 

E.  PaL  Truth  is  a  pleasant  knowledge ; 

Yet  you  shall  have  her  cheap ;  Sir  Morglav  b^re^ 
My  kind  disdplc,  and  myself,  have  leased. 
Out  all  our  rents  and  lands  for  pious  uses. 

F.  PaL  What,  co-founders  I  ^ve  legacies  ere 

death ! 
Pallatine  the  pious,  and  Saint  Morglay ! 
Your  names  will  sound  but  ill  i'the  calendar. 
How  lone  must  diis  fierce  raging  zeal  continue  f 

E,  Pal  Till  we  subsist  here  no  more  by  our 

wit, 
Then  we'll  renounce  the  town,  and  patiently 
Vouchsafe  to  re-asume  our  mother  earth. 
Lead  on  our  plows  into  their  rupged  walks 
Again,  grope  our  young  heifers  m  the  fiank. 
And  swagger  in  tiie  wool  which  we  shall  borrow 
From  our  own  flocks. 

Thwack.  But,  ere  we  go,  we  may. 
From  the  vast  treasure  purchased  by  our  wit. 
Leave  here  some  monument  to  speak  our  fame. 
I  have  a  strong  mind  to  re-edify 
The  decays  of  Fleet-Ditch ;  from  whence  I  hear 
The  roaring  vestals  late  are  fled,  through  heat 
Of  persecution. 

F.  PaL  What  a  small  star  have  I, 
That  never  yet  could  light  me  to  this  way ! 
Live  by  our  wits ! 

E.  PaL  So  live,  that  usurers 
Shall  call  their  monies  in,  remove  their  bank 
To  Ordinaries,  Spring-garden,  and  Hyde-park, 
Whilst  their  glad  sons  are  left  seven  for  their 

chance. 
At  hazard  ("),  hundred,  and  all  made  at  sent;  '* 


■*  J  poor  BronmUt^f  wirfov.— The  Brownists  at  this  time  seem  to  have  been  the  constant  ol^ects  of  po- 
pular satire.  The  founder  of  the  sect  was  Robert  Browne,  a  knight's  son  of  Rutlandshire,  and  educa- 
ted at  Cambridge.  He  was  afterwards  pastor  of  Aychurch  in  Northamptooshire,  and  spent  great  part 
of  his  life  in  several  prisons,  to  which  be  was  committed  for  his  steady  adherence  to  the  opinions  which 
be  entertained.  lie  died  in  jail  at  Northampton,  in  the  year  1030,  or,  according  to  others,  I6.S4,  when 
be  was  not  less  than  80  years  of  age.  See  aho  the  notes  of  Dr  iirey  and  Mr  Steevens,  to  Tmelflh  Nighi^ 
A.  S.  S. «. 

(")  jit  hasardf  gir :  a  hundred^  and  all  made  at  sent. — Folio  edit. 

"  Jt  tent. — QiieiPy  cent,  a  game  mentioned  in  The  Dumb  Knight,  A.  4.  S.  1.  and  cormptedly  written 
9ttbU.        S. 

This  came  is  frequently  mentioned  in  ancient  writers,  and  Is  usually  spelt  smmf,  probably  the  manner 
10  which  the  French  word  cent  was  then  pronounced.     In  Gervas  Markham*8  Famou$  Whort;  or,  Noble 
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Three  roodey  cocks  of  the  right  Derby  strain, 
Together  witli  a  foal  of  Bcpgibriirge.  *' 

Thwack,  Sjr,  I  will  match  iny  Lord  Mayor's 
horse,  make  jockeys 
Of  his  hench  boys, '  *  and  run  them  throu gh  C  heap- 
side. 

E,  PaL  What  beauties, girls  of  feature,  govern 
now 
r  the  town  ?  'tis  long  since  we  did  traffick  here 
In  midnight  whispers,  when  the  dialect 
Of  love's  loose  wit  is  frighted  into  signs, 
And  secret  laughter  stifled  into  smiles ; 
"When  nothing's  loud  but  the  old  nurse's  cough, — 
Who  keeps  the  game  up,  ha;  who  misled  now  ? 

Thwack,  Not  sir,  that  if  we  wooe,  we'll  be  at 
charge 
For  looks ;  or  if  we  marry  make  a  jointure. 
Entail  land  on  women  !  entail  a  back, 
And  so  much  else  of  man  as  Nature  did 
Provide  for  the  first  wife. 

i'.  PaL  I  could  keep  thee, 
Thy  future  pride,  thy  surfeit^  and  thy  lust, 
(I  mean,  in  such  a  garb  as  may  become 
A  Christian  gentleman)  with  the  sole  tithe 
Of  tribute  I  shall  now  receive  from  ladies. 

Thwack.  Yonr  brother  and  myself  have  seal'd 
to  covenants ; 
The  female  youth  of  the  town  are  his ;  but  all 
From  forty  to  fourscore  mine  own :  A  widow. 
You'll  say,  is  a  wise,  solemn,  wary  creature : 
Though  she  hath  lived  to  the  cunning  of  dispatch, 
Closed  up  nine  husbands'  eyes,  and  have  the 

uveal  th 
Of  all  their  testaments;  in  one  month,  sir, 
I  will  waste  her  to  her  first  weddiug-smock, 
Her  single  ring,  bodkin,  and  velvet  muff. 

Y*  PaL  Your  rents  exposed  at  home  for  pious 
uses. 
Must  expiate  your  behaviour  here  :  tell  me, 
Is  that  the  subtle  plot  you  have  on  heaven  ? 

Thwack.The  worm  of  your  worship's  conscience 
would  appear 
As  big  as  a  conj^cr;  but  a  good  eye 
May  cluince  to  find  it  slender  as  a  grig. 

Y.  PaL    Amazement  knows  no  ease,  but  in 
demands : 
Pray  tell  mc,  gentlemen,  to  all  this  vast 
Designment  (which  so  strikes  my  ear)  deduct 
You  nought  from  your  revenue,  nought  that  may. 
Like  fuel,  feed  the  flame  of  your  expence? 

E.  PaL  Brother,  not  so  much  as  will  find  a  Jew 
Bacon  to  his  eggs :  these  gay  tempting  weeds. 
These  eastern  stones  of  cunning  foil,  bespoke 


'Gainst  our  arrival  here,  together  with 
A  certain  stock  of  crowns  in  cither's  purse. 
Is  all  the  charge  that  from  our  proper  own 
Begins  or  furthers  the  magnific  plot ; 
And  of  these  crowns,  not  one  must  be  usurped 
By  you. 
*  Thwack.  No  relief,  but  wit  and  good  counscL 

E.  PaL  The  stock  my  father  left  you,  if  your 

care 
Had  purposed  so  discreet  a  course,  might  well 
Have  set  you  up  i'the  trade ;  but  we  spend  light. 
Our  coach  is  yet  unwheeled, — Sir  Morglay,  come. 
Let's  suit  those  Friesland  horse  with  our  own 

strain. 
r.  PaL  Why,  gentlemen,  will  the  design  keep 

horses  f 
Thwack.  May  be,  sir,  they  shall  live  by  their 

wits  too. 

F.  PaL  Their  masters  are  bad  tutors  else :  well, 

how 
You'll  work  the  ladies,  find  weak  gentry  here. 
By  your  fine  gilded  pills,  a  faith  that  is 
Not  old  may  guess  without  distrust.    But,  sin. 
The  city  (take't  on  my  experiment) 
Will  not  be  gulled. 

Thwack,  Not  gulled  !  they  dare  not  be 
So  impudent :  I  say  they  shall  be  gulled  ; 
And  trust,  and  break,*  and  pawn  their  charter  too. 

F.  PaL  Is  it  lawful,  brother,  for  me  to  laugh. 
That  have  no  money  ? 

E,  PaL  Yes,  sir,  at  yourself. 

F.  PaL  Two  that  have  tasted  Nature's  kind- 

ness, artSy 
And  men ;  have  shined  in  moving  camps ;  bare 

seen 
Courts  in  their  solemn  business  and  vain  pride; 
Conversed  so  long  i'the  town  here,  that  you  kno«r 
Each  sign  and  pebble  in  the  streets ;  for  you 
(After  a  long  retirement)  to  lease  forth 
Your  wealthy,  pleasant  lands,  to  feed  JohnCmmp 
The  cripple,  widow  Needy,  and  Abraham 
SJoath  the  beadsman  of  More-dale !    then,  for- 
sooth. 
Persuade  yourselves  to  live  here  by  your  wits! 
Thwack*  Where  we  ne'er  cheated  in  our  youtli9 
we  resolv<; 
To  cozen  in  our  age. 

E.  PaL  Brother,  I  came 
To  be  your  wise  example  in  the  arts 
That  lead  to  thriving  glory ;  a  supreme  life ! 
Not  through  the  liumble  ways  wherein  dull  lordflb 
Of  lands  and  sheep  do  walk ;  men  that  depend 
On  the  fantastic  winds,  on  fleeting  cloudy 


Courttiany  IG09,  4to,  Sign.  D  4,  it  is  called  mont  cent. 

'*  Were  it  mx>nt  ctnty  primero,  or  at  chcsse, 
I  wan  with  most,  and  lust  still  with  the  lcs?e.*' 
"  Beggibrigge,— 'The  fol.  reads  prggibrige.     Perhaps  the  name  of  some  famous  horse* 
'*  Hench'bojfs^'^Stt  note  13  to  The  Muse's  Looking-GUus. 
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On  aeasocis  more  ancertfuo  than  themselves, 
WbeD  they  would  hope  or  fear :  but  you  are  warm 
In  aikotber*a  silk,  and  make  your  tame  ease 
Virloe ;  call  it  content  and  quietness ! 

Tkmaek.  Write  letters  to  jitmr  brother,  do ;  and 
be 
Forsworn  in  ererr  long  parenthesis, 
For  twentyjpouoJ  sent  yon  in  batcher^s  silver. 
E.  PaL  Kebukes  are  precious^  cast  them  not 
away. 

lExeunt  Eider  Pallatine,  Thwack. 


F.  Pdl  Neither  of  these  philosoohers  were  bom 
To  above  five  senses;  why  then  should  they 
Have  hope  to  do  things  greater,  and  more  new 
Fthe  world,  than  I  ?  This  devil  Plenty  thrusts 
Strange  boldness  upon  men.  Well,  you  may  laugh 
With  so  much  violence,  till  it  consume 
Your  breath.    Though  sullen  Want,  the  enemy 
Of  Wit,  have  sunk  her  low,  if  pregnant  wine 
Can  raise  her  up,  this  day  she  shaU  be  mine. 

'  [Exit. 


ACTIL 


SCfiNE  I. 

Enter  the  Lady  Ample,  Engine,  Ginet. 

Amp.  My  guardian  horsed !  this  evening  say*st 

thou,  Engine  ? 
Eng.  It's  an  hour,  madam,  since  he  smelt  the 

town. 
Aji^.  SaW*st  thou  his  slender  empty  leg  in  the 
stitTupf 
His  ivory  box  on  his  smooth  ebon  staff 
New  ctvetted,  an^  tied  to's  gouty  wrist  ? 
With  his  warped  face  close  buttoned  in  his  hood. 
That  men  may  take  him  for  a  monk  disguised, 
And  fled  post  from  a  pursuivant } 

Eng.  Madam,  beware,  I  pray,  lest  the  age  and 
Cunning 
He  is  master  of,  prepare  yon  a  revenge. 
And  such  as  your  fine  wit  shall  ne*er  intreat 
Your  patience  to  digest.    To-morrow  night 
The  extremest  minute  of  your  wardship  is 
Bspired ;  and  we,  magicians  of  the  house, 
Believe  this  hasty  journey  he  hath  ta'en 
Is  to  provide  a  husband  for  ^our  sheets. 

Amp,  And  such  a  one  as  ju(^ment  and  mine  '^ 
eyes 
Most  needs  dislike,  that's  composition  may 
Grow  up  to  his  own  thrifty  wish. 

Eng,  Madam, 
Your  arrow  lAras  well  aimed ;  I  call  kim  master, 
Bat  I  am  servant  unto  truth,  and  you. 

Amp,  H^  chose  a  husband^  fit  to  guide  and  sway 
M V  beaat/s  wealthy  dowry,  and  my  heart ! 
I'll  make  election  to  delight  myself: 
What  composition  strictest  laws  will  give. 
His  guardianship  may  take  from  the  rich  bank 
My  father  left,  and  not  devour  mv  land. 

Gin,  Your  ladyship  has  lived  six  years  beneath 
His  roof,  therefore  may  guess  the  colour 


Ot  his  heart,  and  what  his  brains  do  weigh. 
But  Engine,  madam,  is  your  humble  creature^ 

Amp,  I  have  bounty,  Engine; 
And  thou  shalt  largely  taste  it,  whin  the  next 
Fair  sun  is  set,  for  then  my  wardship  ends        ■ 

[Knocking  within* 
That  speaks  command,  or  haste ;  open  the  door. 

Enter  Lucy. 

Lucy !  weening,,  my  wench  ?  melting  thine  eyes^ 
As  they  had  trespassed  against  light,  and  thou 
Would  St  give  them  darkness  for  a  punishment ! 
Lucy,  Undone,  madam,  without  all  hope,  but 
♦  what 

Your  pity  will  vouchsafe  to  minister. 

Amp,  Hast  thou  been  struck  by  infamy !  or 
comest 
A  mourner  from  the  funeral  of  love  ? 

Lucy,  I  am  the  mourner,  and  the  mourned; 
dead  to 
Myself,  but  left  not  rich  enough  to  buy  a  grave : 
My  cruel  aunt  hath  banished  me  her  roof, 
Exposed  me  to  the  night,  the  winds,  and  what 
The  raging  elements  on  wanderers  lay. 
Left  n&ed  as  first  infancy  or  truth. 
Oin,  I  could  ne*er  endure  that  old,  moist-eyed 
lady ; 
Methought  she  prayed  too  oft. 

Amp.  A  mere  receipt 
To  make  her  long-winded,  which  our  devout 
Physicians  now  pfesCnbe  to  defer  death. — 
But,  Lucy,  can  she  urge  no  cause  for  this 
Strange  wrath,  that  you  would  willingly  conceal  ? 
Lricy.  Suspicions  of  my  chastity,  which  heaven 
Must  needs  resist  as  false ;  though  she  accused 
Me  even  in  dream,  where  thonghu  commit  '^  by 

chance, 
Not  appetite. 
Amp,  What  groand  had  her  suspect?  '^ 


''  Mine — ^The  4to  reads  nine  f  the  folio,  mg, 

^  CommU^lt  l9  observed  by  Mr  Malooe;  (lee  note  to  OlheUo^  A.  4.  S.  2.)  that  <<  this  word  in  Shake- 
speare*s  time,  besides  its  general  signification,  seems  lo  have  beeo  applied  particalarly  to  unlawful  act9 
of  love :  hence,  perhaps,  it  is  so  often  repeated  by  Othello,''  See  also  King  Lear^  A*  8.  S.  4.  aod  Air 
3teevenB*s  note. 

'7  Susptct^u  e.  suspicion. 
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Ijucy.  Young  PallatiDe,  that  Wooed  my  heart 
until 
He  gathered  fondness  where  he  planted  love. 
Was  fallen  unto  such  want,  as  eager  blood 
And  youth  could  not  endure,  and  keep  the  laws 
Inviolate ;  I,  to  prevent  my  fear. 
Sold  all  mj  jewels,  and  nij  trifling  wealth, 
Bestowed  them  on  him ;  and  slie  thinks  a  more 
Unholy  consequence  attends  the  gift. 

Amp.  This,  Luce,  is  such  apostacy  in  wit, 
As  nature  must  degrade  herself  in  woman  to 
Forgive.    Shall  love  put  thee  to  charge?  couldst 

tboa 
Permit  thy  lover  to  l»ccome  thy  pensioner  ? 

Eng,  Her  sense  will  now  be  tickled  till  it  ache. 

Amp.lhy  feature  and  thy  wit  are  wealth  enough 
To  keep  thee  hi^h  in  all  those  vanities. 
That  wild  ambition,  or  expensive  pride. 
Perform  in  youth ;  but  thou  inveirst  their  use: 
Thy  lover,  bkc^he  foolish  adamant 
The  steel,  thou  fiercely  dost  allure,  and  draw 
To  spend  thy  virtue,  not  to  get  by  it. 

Xttry.  This  doctrine,  madam,  is  but  new  to  me. 

Amp.  How  have  I  lived,  think'st  thou  ?  e'en  by 
m^  wits. 
My  guardian's  contribution  gave  us  gowns, 
But  cut  from  the  curtains  of  a  carrier's  bed ; 
Jewels  were  wore,  but  such  as  potters'  wives 
Bake  in  the  furnace  for  their  daughters*  wrists; 
My  woman's  smocks  so  coarse,  as  they  were  spun 
0*the  tackling  of  a  ship. 

Gin.  A  coat  of  mail. 
Quilted  witli  wire,  was  soft  sarsnet  to  them. 

Amp.  Oar  diet  scarce  so  much  as  is  prescribed 
To  mortify ;  two  eggs  of  emmets  poached, 
A  single  bird,  no' bigger  than  a  bee, 
Made  up  a  feast 

Gm.  He  had  starved  me,  but  that 
The  green-sickness  took  away  my  stomach. 

Amp.  Thy  disease,  Giuet,  made  thee  in  love 
with  mortar, 
And  thou  eat'st  him  up  two  foot  of  an  old  wall. 

Eng.  A  privilege  my  master  only  gave 
Unto  her  teeth ;  none  else  o'the  house  durst  do't. 

Ainp.  When,  Lucy,  I  perceived  this  straitened 
life. 
Nature,  my  steward,  I  did  call  t*  account. 
And  took  from  her  exchequer  so  much  wit 
As  has  maintained  me  since.    I  led  my  fine 
Trim-bearded  males  in  a  small  subtle  string 
Of  my  soft  bur ;  made  them  to  ofier  up 
And  bow,  and  laughed  at  the  i^latry. 

Gin.  A  jewel  for  a  kiss,  and  that  hialf  ravished. 

Xtiry.  I  feel  T  am  inclined  t' endeavour  in 
A  calling:  Madam,  Fd  be  glad  to  live. 


./4ii^.  Know,  Luoe,  this  is  no  ho^oJ  for  fbols^ 
My  bed  is  yours,  but  on  conditbn,  Looe, 
That  you  redeem  the  credit  of  your  sex ; 
That  yoQ  begin  to  tempt,  and  when  the  snare 
Hath  caught  the  fowl,  you  plume  **  bim  till  yon 

get 
More  feathers  than  yon  lost  to  Pallatine. 

ZiM^.  I  shall  not  wastf  my  hours  in  winding 
silk, 
Or  shelling  peasecods  with  your  ladyship. 

Amp.  Frosu  on  my  heart !  what,  give  onto  a 
suitor  ? 
Know,  I  would  fain  behold  that  silly  monarch. 
Bearded  man,  that  durst  woo  me  with  half 
So  impudent  a  hope. 

JSng.  Madam,  you  are 
Not  far  from  the  possession  of  yonr  wish ; 
There  is  no  language  heard,  no  business  now 
In  town,  but  what  proclaims  the  arrival  here, 
Tliis  morn,  of  the  elder  Pallatine,  brother 
To  him  you  named,  and  with  him  such  an  old 
Imperial  buskin  knight,  as  the  isle  ne'er  saw. 

Amp.  What's  their  design  ? 

Eng,  They  will  immure  themselves 
With  diamonds,  with  all  refulgent  stones 
That  merit  price :  ask  them  who  pays?  why,  ladies. 
Theyll  feast  with  rich  Provencal  wines;   who 

pays? 
Ladles,    llieyll  shine  in  various  habit,  like 
Eternal  bridegrooms  of  the  day  ;  ask  them 
Who  pays  ?  Indies.    lie  with  those  ladies  too. 
And  pay  them,  but  with  issue  male,  that  shall 
Inherit  notliing  but  their  wit,  and  do  . 
The  like  to  ladies  when  they  grow  to  age. 

Lucy,  My  ears  received  a  taste  of  them  be- 
fore. 

Amp.  En^e,  how  shall  we  see  them  ?  bless  me. 
Engine, 
With  thy  kind  voice. 

Eng.  Though  mirtMcles  arc  ceased, 
This, madam,  IS  in  the  power  of  thought  and  time. 

Amp.  1  would  kiss  thee.  Engine,  but  for  an  odd 
Nice  numour  in  my  lips ;  they  blister  at 
Inferior  breath.    This  ring,  and  all  my  hopes 
Are  thine :  dear  Engine,  now  project,  and  live. 

Cin.  I'd  l<9sc  my  wedding  to  l>ehold  these  da- 
gonets.*' 

Amp.  My  guardian's  out  o'  town.    Let  us  tri- 
umpli 
Like  Caesar  till  to-raorrow  night;  thou  know'st 
I'm  then  no  more  o'  the  family.    I  would, 
Like  a  departing  lamp,  before  I  leave 
You  in  the  dark,  spr^  in  a  glorious  blase. 

Engi  Madam,  command  the  keys,  the  house, 
and  me. 


'^  Plume— This  is  a  falconer's  term.  Latham  says,  it  "  is  when  a  hawk  seizeth  a  fowie,  and  pnllctli 
the  feathers  from  the  body." 

'^  Dagonets-^S\r  Dagooet  was  the  squire  of  King  Arthur,  in  the  old  ronuuce  of  Morte  Arthur.  See 
the  notes  of  Mr  Theobald,  Dr  Johnson,  Mr  Watton>  and  Mr  Steevens,  on  Tlu  Seamd  Part  of  King  Eenr^ 
JK.  A.3.  S.«» 
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Amp.  Spoke  like  the  bold  CopYictaa's^  ton. 
Ijet  U8  contrive  within  to  tempt  them  hither.— 
Follow,  my  Luce,  restore  thyself  to  fame 

[Ej«in^  Engine,  Ample,  GiNET.  Young 
Pallatine  beckons  hvcrfrom  between 
the  Hangings  as  she  is  going, 

F.  PaL  Luce !  Luce ! 

Lucy,  Death  on  my  eyes !  how  came  you  hi- 
ther? 

Y'  Pal  Fm,  Luce,  a  kind  of  peremptory  fly. 
Shift  houses  still  to  follow  the  sun^beams; 
I  must  needs  play  in  the  flames  of  thy  beauty 

Lucy.  YouVe  used  me  with  a  Christian  care ; 
have  you  not? 

Y.  Pal  Come,  I  know  all.    I  have  been  at  thy 
aunt's  house. 
And  there  committed  more  disorder  than 
A  storm  in  a  ship,  or  a  cannon  bullet 
Shot  through  a  kitchen  among  shelves  of  pewter. 

Lucy.  This  madness  is  not  true,  I  hope. 

Y.PaL  Yes,  faith; 
Witness  a  shower  of  roalmsej  lees,  dropped  from 
Thy  aunt's  own  urinnl  on  this  new  moriod.^' 

iMnf.  Why,  you  have  seen  her  then  ? 

Y.  PaL  YesT  and  she  looks  like  the  old  slut  of 
Babylon 
Thou  hast  read  of.    T  toM  her  she  must  die, 
And  her  beloved  velvet  hood  be  sold 
To  some  Dutch  brewer  a£  Ratcliflfe,  to  make 
His  yaw  frow  slippers. 

Ltty.  Speak  low.    I  am  deprived 
By  thyirash  wine  of  all  atonement,  now, 
Unto  her  after  legacies  or  love. 

F.  PaL  My  Luce,  be  magnified ;  I  am  all  plot, 
All  stratagem ;  my  brother  is  in  town : 
My  Lady  Ample's  fame  hath  caught  him,  girl ; 
X'm  told  he  means  an  instant  visit  hither. 

Lucy.  What  happiness  from  this  ? 

F.  PaL  As  he  departs 
From  hence,  I  have  laid  two  instruments,  Meager 
And  Pert,  that  shall  encounter  his  long  ears 
With  tales  less  true  than  those  of  Troy ;  they  shall 
£ndanger  him,  niau|;re  his  active  wits. 
And  mount  thee,  little  Luce,  that  thou  may*st 

reach 
To  dandle  Fate ;  to  soothe  them  till  they  give 
Us  leave  to  make  or  alter  destinies. 

Lucy.  You  are  too  loud;  whisper  your  plots 
within.  [Exeunt. 

JE7»/^  Engine,  Elder  Pallatine,  flfidTnwACK. 
^ng.  You  call  and  govern^  gentlemen,  as  if 


Your  business  were  above  your  haste;  but  know 
You  where  you  are  ? 

E.  PaL  Sir  Tyrant  Thrift  dwells  here  ; 
The  Lady  Ample  is  his  ward ;  she  is 
Within,  and  we  must  see  her :  No  excuses ; 
She  is  not  old  enough  to  be  lock'd  up 
To  sey  new  perukes,**  or  purge  for  rheum. 

Thwack.  Tell  her,  that  a  young  devout  knight, 
made  grey 
By  a  charm,  (to  avoid  temptation  in  others,) 
Would  speak  with  her. 

Eng.  1  shall  deliver  you  both. 

These  tygers  hunt  their  prey  with  a  strange  nostriU 
Come  unseut  for  so  aptly  to  our  wbh  ! 

[Erit. 

E,  PaL  But  tlus,  Sir  Morglay,  will  not  do ;  in 
troth 
You  break  our  covenants. 

Thwack.  Why,  hear  me  plead. 

E.  PaL  From  forty. to  fourscore,  the  written  law 
Runs  so ;  this  lady's  in  her  nonage  yet, 
And  you  to  press  into  my  company, 
Where  visitations  are  decreed  mine  own. 
Argues  a  heat  that  my  rebukes  must  cool. 

Thwack,  What  should  I  do  ?  wouldsc  have  me 
k^p  mv  chamber. 
And  mend  dark  lanterns?  invent  steel  mattocks, 
Or  weigh  gunpowder  ?  solitude  leads  me 
To  nothing  less  than  treason ;  I  shall  conspire 
To  dig  and  blow  up  all,  rather  than  sit  still. 

E.  PaL  Follow  your  task^  }rou  see  how  early  I 
Have  found  this  young  inhentrix ;  ^o  seek 
The  aged  out ;  bones  unto  bones,  like  cards 
III  packed ;  shuflBe  yourselves  together,  till 
You  each  dislike  the  game. 

Thwack,  Tis  the.  cause  X 
Come  for ;  a  withered  midwife,  or  a  nurse 
Who  draws  her  lips  together,  like  an  eye 
That  ^ivcs  the  cautionary  wink,  are  those 
I  would  find  here,  so  they  be  rich  and  fat; 

Enter  divtT, 

Gin.  My  lady  understands  your  haste,  and  she 
Herself  consults  now  in  affairs  of  haste; 
But  yet  will  hastily  approach  to  see 
You,  gentlemen,  and  then  in  haste  return.    [Exit, 
E,s  PaL  What's  this,  the  superscription  of  a 

packet  ? 
Thwack.  Now  does  nay  blood  wamble.    You  1 
sucket-eater !  *' 
[Offers  to  follow  her,  Pallatine  stays  him. 


^  Cophetua's  ton— Though  the  aame  of  this  monarch  is  known  to  us,  I  believe  we  are  aU  Ignorant  re^ 
^pecting  bis  royal  progeny.    S. 

*■  Jforton— Morion  is  a  helmet.    It  must  here  mean  a  hat.  ^  ^    u-.        i^*     »        t  u 

»»  To  sey  new  v€ruke»^To  say,  I  believe,  means  to  au<9,  to  try  on,  and  9houldT>e  written  say.  I  Have 
nHen  met  with  the  word  so  abbreviated,    i). 

*^  SucJke^^ea/cr—f.  e.  cater  of  confectionary  ware,  sugar-pcUcts.    S« 
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E.  Pal.  These  coTeiuuitSy  knight,  will  never  be  I 
observed ; 
ril  sue  the  forfeiture,  leave  jou  so  poor, 
Till,  for  preferment,  you  become  an  eunuch, 
And  sing  a  treble  in  a  chauntry,  knight. 

Enter  Ample,  Lucy,  Ginet  ;  Elder  Pallatine, 
and  Thwack  addreu  to  kiu  them,  and  are 
thrust  back. 


Am,  Stay,  gentlemen. — Good  souls,  they  have 
seen,  Luce, 
The  country  turtles  bill,  and  think  our  lips, 
T  the  town  and  court,  are  worn  for  the  same  use. 
Lucy,   Pray  how  do  the  ladies  there?  poor 
villagers. 
They  churn  stiU,  keep  their  dairies,  and  lay  up 
For  embroidered  mantles  against  the  heir's  birth  ? 
Am.  Who  is  begot  i'  the  Christmas  holidays  ? 
E.  Pal  Yes,  surely,  when  the  spirit  of  mince-pie 
Reisns  in  the  blood. 

Am.  What  ?  penny  gleek  *♦  I  hope's 
In  fashion  yet,  and  the  treacherous  foot 
Not  wanting  on  the  table  frame,  to  jog 
The  husband,  lest  he  lose  the  noble  that 
Should  pay  the  grocer's  roan  for  spice  and  fruit. 
Lucy,  The  g(K>d  old  butler  shares  too  with  his 
lady 
In  the  boi,  bating  for  candles  that  were  burnt 
After  the  clock  struck  ten. 

Thwack,  He  doth  indeed ; 
Poor  country  madams,  they're  in  subjection  still ; 
The  beasts,  their  husbands^  make  them  sit  on  three 
Legged  stools,  like  homely  daughters  of  an  hos^ 

pital, 
To  knit  socks  for  tlieir  cloven  feet. 

E.  PaL  And  when  these  tyrant  husbands,  too, 
grow  old 
(As  they  have  still  the  impudence  to  live  long) 
<2ood  ladies,'  they  are  fain  to  waste  the  sweet 
And  pleasant  seasons  of  the  day  in  boiling 
Jellies  for  them,  and  rolling  little  pills 
Of  cainbric  lint  to  stuff  their  hollow  teeth. 
Lucy.  And  then  the  evenings,  warrant  ye,  they 
spend 
With  mother  Spectacle,  the  curate's  wife, 
Who  docs  inveigh  against  curling  and  dyed  checks; 
Heaves  her  devout  impatient  nose  at  oil 
Of  jessamin,  and  thinks  powder  of  Paris  more 
Prophane  than  the  ashes  of  a  Romish  martyr. 

Am,  And  in  the  days  of  joy  and  triumph,  sir, 
(W*hich  come  as  seldom  to  them  as  new  gowns) 
Then,  humble  wretches  !  they  do  frisk  and  dance 
In  narrow  parlours  to  a  single  fiddle^ 
That  squeaks  forth  tunes  like  a  departing  pig. 
Lucy,  Whilst  the  mad  hinds  shake  from  their 
feet  more  dirt 


Than  did  the  xedar  roots,  that  danced  to  Orpheus. 
Am.  Do  they  not  pour  their  wine  too  from  aa 
ewer. 
Or  small  eilt  cruce,  like  orange-water  kept 
To  sprinkle  holiday  beards? 

Lucy.  And  when  a  stranger  comes,  send  aeren 
miles  post 
By  moon-shine,  for  another  pint  ? 

JB.  PaL  Ail  these  indeed  are  heavy  truths; 
but  what 
Do  yon,  the  exemplar  madams  of  the  town  ? 
Play  away  your  youth,  as  our  hasty  gamesters 
Their  light  gold,  not  with  desire  to  lose  it. 
But  in  a  fond  mistake  that  it  will  fit 
No  other  use. 

Thwack.  And  then  reserve  your  age. 
As  superstitious  sinners  ill-got  wealth. 
Perhaps  for  the  church,  perhaps  for  hospitals. 
£.  Pal.  If  rich,  you  come  to  court,  there  leara 
to  be 
At  charge  to  teach  your  paraquetoes  French,, 
And  then  allow  them  their  interpreters. 
Lest  the  sage  fowl  should  lose  their  wisdom  on 
Such  pages  of  the  presence,  and  the  guard. 
As  have  not  past  the  seas. 

'Hmack.  But  if  you're  poor, 
like  wanton  monkeys  chained  from  fruit. 
You  feed  upon  the  itch  of  your  own  tails. 

Lucy.   Rose  vinegar  to  wash  that  ruffian's 

mouth! 
Am.  They  come  to  live  here  by  their  wits, 

let  them  use  them. 
Lucy.  Thev  have  so  few,  and  those  they  spend 
so  fast, 
lliey  will  leave  none  remaining  to  muntain  there. 
E,  PaL  You  shall  maintain  us ;  a  community. 
The  subtle  have  decreed  of  late :  you  shall 
Endow  us  with  your  bodies  and  vour  goods; 
Yet  use  no  manacles,  called  dull  matrimony. 
To  oblige  affection  against  wise  nature, 
Where  it  is  lost,  perhaps,  through  a  disparity 
Of  years,  or  justly  through  distaste  of  crimes. 
Am.  Most  excellent  resolves ! 
E.  PaL  But  if  you'll  needs  marry, 
Expect  not  a  single  turf  for  a  jointure ; 
Not  so  much  land  as  will  allow  a  grasshopper 
A  sallad. 

I'hwack,  I  would  no  more  doubt  to  enjoy 
You  two  in  all  variety  of  wishes, 
( Were't  not  for  certain  covenants  that  I  lately 
Signed  to  in  my  drink)  than  I  would  fear  usury 
In  a  small  poet  or  a  cast  corporaL 
Am,  You  would  not  ? 
Thwack.  But  look  to  your  old  widows; 
There  my  title's  good;  she  they  be  rich  too. 
Lest  I  should  leave  their  twins  upon  the  parish. 
To  whem  the  deputy  o'  the  ward  will  deny 


^  GUek'^A,  game  at  cards,  now  entirely  disusM. 
Ccmpleie  Qame»tery  &c.  Sd  edit.  lOftO.  chap.  6.  p.  IH. 


The  manner  of  playing  at  it  may  be  seen  in  Th$ 
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Blue  coats  at  Easter,  loaves  at  funerals, 
^ause  they  were  sons  of  an  old  country  wit. 
Am,  Why  all  for  widows,  sir;   can  nothing 
that 
Is  young  a£fect  your  mouldy  appetite  ? 

Thwack.  No  in  sooth ;  damsels  at  your  years 
are  wont 
To  talk  too  much  over  their  marmalade ; 
ThejT  can*t  fare  well,  but  all  the  town  must  hear^t : 
Their  lore's  so  fnll  of  praises,  and  so  loud, 
A  man  may  with  less  noise  lie  with  a  drum. 
Am.  Tluok  you  so,  sir  ? 
T/ucack,  Give  me  an  old  widow,  that  commits 
sin 
With  the  gravity  of  a  corrupt  judge. 
Accepts  of  benefits  in  the  dark,  and  can 
Conceal  them  from  the  light. 

[Ample  takes  Elder  Pallatinb  apart. 
Am.  Pray,  sir,  allow  me  but  your  ear  aside. 
Though  this  rude  Clim  i'  the  Ciough  **  presume. 
In  his  desires  more  than  his  strength  can  justify, 
You  should  have  nobler  kindness  than  to  think 
All  ladies  relish  of  an  appetite, 
Bad  as  the  worst  your  evil  chance  hath  found. 

E.  PaL  All  are  alike  to  me ;  at  least,  Y\\  make 
Them  so,  with  thin  persuasions,  and  a  short 
£ipence  of  time. 

Am.  Tlien  I  have  cast  away 
My  sight ;  my  eyes  have  look  d  themselves  into 
A  strong  disease :  but  they  shall  bleed  for  it 
E.  FaL  Troth  lady  mine,  I  find  small  remedy. 
Am.  Why  came  you  hither,  sir  ?  She  that  shall 
sijjh 
Her  easy  spirits  into  wind  for  you. 
Must  not  have  hope  the  kindness  of  your  breath 
Will  e'er  recover  her. 

Lucy,  What  do  I  hear?  Hymen  defend ! 
But  three  good  pomers  to  your  little  heart. 
And  two  already  broiling  on  love's  altar ! 
I>oes  this  become  her,  Ginet  ?  speak. 

Qin,  As  ag^,  and  half  a  smock  would  become 

me. 
Thwack,  Th'ast  caughther,  Pallatine ;  insmuate 

rogue ! 
iMcy,  Love  him !  you  must  recant,  or  the  small 
god 
And  I  shall  quarrel,  when  we  meet  i'  the  clouds. 
Thwack,  'oligh^  see  bow  she  stands !  speak  to 

her. 
£•  FaL  Peace,  knight !  it  b  apt  cunning  that 
we  go; 
r>isdain  is  like  to  water  poured  on  ice, 
Quenches  the  fiame  a  while  to  raise  it  higher. 
^Atctf,  Engine,  shew  them  their  way. 


Ei^er  Engine. 

Eng.  It  lies  here,  gentlemen. 
E.  FaL  There  ne^s  small  summons,  we  an 
gone ;  but  do  you  hear. 
We  will  receive  no  letters,  we,  though  sent 
By  the  incorporeal  spy  your  dwarf,  or  Audry 
Of  the  chamber,  that  would  deliver  them 
With  as  much  caution,  as  they  were  attachmentt 
Upon  money  newly  paid. 

Thwack,  Nor  no  message, 
From  the  old  widow  your  mother,  Qf  yon 
Have  one)  no,  though  she  send  for  roe  when  sbo 
Is  giving  up  her  testy  ghost ;  and  lies 
Half  drowned  in  rheum,  those  floods  of  rheum  m 

which 
Her  maids  do  daily  dive  to  iiek  the  teeth 
She  coughed  out  last. 
[Exeunt  Engine,  Elder  Pallatine,  Thwack^ 

Lucy.  'Las !  good  old  gentleman. 
We  shall  see  him  shortly  in  as  many  night-caps 
As  would  make  sick  Mahomet  a  turband 
For  the  winter. 
Am,  Are  they  gone,  Luce  ? 
Lucy,  Not  like  the  hours,  for  they'll  retuns 
araiin 
Ere  long ;  O  you  carried  your  false  love  rarely ! 
Am.  How  impudent  these  country  fellows  are ! 
Lucy.  He  thinks  you're  caught ;  be  has  you  be^ 
tween's  teeth. 
And  intends  you  for  the  very  next  bit 
He  means  to  swallow. 

Am.  Luce,  I  have  a  thousand  thoughts 
More  than  a  kerchief  can  keep  in :  quick  girl, 
Let  us  consult,  and  thou  shalt  find  what  sillj 

snipes 
These  witty  gentlemen  shall  prove,  and  in 
Their  own  confession  too,  or  I'll  cry  floundert 

else. 
And  walk  with  my  petticoat  tucked  up  like 
A  long  maid  of  Almainy.  ^  [Blxeunt^ 

Enter  Younger  Pallatine,  Meaoee,  Pert,  the 
two  latt  being  new  clothed, 

Y,  FaL  Don  Meager,  and  Don  Pert,  yon 
neither  found 
These  embroidered  skins  in  your  mother's  womb : 
Surely  nature's  wardrobe  is  not  thus  laced  ? 

Fert.  We  flourish.  Pall,  by  the  charter  of  thy 
smiles, 
A  little  magnifyed  with  show,  and  thought 
Of  our  new  plot. 

Mea.  The  chamber's  bravely  hung ! 

Fert,  To  thy  own  wish,  a  bed  and  canopy 


^^  Clim  f  the  aough,-^See  the  ballad  in  pr  Percy*s  coUectioiL    1^ 
f*  Almainy.i'^,  e,  Germany.       S. 
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Prq)ared  all  from  our  numbered  pence ;  if  it 
Should  fail,  Meager  and  I  must  creep  into 
Oar  quondam  rags ;  a  transmigration,  Pall, 
Which  oar  divinity  can  ill  endure. 

Mea,  If  I  have  more  left  to  maintain  a  large 
stomadi, 
And  a  long  bladder,  than  one  comely  shilling. 
Together  with  a^nglc  ounce  of  hope, 
J  am  the  «on  of  a  carman. 

F.  Pal  Do  you  suspect  my  prophecies. 
That  am  your  mint,  your  grand  exchequer? 

FerL  Pali,  no  suspicions.  Pall ;  but  we  that 
embark 
Our  whole  stock  in  one  vessel,  would  be  glad 
To  have  all  pirates  o'  shore,  and  the  winds 
Jn  a  calm  humour. 

Mea.  How  fares  the  intelligence  ? 

r.  Pal  I  left  them  at  the  Lady  Ample's 
house; 
This  street  they  needs  most  pass,  if  they  reach 
borne. 

Pert,  O  I  would  fain  project  'gainst  the  old 
knight; 
Can  we  not  share  htm  too  ? 

Y.  Pal  This  wheel  must  move 
Alone,  Sir  Morelay  Thwack's  too  rugged  yet, 
HeM  interrupt  me  course ;  a  little  more 
0'  the  file  will  smooth  him  fit  to  be  screwed  up. 

Peru  Shrink  ofS,  P^  I  hear  them. 

£ii^^  Thwack,  £2(^  Pallatine. 

E.  Pal  Thou  hast  not  the  art  of  patient  lei- 
sure, to 
Attend  the  aptitude  of  things;  wourast  thou 
Run  on  like  a  rude  bull,  on  every  object  that 
Doth  heat  the  blood  ?  this  cunniug  abstinence 
Will  make  her  passions  grow  more  violent 

Thwack,  But,  PaUatine,  I  do  not  find  I  have 
The  cruelty,  or  grace,  to  let  a  lady 
Starve  for  a  warm  morsels — 
[Pert  and  Meager  take  JEl^der  Pallatise  aiide, 

Y.  Pal  Now  my  fine  Pert ! 

Pert,  Sir,  we  have  business  for  your  ear;  it 
may 
Concern  yon  much,  therefore  'tis  fit  it  be 
Particular. 

JB.  Pal  From  whom  ? 

Mea,  A  young  lady,  sir. 
It  is  a  secret  will  exact  much  care 
And  wisdom  i*  the  delivery ;  you  should 
Dismiss  that  gentleman. 

JB.  Pal,  A  young  lady !  good  ! 
All  the  best  stars  in  the  firmament  are  mine. 
Our  coach  attends  us,  knight,  i'  the  bottom  of 
The  hither  street,  you  must  go  home  alone. 

Thwack.  Ill  sooner  kill  a  seijeant,  choose  my 
jury 
In  the  city,  and  be  hanged  for  a  tavern  bush  1 

E.  Pal  Wil't  ruin  all  our  destinies  hath  built? 

Thwack,  Come,  what  are  those  sly  silk-worms 
there,  that  creep 
io  close  into  their  wool,  as  they  would  spin 


For  ndne  but  their  dear  selves?  I  hear  them 
name  a  lady. 

E,  Pal  You  heard  them  say  tlien,  she  was 
young,  and  what 
Our  covenants  are,  remember. 

Thwack,  Young,  bow  young  ? 
She  left  her  worm-seed,  and  her  coral  whistle 
But  a  month  since :  do  they  mean  so  ? 

E.  Pal  Morglay,  our  covenants  is  all  I  ask. 

Thwack.  May  be  she  hath  a  mind  to  me;  for 
there's 
A  reverend  humour  in  the  blood,  which  thou 
Ne'er  knew'st;  perhaps  she  would  have  boys 

begot 
Should  be  delivered  with  long  beards ;  till  thou 
Arrive  at  my    full  growth,    thou'lt  yield    the 

world 
Nought  above  dwarf  or  page. 

E,  Pal  Our  covenants  still,  I  cry ! 

Hiwack,  Faith,  I'll  stride  my  mule  to-morrow^ 
and  away 
To  the  homely  village  in  the  north. 

£.  Pfl^Whyso? 

Thtvack,  Alas,  these  silly  covenants,  you  know, 
I  sealed  to  in  my  drink ;  and  certain  fears 
Lurk  in  a  remote  comer  of  my  head. 
That  say  the  game  will  all  be  your's. 

E,  Pal  But  what  success  canst  thou  eipect, 
since  we  have 
Not  yet  enjoyed  the  city  a  full  day  ? 

"Thwack.  I  say,  let  me  have  woman;  be  she 
young 
Or  old,  grandam  or  babe,  I  must  have  woman. 

E,  Pal  Carry  but  thy  patience  like  a  gentle* 
man. 
And  let  me  singly  manage  this  adventure. 
It  will  to  morrow  cancel  our  old  deeds, 
And  leave  thee  to  subscribe  to  what  thy  free 
Pleasure  shall  direct. 

Thwack.  Well  equally  enioy 
Virgin,  wife,  and  widow,  the  younger  kerchief 

with 
The  aecd  hood* 

E,  Pal  What  I  have  said  if  I  had  leisure  now 
Fd  ratify  with  oaths  of  thy  own  chusine. 

Thwack,  Go,  propagate;  fiU  the  shops  widi 
thy  notched 
Issue,  that  when  our  money's  spent,  we  may 
Be  trusted,  break,  and  cozen  in  our  own  tnbet 

E,  Pal  Leave  me  to  fortune. 

I'hwack,  Do  you  hear,  Pallatine? 
Perhaps  this  young  lady  has  a  mother^— 

E.  Pal  No  more,  good  night.— 

[Exit  Thwack. 
I  have  obeyed  you,  gentlemen ;  no  ears 
Are  near  us,  but  our  own,  what's  your  afiair  ? 

Mea,  We'll  lead  you  to  the  lady's  mansion,  sir,, 
'Tishardbyt 

£.  Pa/.  Hard  by! 

Pert,  So  near,  that  if  your  lunes  be  good. 
You  may  spit  tliither:  that  is  the  bouse. 

£•  Pal  These  appear  gentlemen. 
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And  of  some  rank,    t  will  in. 

[Exeunt  Elder  Pallatiwe,  Meaoeb,  Pert. 
F.  PaL  So»  see  !  Uie  hook  has  caught  him  hy 

the  gills; 
And  it  is  fastened  to  a  line  will  hold 
'V0U9  sir,  though  your  wits  were  stronger  than 

your  purse. 
Sir  Morglay  Thwack's  gone  home  :  His  lodf^g  I 
Have  learned,  and  there  are  certain  gins  prepared. 
In  which  his  wary  feet  may  chance  to  be 
Ensnared,  though  he  could  wear  his  eyes  upon  his 

toes. 
I  must  follow  the  game  dose.    He  is  entered. 
And  ere  this  amazed  at  the  strange  complexion 
Of  the  house ;  but  'twas  the  best  our  friendship 
And  our  treasure  could  procure.  [Exit. 

Enter  Elder  Fallatfne,  Meager,  and  Pert, 
with  lightt, 

E.  Pal.  Gentlemen,  if  you  please,  lead  me  no 
further; 
I  have  so  little  faith  to  believe  this 
The  mansion  of  a  lady,  that  I  think 
^is  rather  the  decays  of  hell ;  a  sad 
Retiremeut  for  the  fiend  to  sleep  in 
When  he's  sick  with  drinking  sulphur. 

Pert.  Sir,  you  shall  see  this  upper  room  b 

hung. 
E.  PaL  With  cobwebs,  sir,  and  those  so  large 
they  may 
Catch  and  ensnare  dragons  instead  of  flies, 
Where  sit  a  melancholy  race  of  old 
Norman  spiders,  that  came  in  with  the  Con* 
Queror. 
Mea.  This  chamber  will  refresh  your  eyes, 
when  you 
Have  cause  to  enter  it. 

[Leads  him  to  look  in  between  the  Hangings. 
£.  PaL  A  bed  and  canopy ! 
There's  show  of  entertainment  there  indeed ; 
There  lovers  may  have  place  to  celebrate 
Their  warm  wishes,  and  not  take  cold  :  But,  gen- 
tlemen. 
How  comes  the  rest  of  this  blind  house  so  naked, 
So  ruinous,  and  deformed  ? 

Pert.  Pray,  sir,  sit  down : 
If  you  have  seen  aught  strange,  or  fit  for  wonder. 
It  but  declares  the  hasty  shifts  to  which 
The  poor  distressed  lady  is  exposed 
In  pursuit  of  your  love.    She  hath  good  fame. 
Great  dignity,  and  wealth,  and  would  be  loth 
To  cheapen  these  by  making  her  dull  family 
Bold  witnesses  of  her  desires  with  you : 
Therefore,  to  avoid  suspicion,  to  this  place 
She  hath  sent  part  of  her  neglected  wardrobe. 


Mea.  And  will,  ere  time  grows  older  by  an  hoar. 
Gild  all  this  homely  furniture  at  charge 
Of  her  own  eyes ;  ner  beams  can  do  it,  sir. 
£.  PaL  My  manners  will  not  soSkt  me  t^ 
/  doubt 

Pert.  We  hope  so  too.    Besides,  though  every 
one 
That  hath  a  heart  ofs  own  may  think  his  plea- 
sure; 
We  should  be  loath  your  thoughts  should  throw 

mistakes 
Ou  us,  that  are  the  humble  ministers 
Of  your  kind  stars :  for  sure  though  we  look  not 
Like  men  that  make  plantation  on  some  isle 
That's  uninhabited,  yet  you  believe 
We  would  teach  sexes*  mingle,  to  increase  men. 
Mea.  Squires  of  the  placket,  *'  we  know  you 

think  us. 
K  PaL  Excuse  my  courage,  gentlemen;  good 
.  faith 
I  am  not  hold  enough  to  think  you  so. 

Pert.  Nor  will  you  yet  be  woo'd  to  such  mis- 
take. 
E.  PaL  Not  all  the  art  nor  flattery  you  have. 
Can  render  you  to  my  belief  worse  tban 
Myself.    Panders  and  bawds !  good  gentlemen, 
[  shall  be  angry  if  you  persuade  me  to 
So  vile  a  thought. 

Pert.  Sir,  you  have  cause. 
And  in  good  faith  if  you  should  think  us  such, 
We  would  make  bold  to  cot  that  slender  throat 
E.PaL  How, sir? 

Pert.  That  very  throat  through  which  the  lusty 
grape, 
And  savoury  morsel  in  the  gamester  s  dish,  • 
Steal  down  so  leisurely  with  kindly  gust 

Mea,  Sir,  it  should  open  wide  as  the  widest 
oyster 
Tthe  Venetian  lake. 

E.  PaL  Gentlemen,  it  should. 
It  is  a  throat  I  can  so  little  hide 
In  such  a  cause,  that  I  would  whet  your  razor  for*t 
On  my  own  shoe. 

Pert,  Enough,  you  shall  know  all : 
This  lady  hatli  a  noble  mind,  but 'tis 
So  much  o'ermastered  by  her  blood,  we  fear 
Nothing  but  death,  or  you,  can  be  her  remedy. 
*  E.  PaL  And  she  is  younf; } 
Mea.  O,  as  the  April  bud. 
E.  PaL  Twere  pity,  faith,  she  should  be  cast 

away» 
Pert.  You  have  a  soft  and  blessed  heart ;  and  to^ 
Prevent  so  sad  a  period  of  her  sweet  breath. 
Ourselves,  this  house,  the  habit  of  this  room, 
The  bed  within,  and  your  fair  person,  we 


^7  Squires  of  the  placket.'^  J  squire  of  the  placket  seems  to  be  a  eant  term  for  a  pimp,  A  placket  does* 
not  signify  a  petticoat  in  general,  but  only  the  aperture  therein.  See  Mr  Amner's  note  or  ShakespeareV 
JTfMf  Uar^  A.  3.  S.  4. 
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Have  all  assembled  in  a  trice. 

£.  PaL  Sure,  gentlemen,   . 
In  my  opinion  more  could  not  be  done, 
Were  she  inheritrex  of  all  the  east. 

Fert,  But,  sir,  the  excellence  of  your  pure  fame 
Hath  given  us  boldneto  to  make  suit,  that  if 
You  can  reclaim  her  appetite  with  chaste 
And  wholesome  homilies,  such  counsel  as 
Be6ts  your  known  morality,  you  will 
Be  pleased  to  save  her  life,  and  not  tindo  her  ho- 
nour. 

Mea,  We  hope  you  will  aflford  her  med'cine  by 
Your  meek  and  holy  lectures,  rather  than 
From  any  manly  exercise;  for  such. 
In  troth,  sir,  you  appear  to  pur  weak  sight. 

£.  PaU  Brothers  and  friends,  a  stile  more  dis- 
tant now 
Cannot  be  given ;  though  you  were  in  compass 
Thick  as  the  Alps,**  I  must  embrace  tou  both  ; 
YouVe  hit  the  very  centre,  unto  which 
The  toils  and  comforts  of  my  studies  tend. 

Pert,  Alas,  we  drew  our  arrow  but  by  aim. 

E,  PaL  Why,  gentlemen,  I  have  converted  more 
•  Tlian  ever  gold  or  Aretine  *'  misled ; 
l*ve  disciples  of  all  degrees  in  nature. 
From  your  little  punk  in  purple,  to  your 
Tall  canvas  girl ;  from  your  sattin  slipper. 
To  your  iron  palten  and  your  Norway  shoe. 

Pert.  And  can  you  mollify  the  mother,  sir^ 
In  a  strong  fit  ? 

£.  PaL  Sure,  gentlemen,  I  can. 
If  books  penned  with  a  clean  and  wholesome  spirit 
Have  any  might  to  edify;  would  they 
Were  here  ! 

3/(W.  What,  sir? 

jB.  PaL  A  small  library, 
Which  I  am  wont  (o  make  companion  to 
My  idle  hours :  where  some,  I  take  it,  are 
A  little  consonant  unto  this  theme. 

Pert,  Have  they  not  names  ? 

JB.  PaL  A  pill  to  purge  phlebotomy,^®— A  bal- 
samum 
For  tlie  spiritual  back, — A  lozenge  against  lust ; 
With  divers  others,  sir,  which,  though  not  penn'd 
By  dull  platonic  Greeks,  or  Memphian  priestS| 
Yet  have  tlie  blessed  mark  of  separation 
Of  authors  silenced,  for  wearing  short  hair. 

Pert,  But,  sir,  if  this  chaste  means  cannot  re- 
store 
Her  to  her  health  and  quiet  peace,  I  hope 
You  will  vouchsafe  your  lodging  in  yon  bed, 
And  take  a  little  pams. 

[Points  to  the  Bed  within. 


E,  PaL  Faith,  gentlemen,  I  was 
Not  bred  on  S^thian  rocks;  tygers  aod  wolves 
Fve  heard  of,  but  ne'er  suck'd  their  milk ;  and  sure 
Mu\;h  would  be  done  to  save  a  lad/s  longing. 
Mea.  Tis  tate,  sir;  pray  uncase.        ,    ,    . . 

[They  heip  to  unclothe  lunt. 
Pert.  Your  boot ;  believ't,  it  is  my  exercise. 
E,  PaL  Well,  'tis  your  turn  to  labour  now,  aiid 
mine 
Anon;  for  your  dear  sakes,  gentlemen,  I  profcs»— 
Pert.  My  friend  shall  wait  upon  you  to  yoor 
sheets, 
Whilst  I  fio  and  conduct  the  lady  hither; 
Whom,  it  your  holy  doctrine  cannot  well 
Reclaim,  pray  hazard  not  her  life;  you  have 
A  body,  sir. 

E,  PaL  O  think  me  not  cruel. 

[Exeunt  Meager,  E,  Pai- 

Enter  Fimnger  Pallatine. 

Pert.  Pall !  come  in,  PaU. 

Y.PaL  Is  he  in  bed? 

Pert.  Not  yet, 
But  stripprag  in  more  haste  than  an  old  soake 
That  hopes  for  a  new  skin. 

Y.  PaL  If  we  could  laugh 
In  our  coffin,  Pert,  this  would  be  a  jest 
Long  after  death :  he  is  so  eager  in 
His  witty  hopes,  that  he  suspects  nothing. 

Pert.  Cf  all  he  swallows,  sir,  is  melting  con- 
serve. 
And  soft  Indian  plumb.    Meager,  what  news  ? 

Enter  Meagee. 

Mea,  laid,  gently  laid ;  he  is  all  virgin,  sure, 
From  the  crown  of 's  head,  to  his  very  navel. 
Y,  PaL  'Where  are  his  breeches?  speak;  hi* 
hatband  too; 
Tis  of  grand  price,  the  stones  arc  rosiaI,«nd 
Of  the  white  rock. 

Mea,  I  hung  them  purposely 
Aside,  they  are  all  within  my  reach :  shall  I  in? 
Y.  PaL  Soft;  softly,  my  false  fiend;  remem- 
ber, rogue. 
You  tread  on  glasses,  eggs,  and  gouty  toes. — 
[Meager  takes  out  /us  Hat  and  Breeches^  the 
pockets  and  hatband  rifled;  they  tkr<m 
them  in  again. 
Mea.  Hold,  Pall ;  the  exchequer  is  thine  own : 
we  will 
Divide  when  thou  art  gracious  and  well  pleased. 
Y.  PaL  All  gold !  the  stalls  of  Lombard-street 
poured  into  a  purse  1 


.  **  The  Jlps.-^Tyit  4to  reads  aspes. 

^  Jretine. — >An  Italian  poet,  whose  works  were  accompanied  hy  lewd  prints,  of  which  he  was  the 
invent f»r.     'J  hey  are  mentioned  in  The  Muses  Looking  G/oss,  vol.  9.  p.  ^()4. 
3^  ji  PM  to  purge,  &c. — In  the  folio  edition  these  lines  were  altered  in  this  maBoer  ; 
**  A  pill  to  purge  the  pride  of  pagan  patches, 
A  lozenge  for  the  lust  of  loy  tring  love. 
And  balsams  for  the  bites  of  Babers  beast : 
With  many,"  &c. 
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FeH.  These,  deu"  Pall,  are  thy  brother'i  goodly 
hoards. 

T,  FaL  Yes,  and  his  prond  flocks ;  but  you  see 
what  they 
Come  to ;  a  little  room  contains  them  all 
At  last :  so,  so,  conrey  them  in  again. 
Because  he  is  my  elder  brother, 
My  mothei's  maidenhead,  and  a  country  wit, 
He  shall  not  be  exposed  to  bare  thighs  and  a 
J9ald  crown :  what  noise  is  that  ?— 

[Knocking  witkin,  Pert  iooks  at  the  Door, 

Pert,  Death !  there's  old  Snore 
The  constable,  his  wife,  a  regiment  of  halberds, 
And  Mistress  Queasy  too,  the  landlady 
That  owns  this  house. 

Mea.  Belike  theyVe  beard  our  fricDd, 


The  bawd,  fled  hence  last  night ;  and  now  tbey  come 
To  seize  oh  moveables  for  rent 

Y.  Pal.  The  bed  within,  and  the  hanging  that 
we  hired 
To  furnish  our  design,  are  all  condemned ; 
My  brother  too,  tbeVll  use  him  with  as  thin 
Remorse,  as  an  old  gamester  would  an  alder- 
man's heir. 

Pert,  No  matter,  our  adventure's  paid ;  follow 
Pall,  and  I'll  lead  you  a  back  way,  where  you 
Shall  climb  o'er  tiles,  like  cats  when  they  make  love. 

r.  Pal.  Now  I  shall  laugh  at  those  that  heap 
up  wealth 
By  lazy  method,  and  slow  rules  of  thrift : 
I'm  grown  the  child  of  wit,  and  can  advance 
Myself,  by  being  Totary  to  chance.         [Eieunt. 


ACTUL 


SCENE  I. 


^h^^Skoae,  Mn  Snore,  Queasy,  and  Watch- 
men. 

Mrt  Snort.  Days  o'  my  breath,  I  have  not  seen 
the  like! 
What  would  you  have  my  husband  do?  'tis  past 
One  by  Bow,  and  the  bellman  has  gone  twice. 
Qtieo.  Good  Master  Snore,  you  are  the  con- 
stable, 
You  may  do  it,  as  they  say,  be  it  right  or  wrong : 
Tis  four  years  rent  come  Childermas-eve  next 
Snore,  You  see,  neighbour  Queasy,  the  doors 
are  open; 
Here's  no  goods,  no  bawd  left;  Fd  see  the  bawd. 
Mn  Snore.  Aye,  or  the  whores:  my  husband's 
the  king's  officer. 
And  still  takes  care,  I  warrant  you,  of  bawds 
And  whores ;  sliew  him  but  a  whore  at  this  time 
C^night,  good  man,  you  bring  a  bed  i'faith. 
Quea.  I  pray.  Mistress  Snore,  let  him  search 
the  parish. 
They  are  not  gone  for,  I  must  hare  my  rent  ;* 
1  hope  there  are  whores  and  bawds  in  the  parish. 
Mrt  Snore*  Search  now !  it  is  too  late;  a  wo- 
man had 
As  good  marry  a  cowlestaff  as  a  constable, 
If  he  most  nothing  but  search  and  search,  follow 
His  whores  and  bawds  all  day,  and  never  com- 
fort 
His  wife  at  night :  I  pr'ythee,  lamb,  let  us  to  bed. 
Snorim  It  must  be  late ;  for  gossip  Nock,  the 
nailman. 
Had  catechised  his  maids,  and  sung  three  catches 
And  a  song,  ere  we  set  fbrth. 


Quea.  Good  Mistress  Snore,  forbear  your  hus- 
band but 
To-night,  and  let  the  search  go  on. 

Mn  Snore.  1  will  not  forbear;  you  might  ha' 
let  your  house 
To  honest  women,  not  to  bawds ;  &e  upon  you. 
Quea.  Fie  upon  me !  'tis  well  known  I'm  the 
mother 
Of  children ;  scurvy  fleak  ! ''  'tis  not  for  nought 
Vou  boil  eggs  in  your  gruel;  and  your  roan,Samp8on, 
Owes  my  son-in-law,  the  surgeon,  ten  groats. 
For  turpentine;  which  you  traive  promised  to  pay 
Out  of  his  Christmas-box* 
Mn  Snore.  I  defy  thee. 
Remember  thy  flrst  calling;  thou  set'st  up 
With  a  peck  of  damsons  and  a  new  sieve; 
Wlten  thou  brok'st  at  Dowgate  comer,  'cause  the 

boys 
Fhmg  down  thy  ware. 
Snore.  Keep  the  peace,  wife;  keep  the  peace. 
Mrs  Snore.  I  will  not  peace ;  she  took  my  sil- 
ver thimble 
To  pawn,  when  I  was  a  maid;  I  paid  her 
A  penny  a  month  use. 

Quea.  A  maid !  ves,  sure ; 
By  that  token,  goody  Tongue,  the  midwife. 
Had  a  dozen  napkins  o'  your  mother's  best 
Diaper,  to  keep  silence ;  when  she  said 
She  left  vou  at  Saint  Peter's  fair,  where  you 
Longed  lor  pig. 

Snore.  Neighbour  Queasy,  this  was  not 
In  my  time :  what  my  wife  hath  done  since  I 
Was  constable,  and  the  kin^s  officer, 
m  answer ;  therefore,  I  say,  keep  the  peace : 
And  when  we've  searched  the  two  back  room 
I'll  to  bed. 


3>  ScarpyTfooi^A  ileak  of  bacon,  is  the 
VOL.  !•  3    P 
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Peace,  wifi^;  not  a  word.  [Exeunt 

Enter  Elder  Pallatine  clothing  hmtelfin  haste 

E.  PaL  To  time  to  get  on  wings  and  fly : 
Here's  a  noise  of  thunder,  wolves,  women,  drums. 
All  that's  confused,  and  frights  the  ear.    I  beard 
Them  cry  out  bawds  !  the  sweet  young  lady  is 
Surprised  sure,  by  the  nice  slave  her  husband. 
Or  mme  old  frosty  matron  of  near  kin ; 
And  the  good  gentlemen  she  employed  to  me 
Are  tortured  and  called  bawds.    If  I  am  ta'en, 
I'll  swear  I  purposed  her  conversion. 

Enter  Snore,  JlfriSNonE,  Qqeasy,  and  Watch- 
men. 

Snore.  Here's  a  room  hung,  and  a  fair  bed 
within ; 
I  take  it  there's  the  he-bawd  too. 
Quea.  Seize  on  the  lewd  thing ; 
I  pray,  IVlaster  Snore,  seize  on  the  goods  too. 
Mrt  Snore.  Who  would  not  be  a  bawd  ?  they 
have  proper  men 
To  their  hubbands;  and  she  maintfuns  him 
Like  any  parish  deputy. 
JS.  PaL  What  are  you  ? 
Snore.  I  am  the  constable. 
E.  Pal.  Good ;— the  constable ! 
I  begin  to  stroke  my  long  ears,  and  find 
I  am  an  ass :  such  a  dull  ass  as  deserves 
Thistleb  for  provender,  and  saw-dust  too 
Instead  of  (grains :  O  I  am  finely  gulled. 

Mn  Snore.  Truly  as  proper  a  bawd  as  a  woman 
Would  desire  to  use. 

E.  PaL  Master  constable. 
Though  these  your  squires  o'  the  blade  and  bill, 

seem  to 
Be  courteous  gentlemen,  and  well  taught,  yet 
I  would  know  why  they  embrace  me. 

Snore.  You  owe  my  neighbour.  Mistress  Quea- 
sy, four  year's  rent. 
Quea.  Yes,  and  for  three  bed-ticks,  and  a  brass 
.pot, 
Which  your  wife  promised  roe  to  pay  this  term; 
For  now,  she  said,  she  expects  her  country  custo- 
mers. 
E.  PaL  My  wife !  have  I  been  led  to  the  altar 
too, 
By  some  doughty  deacon  ? — Ta'en  woman  by 
The  pretty  thumb,  and  given  her  a  ring. 
With  my  dear  self,  for  better  and  for  worse, 
And  all  in  a  forgotten  dream  ?—  But  for  whom 
Do  you  take  me  f 

Snore.  For  the  he-bawd. 
E.  PaL  Good  faith,  you  may  as  soon 
Take  me  for  a  whale,  which  is  something  rare, 
Yon  know,  o'  this  side  the  bridge. 

Mrs  Snore.  'Tis  indeed ; 
Yet  our  Paul  was  in  the  belly  of  one. 
In  my  Lord  Mayor^s  show ;  and,  husband,  you  re- 
member. 
He  beckoned  y6d  out  oi  the  fish'js  mouth, 
And  ]^ou  gave  him  a  pippin ;  for  the  poor  soul 
Had  like  to  have  choked  for  very  thiru,      ,  ~ 


E.  PaL  I  saw  it,  and  cried  out 
O*  the  city,  'cause  they  would  not  be  at  charge 
To  let  the  fish  swim  in  a  deeper  sea. 

Mrs  Snore.  Indeed !  why,  I  was  but  a  tiny 
girl  then; 
I  pray  how  long  have  you  been  a  bawd  here  ? 

E.  PaL  Again !  how  the  devil 
Am  I  changed,  since  my  own  glass  rendered  me 
A  gentleman  ? — Well,  master  constable, 
Though  every  stall's  your  worship's  wooden  throne^ 
Here  you  are  humble,  and  o'foot,  therefore 
I  will  put  on  my  hat ;  pray  reach  it  me — 

S  Misses  his  diamond  Hatbands 
!  a  row  of  diamonds 
Worth  a  thousand  marks !  nay,  it  is  time  then 
To  doubt,  and  tremble  too.  My  gold !  my  gold  !— 
And  precious  stones!  [Searches  his  Pockets^ 

Mrs  Snore.  Do  you  suspect  my  husband  ? 
He  hath  no  need  o'  your  stones,  I  praise  Hea- 
ven ! 

E,  PaL  A  plague  upon  your  courteous  mid^ 
night  leaders ! 
Goo(f  sill^  saints,  they  are  dividing  now, 
And  ministering,  no  doubt,  unto  the  poor. 
This  will  decline  the  reputation  of 
My  wit,  till  I  be  thought  to  have  a  less  hea4 
Than  a  justice  o'  peace.    If  Morgla^  hear't, 
He'll  think  me  dull  as  a  Dutch  mariner. 
No  med'cine  now  from  thought?  Good;  'tis  de^ 
signed. 

Snore.  Come  along,  'ds  late. 

E.  PaL  Whither  must  I  go  ? 

Quea.  To  the  Compter,  sir,  unless  my  rent  be 
paid. 

Snore.  And  lor  being  a  bawd. 

E,  PaL  Confined  in  wainscot  walls  too, 
Like  a  liquorish  rat,  for  nibbling 
Unlaw tuUy  upon  forbidden  cheese ! 
This,  to  the  other  sauce,  is  aloes  and  myrrh. — 
But,  master  constable,  do  you  behold  this  ring  f 
It  is  worth  all  the  bells  in  your  church-steeple, 
Though  your  sexton  and  side-men  hung  there  too. 
To  better  the  peal^ 

^nore.  Well,  what's  your  request  ? 

E.  Pdl.  Marry,  that  you  will  let  me  ^o  to  fet^ 
The  bawd, .the  very  bawd  that  owes  this  rent; 
Who  being  brought,  you  shall  restore  my  ring, 
And  believe  me  to  be  an  arrant  gentleman ; 
Such  as  in's  scutcheon  gives  horns,  hounds^  and 

hawks. 
Hunting  nags,  with  tall  eaters  in  blue  coats, 
Sans  number. 

Quea.  Pray  let  him  go,  Master  Snore ; 
We'll  stay  and  keep  the  ^oods. 

Mrs  Snore.  Yes,  let  him,  husband; 
For  I  would  fain  see  a  very  he-bawd. 

Snore,  Come,  neighbours,  light  him  out 

[ExeunU 

Enter  Younger  Pallatine,  Ample,  Pert,  Lucy^ 
GiKBT,  Emoime,  wUh  Lights. 

Amp.  A  forest  full  of  palms,  thy  lover|  iMOtf 
Merits  ID  garlands  for  his  victory. 
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jTm  wild  with  joy !  why  there  was  wit  ienough 
In  this  design  to  bring  a  ship  o'  fools,  ^^ 
To  shore  again,  and  make  them  all  good  pilots. 
T,  Pal  Madun,  this  gentleman  deserves  to 
share 
In  yoar  kind  praise ;  he  was  a  merry  agent 
In  the  whole  plot,  and  would  exalt  himself 
To  your  ladyship's  service :  if  you  please, 
For  my  humble  sake,  unto  your  lip  too. 

[Pert  taiutet  her. 
Amp,  Sir,  you  are  friend  to  Pallatine, 
And  that  entitles  you  unto  much  worth. 

Pert  The  title  will  be  bettered,  madam,  when 
I  am  become  a  servant  to  your  beauty. 

Lucy.  Why  your  confederate  Pert,  is  courtly 
too; 
He  will  out-tongue  a  favourite  of  France : 
But  didst  thou  leave  thy  brother  surfeiung 
On  le^d  hopes? 

y.  Pal,  He  believes  all  womankind 
Dressed,  and  ordained  for  the  mercy  of  his  tooth. 
Amp,  And  now  lies  stretched  in  his  smooth 

slippery  sheets? 
Y,  PaL  O,  like  a  wanton  snake  on  camomile; 
And  rifled  to  so  sad  remains  of  wealth, 
That,  if  his  resolution  still  disdain 
Supplyment  from  his  lands,  and  he  resolve 
To  live  here  by  his  wits,  he  will,  ere  long. 
Betroth  himself  to  radish-women  for 
Their  roots,  pledge  children  in  their  sucking- 
bottles, 
And,  in  dark  winter  mornings,  rob  small  school- 
boys 
Of  their  hooey  and  their  bread. 

Pert  Faith,  Meager  and  Fused  him  with  as 
much 
Bemorse  as  our  occasions  could  allow : 
Tas,  be  must  think  we  shreds  of  time 
Have  our  occasions  too. 

Y,  PuL  What,  madam,  need  he  care  ? 
For  let  him  but  prove  kind  unto  his  bulls, 
Bring  them  their  heifers  when  their  crests  are 

high; 
Stroke  his  fair  ewes,  and  pimp  a  little  for 
His  rams,  they  straight  will  multiply ;  and  then 
The  next  great  fair  prepares  him  fit  again 
For  the  citv's  view,  and  our  surprise. 
Amp,  Why  this^  young  gentleman,  hadi  relish 
in't: 
Yet  when  you  understand  the  dark  and  deep 
Cotitrivements  which  myself,  £ngine,  and  Luce, 
Have  laid  for  this  great  witty  villager. 
To  whom  you  bow,  as  foremost  of  your  blood. 


You  will  degradJe  yourselves  from  all  prerogatives 

Above  our  sex,  and  all  those  pretty  marks 

Of  maiihood  (your  trim  beards)  singe  off  with 

tapers, 
As  a  just  sacrifice  to  our  supremacy. 

Lucy,  If  Sir  Tyrant  Thrift,  your  phlegmatic 
guardian. 
Leave  but  this  mansion  our^s  till  the  next  sun. 
We'll  make  your  haughty  brother  tremble  at 
The  name  of  woman,  and  blush  behind  a  fan, 
like  a  yawning  bride  that  hath  feul  teeth. 

Eng.  Madam,  'tis  time  yon  were  a-bed;  for 
sure,  besides 
The  earnest  invitation  which  I  left 
Writ  in  his  chamber,  these  afflictions  will 
Disturb  his  rest,  and  bring  him  early  hither 
To  recover  his  sick  hopes. 

Enter  Meager. 

Y,  Pal,  Meager !  what  news?  Madam,  the  ho' 
mage  of 
Your  lip  again :  a  man  o'  war,  believ't ; 
One  that  Imth  fasted  in  the  face  of 's  foe ; 
Seen  Spiiiola  ^'   entrenched ;    sometimes   hath 

spread 
H'ls  butter  at  the  state's  charge ;  sometimes  too 
Fed  on  a  sal  lad  that  hath  grown  upon 
The  en€my*s  own  land  *.  but,  pardon  me^ 
Without  or  oil,  or  vineg^. 
Amp.  Sir,  men  in  choler  may  do  any  thing. 
Mea.  Your  ladyship  will  excuse  his  new  plenty; 
It  hath  made  him  pleasant 

Y,  PaL  Meager!   what  news?  how  do  our 

spies  prosper  ? 
Mea.  Sir,  rare  discoveries  I  Fve  traced  your 
brother; 
You  shall  hear  more  anon. 

Gin.  Your  ladyship  forgets  how  early  your 
Designs  will  waken  you. 

Eng.  Madam,  Fd  fain  be 
Bold  too,  to  hasten  you  unto  your  rest. 

Amp,  Tis  late,  indeed ;  the  silence  of  the  nigh^ 
And  sleep  be  with  you,  gentlemen ! 

[Ejceunt  Ample,  Ginet,  Engine. 
Y.  PaL  Madam,  good  night :  but  our  heads 
never  were 
Ordained  to  so  much  trivial  leisure  as 
To  sleep;  you  may  as  soon  entreat 
A  sexton  sleep  ib*s  belfry  when  the  plague  reigns ; 
An  aged  sinner  in  a  tempest ;  or 
A  jealou§  statesman  when  his  prince  is  dying. 
Lucy,  Pray  dismiss  your  friends,  I  would  speak 
with  you. 


^  A  skip  0*  fooU^AWndlng  to  the  title  of  an  allegorical  poem,  translated  from  the  High  Dutch  by 
Alexander  Barclay  ^  priest  and  <ihaplain  in  the  college  of  ^aint  Mary  Otery,  in  the  county  of  Devon,  and 
pabliihed  in  folio*  by  Richard  Pinson,  1508.  It  *'  profpsses,'*  says  Mr  Warton,  **  to  ridicule  the  vices 
and  absurdities  of  all  ranks  of  men.  The  language  is  tolerably  pare :  bat  it  has  nothing  of  the  invention 
and  pleasantry  which  the  plan  seems  to  promise;  neither  of  which,  however,  could  be  expected,  if  we 
coaslder  its  original."' — Observation*  an  Spenser,  Vol*  II.  p.  106. 

33  Seen  Sphtgla^Sec  bote  21 ,  p.  24 1. 
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Y,  Pal.  Men  o'  the  puisiaot  pike,  follow  the 
lights.  [Exeunt  Meaoek,  Pert. 

Luey.  Pally  jou  are  as  good-natured  to  ase^ 
Pall, 
As  the  wife  of  a  silenced  minister 
Is  Co  a  monarchy,  or  to  lewd  gallants^ 
That  have  lost  a  nose. 

F.  PaL  And  whj  so,  dame  Luce  ? 

Lucy.  So  many  yellow  images  at  once 

Assenibled  in  your  fist,  and  jewels  too 

Of  goodly  price,  all  this  free  booty  eot 

In  lawful  war,  and  I  no  tribute,  Pall? 

F.  PaL  What  need  it,  Luce  ?  a  virgin  may  live 
cheap: 
Th'  are  maintained  with  as  small  charee  as  a  wren 
With  maggots,  in  a  cheesemonger's  shop. 

Lucy.  Well,  Pall,  and  yet  you  know  all  my  exr 
tremes ; 
How  for  a  little  taffiita  to  line 
A  mask,  I'm  fain  to  mollify  my  mercer 
With  a  soft  whisper,  and  a  tim'rous  blush ; 
To  sigh  unto  my  milliner  for  gloves. 
That  they  may  trust,  and  not  complain  unto  my 

aunt, 
Who  is  as  jealous  of  me  as  their  wives;  and  all 
Through  your  demeanor.  Pall ;  whose  kindness,  I 
Perceive,  will  raise  me  to  such  dignity. 
That  I  must  teach  children  in  a  dark  cellar, 
Or  work  coifs  in  a  garret,  for  cracked  groats 
And  broken  meat. 

Y.  Pal.  Luce,  I  will  give  thee,  Luce,  to  buy — 
lucy.  What,  Pall? 

F.  PaL  An  ounce  of  itrs'nick  to  mix  in  thy 
aunt's  caudles : 
This  aunt  I  must  see  cold  and  grinning,  Lilce, 
Sealed  to  her  last  wink,  as  if  she  closed  her  eyes 
To  avoid  the  sight  of  feathers,  coaches,  and  short 
cloaks. 
Lucy.  How  many  angels  of  your  family 
Are  there  in  heaven  ?  but  few,  I  fear ;  and  how 
Yoult  be  the  first,  that  shall  entitle  them 
To  such  high  calling,  is  to  me  a  doubt. 

F.  PaL  Why  is  there  never  a  pew  there,  Luce, 
but  for 
Your  coughing  aunt  and  you  ? 

Lucy.  liadst  thou  eyes  like  flaming  beacons, 
crooked  horns, 
A  tail  three  yards  long,  and  thy  feet  cloven, 
Thou  couldst  not  be  more  a  fiend  than  thou  art 

now ; 
But  to  advance  thy  sins  with  being  hard, 
And  costive  unto  me  ! 

F.  PaL  You  lye.  Luce !  you  lye ! 

[FUngi  her  a  Purse, 
There's  gold ;  the  fairies  are  tliy  mintmen,  girl ; 
Of  this  thou  shalr  have  store  enough  to  make 
The  hungry  academics  mention  thee 
In  evening  lectures,  with  applause  and  prayer : 
A  foundress  thou  shalt  be. 

Lucy,  Of  hospitals. 
For  your  decayed  self.  Meager,  and  Pert, 
Those  wealthy  usurers^  your  poor  fri<;ods. 


F.  Pol.  Anminery,  Lu«e,  where  all  tbs  tosak 
issae 
Of  our  decayed  nobility  shall  live 
Thy  pensioners:  it  will  preserve  them  from 
Such  want,  as  makes  them  quarter  arms  with  the 

city. 
And  match  with  saucy  haberdashers'  sons^ 
Whose  fiitbers  lived  in  allies  and  dark  laiieft. 
Lucy.  Good  night.  Pall ;  your  gold  I'll  lay  up^ 
though  but 
To  encounter  the  next  surgeon's  bill;  yet  know. 
Our  wits  are  plowing  too,  and  in  aground 
Tliat  yields  as  fair  a  grain  as  this. 

F.  PaL  Farewell,  and  let  me  hear  thy  aont  is 
stuck 
With  more  bay  leaves  and  rosemary  than  a 
Westphalia  gammon.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  Elder  Pallatine,  and  Thwack,  dreismg 
himself. 

E.PaL  Quidc,  dispatch,  knig|ht;  thoa  art  as 

tedious  in 
Thy  dressing  as  a  court  bride ;  two  ships  might 
Be  rigged  for  the  Strdghts  in  less  space  than 

thou 
Careenest  that  same  old  hulk :  Can  it  be  thonglit 
That  one  so  filled  with  hope  and  wise  designs 
Could  be  subdued  with  sleep  ?  what !  dull  and 

drousy  ? 
Keep  earlier  hours  than  a  rooet  hen  in  winter? 
Thwack.  Pallatine,  the  design  grew  all  dream, 

magic. 
And  alchymy  to  me ;  I  gave  it  lost 
Clove  to  my  soft  pjllow  like  a  warm  justioe, 
And  slept  there  with  less  noise  than  a  dead 

lawyer 
In  a  monument 

E.  PaL  This  is  the  house ;  dispatch,  that  I  may 

knock. 
Thwack.  'Slight,  stay;  thoa  think'st  Fve  the 

dexterity 
Of  a  spaniel,  that  with  a  yawn,  a  scratch 
On  his  left  ear,  and  stretching  his  hind  legs. 
Is  ready  for  all  day :  O  for  the  Biscayn  s&eve. 
And  Bulloipn  hose,  I  wore  when  I  was  sheriff 
In  eighty-eight ! 

E.  PaL  Faith  thou  art  comely,  knight; 
And  I  already  see  the  town  girls  melt. 
And  thaw  before  thee. 

Thwack.  We  must  be  content : 
Thou  know'st  all  men  are  bound  to  wear  their 

limbs 
In  the  same  skin  that  nature  bestows  upon  tima, 
Be  it  rough  or  be  it  smooth ;  for  m^  part, 
If  she  to  whom  you  lead  me  now,  hke  not 
The  grain  of  mine,  I  will  not  flea  myself 
To  humour  the  touch  of  her  ladyship's  fingers. 
E.  PaL  Well  I  had  thought  ^to  have  carried 

it  with  youth ; 
But  when  t  came  to  greet  her  beauties  with 
The  eyes  of  love  and  wonder,  she  despised  me, 
Rebuked  those  haughty  squires,  her  servanti^  that 
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Conveyed  me  thidier  id  mistakey  and  cried. 
She  meant  the  more  authendo  gentlemaoy 
The  reverend  monsieur,  she. 

Thwack,  The  reverend  monsieur ! 
Why,  does  she  take  me  for  a  French  dean  ? 
J5.  PaL  Her  confessor,  at  least :  her  secrets 
are 
Thine  own ;  hut  by  what  charms  attained. 
Let  him  determine  that  has  read  Agrippa.  ^ 
Thwack*  Charms  !  yes,  sir,  if  this  be  a  charm  — 
or  this —  [Leapt  and  frisks. 

Or  here  ac;ain,  to  advance  the  activity 
Of  a  poor  old  bock. 

E,  PaL  No  ape,  Sir  Morglay, 
After  a  year's  obedience  to  the  whip. 
Is  better  qualified. 

Thwack.  Dmber,  and  sound,  sir ! 
Besides,  I  sing  Little  Mussrove ;  ^^  and  then 
For  the  Chevy  Chase,  no  lark  comes  near  me : 
If  she  be  ta'en  with  these,  why,  at  her  peril  be  it 
K  PaL  Come,  sir,  dispatch ;  I'll  knock,  for 

here's  the  house. 
Thwack.  Stay,  stay ;  this  lane,  sure,  has  no  great 
renown ; 
The  house  too,  if  tbe  moon  reveal't  aright. 
May  for  its  small  magnificence,  be  left. 
For  aught  we  know,  one  of  the  city  map. 
E.   PaL  Therein  consists  the  miracle;    and 
when 
The  doors  shall  ope,  and  then  behold  how  leaa 
And  ragged  every  room  appears,  till  thou 
Hast  reached  the  sphere  iihere  she  illustrious 

moves, 
Thjr  wonder  will  be  more  perplexed ;  for  know, 
This  mansion  is  not  her^s,  but  a  concealed 
Retirement,  which  her  wisdom  safely  chose 
To  hide  her  loose  love. 

Thwack.  Give  me  a  baggage  that  has  brains ! — 
but,  Pallatine, 
Did  not  I  at  first  persuade  thee,  those  two 
Trim  gentlemen,  her  squires,  might  happily 
Mbtake  the  person  unto  whom  the  message  was 
Disposed ;  and  that  myself  was  he  ? 
E.  Pal.  Thou  didst;  and  thou  hast  got, knight 
by  this  hand, 
I  think,  the  Mogul's  niece ;  she  cannot  be 
Of  lets  descent,  the  height  and  strangeness  of 
Hcurport  denote  her  foreign,  and  of  great  blood. 
Tkmaek.  What  should  the  Mogul's  niece  do 

hereP 
E,  PaL  Alas,  thy  ears  are  buried  ia  a  wool- 
sack; 
Thou  hear'st  no  news :  'ds  all  the  voice  in  court, 
Tliat  she  is  sent  hither  in  disguise,  to  learn 
To  play  on  the  guittar,  and  make  almond-butter. 
But  whither  this  preat  lady  that  I  bring 
Thee  to,  be  the,  is  yet  not  quite  confirmed. 


Thwack.  ThoQ  talk'tt  o'  the  high  and  ttruge 
comportment  that 
Thou  fonnd'sc  her  in. 

E.  PaL  Right,  sir ;  she  sat  on  a  rich  Pernaa 
qnill^ 
Threading  a  carckanet  of  pwe  round  pearl. 
Bigger  than  pigeons'  eges. 
Thwack.  Those  I  wiU  sell. 
E.  PaL  Her  maids  with  litde  rods  of  roie- 
mary. 
And  stalks  of  laf  euder,  were  brushing  ermioeif 
skins. 
Thwack.  Furs  for  the  winter;  Fll  line  mj 

breeches  with  them. 
E.  PaL  Her  young  smooth  pages  lay  round  at 
her  feet. 
Clothed  like  the  sophy's  sons,  and  all  at  dice; 
The  caster  six  wedges  a  cubit  long, 
Cries  one ;  another  comes,  a  tun  of  pistoleti^ 
And  then  is  covered  with  an  argpsie 
Laden  with  indigo  and  cochineal. 

Thwack.  This  must  be  the  great  Mogul's  niece. 
E.  PaL  As  for  her  grooms,  they  all  were  planted 
/  on 

Their  knees,  carousing  their  great  lady's  health 
In  perfumed  wines,  and  then  straight  qualified 
Their  wild  voluptuous  heats  with  cool  sherbet 
The  Turk's  own  julep. 

Thwack.  Knock,  Palladne ; 
Quick,  rogue ;  I  cannot  hold :  little  thought  I 
The  Thwacks  of  the  north  should  inocuUte 
With  the  Moguls  of  the  south ! 

[Pallatimb  AftocJb. 

Enter  Skoee* 

E.  PaL  Speak  sofUy,  master  constable ;  Fve 
brought 
The  very  he-bawd. 

Snore.  Blessing  on  your  heart,  sir ! 
My  watch  are  aUive  at  TreaTrip^  ^^  for  a 
Black  pudding  and  a  pound  of  Suffolk  cheese ; 
They'll  ha'  done  straight:  prsy  fetch  him  to 

me, 
I'll  call  them  down,  and  lead  him  to  a  by^room. 

Thwack.  Palladne,  what's  he  ? 

£.  PaL  The  lady's  Stewart,  sir, 
A  sage  philosopher,  and  a  grave  pander. 
One  that  hath  writ  bawdy  sonnets  in  Hebrew, 
And  those  so  well,  that  if  tbe  rabbins  were 
Alive,  'ds  thought  he  would  corrupt  their  wive& 
Follow  me,  knight. 

Tkvack.  Palladne, 
Half  the  large  treasure  that  I  get  is  vour's. 

11.  PaL  Good  faith,  my  friend,  when  you  are 
once  possessed 
Of  all,  'ds  as  your  conscience  will  vouchsafe. 


^  Jtgrippa  — ^maKiif  Jgrippa,  who  wrote  cencembig  wonderful  secrets,  &c«        S. 
3S  Liith  Muigrowe^'^See  the  ballad  in  Dt  Fcrcifs  Melifies  ofJncUnt  Pottrjf,  vol.  3.  p.  fil. 
^  Trm  Trtp.-^K  vulgar  game. 
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TkDoek.  Do'ftt  thou  suspect  ?  Ill  stay  bete  till 
thou  fetch 
A  bible  and  a  cushion,  and  swear  kneeling. 

E,  PaL  My  fairh  shall  rather  cozen  me ;  walk  in 
With  this  philosopher — No  words,  for  he's 
APjrthagorean,^^  and  professes  silence. 

My  ring,  master  constable 

[Snore  gives  him  his  Ring,  and  then 
exit  with  Thwack. 
Here  jet  my  reputation's  safe :  should  he 
Have  heard  or  my  mischaDce,  and  not  accost 

panied 
With  this  defeat  upon  hismalf,  his  mirth 
And  tyranny  had  l^n  'bove  human  sufferance. 


Now  for  the  Lady  Anple;  she,  I  guess, 

Looks  on  me  with  stvong  fervent  eyes:  sheV 

rich. 
And  could  I  work  her  into  profit,  'twould 
Procure  my  wit  immortal  memory ; 
But  to  be  gull'd  !  and  by  such  trifles  too. 
Dull  humble  gentlemen^  that  ne*er  drunk  wine 
But  on  some  coronation-day,  when  each 
Conduit  pisses  claret  at  the  town  chaiipre.  -%^ 
Well ;  though  'tis  worse  tlum  steel  or  marble  to 

Digest,  yet  I  have  learned, One  stop  in  a 

Career,  taints  not  a  rider  with  disgrace ; 
But  may  procure  him  breath  to  wm  tht  race. 

[Exit. 


ACT    IV. 


SCENE  L 


Snter  Younger  Pallatine,  Engine,  Meager, 
Pert;  Pallatine  richitf  clothed. 

Eng.  Your  brother's  in  the  house;  the  letter 
•which 
I  sent  to  tempt  him  hither,  wrought  above 
The  reach  of  our  desires :  My  lady,  sir. 
He  does  believe  is  sick  to  death,  and  all 
In  languishmeut  for  his  dear  love. 

Y.  PaL  Pert  and  Meager,  though  you  have  both 
good  faces. 
They  must  not  be  seen  here ;  there  is  below 
A  brother  of  mine,  whom,  I  take  it,  you 
Have  used  not  over  tenderly.  . 

Mea.  'Slight,  he  must  needs  remember  us. 

Pert.  We'll  sooner  stay  to  out-face  a  basilisk. 
Whither  shall  we  go  ? 

Y,  PaL  To  Snore  the  constable ;  Morglay  is 
still 
A  prisoner  in  his  house ;  take  order  for's 
Release,  as  I  projected ;  but  do  you  hear  ? 
He  must  not  free  him  till  I  coaie. 

Pert.  Pall,  will  the  dull  ruler  of  the  night.  Pall, 
01^  thy  edict? 

I.  Pal,  His  wife  will,  and  she's  his  constable ; 
Name  me  but  to  her,  and  she  does  homage. 

Mea,  Enough,  we  will  attend  thee  there. 

Eng,  This  way,  gentlemen. 

[Exeunt  Engine,  Pert,  Meager 

Enter  Elder  Pallatine. 

E.  PaL  What's  this?  an  apparition,  a  ghost  em- 
broidered ? 
Sure  he  has  got  the  devil  for  his  tailor. 
Y,  PaL  Good  morrow,  brother,  morrow. 
E,  PaL  You  are  in  glory,  sir ;  I  like  this  flour- 
ishing. 
The  lily,  too,  looks  handsome  for  a  month  ; 


But  you,  I  hope,  vriU  last  out  the  whole  year* 
r.  PaL  What  flourishing?  O  sir,  belike  jom 
mean 
My  clothes ;  they  are  rags,  coarse  homely  rag% 
believ*t;  ^ 

Yet  they  will  serve  for  the  winter,  sir,  when  I 
Ride  post  in  Sussex  ways. 

£.  PaL  This  gaiety  denotes 
Some  solitary  treasure  in  the  pocket. 
And  so  you  may  become  a  lender  too ; 
You  know  I'm  far  from  home. 

y.  PaL  I'U  lend  nothing  but  good  counsel  and 
wit. 

E,  PaL  Why  sure  you  have  no  factors,  sir,  in 

Delpb, 
Leghorn,  Aleppo,  or  the  Venetian  Isles, 
That  by  their  traffic  can  advance  you  thus ; 
Mor  do  you  trade  in  the  city  by  retail 
In  our  small  wares ;  ail  that  you  get  by  law. 
Is  but  a  doleful  execution 
After  arrest;  and  for  your  power  in  court, 
I  knnw,  your  stockings  being  on,  you  are 
Admitted  in  the  presence. 

F.  PaL  What  d*»€s  this  infer,  br. 

Men  of  design  are  chary  of  their  minutes; 
Be  quick  and  subtle. 

E.  PaL  The  inference  is, 

You  prosper  by  my  documents ;  and  what 
You  have  achieved,  roust  be  by  your  good  wits. 

F.  PaL  If  you  had  had  a  Sybil  to  your  nurs^ 
You  could  not,  sir,  have  a'uned  nearer  the  truth. 
I  saw  your  ears  and  bags  were  shut  to  all 
Intents  of  bounty,  therefore  was  enforced 

Into  this  way :  and  'twas  at  first  somewhat 
Against  my  conscience  too. 

E.  PaL  If  not  to  vex 

The  zealous  spirit  in  you,  I  would  know  why  ? 

F.  PaL  Good  faith,  I've  searched  records^  aal 

cannot  find 
That  Magna  Charta  does  allow  a  subject 


17  A  Pj^Afl^«fam«— Ailndbg  to  tliq  seven  yean  silence  imposed  by  Pythagoras  on  his  dlKipIes* 
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To  live  by  his  wits :  there  is  no  statute  for^t. 
J5.  PaL  Your  common  lawyer  was  do  anti- 
quary. 
y.  FaL  And  then,  credit  me,  sir,  the  canons  of 
The  church  authorise  no  such  thing. 

E.  PaL  You  have  met  with  a  dull  civilian 

too. 
Y.  PaL  Yet,  brother,  tliese  impediments  can- 
not 
Choke  up  my  way ;  I  must  still  on. 

£.  PaL  And  you  believe  the  stories  of  young 
heirs 
Enforced  to  sign  at  midnight,  to  appease 
The  sword> man's  wrath,  may  be  out-done  by  you. 
Y,  Pal,  I  were  unkind  else  to  my  own  good 

parts. 
JS.  PaL  And  that  your  wit  has  power  to  tempt 
from  the 
Severe,  grave  bench,  the  aldermen  themselves, 
To  rifle  where  you  please,  for  Acarfs,  feathers^ 
And  for  race  nap. 

Y.  PaL  It  is  believed,  sir,  in  a  trice. 
JS.  PaL  And  that  your  wit  can  lead  our  reve- 
rend matrons. 
And  testy  widows  of  fourscore,  to  seal 
(And  in  their  smocks)  for  frail  commodities 
To  elevate  your  punk. 

Y'  PaL  AH  this,  sir,  is  so  easy, 
Jdj  faith  would  swallow't  though*t  had  a  sore 
throat. 
E,  PaL  Give  me  thy  hand.    This  day  I'll  cut 
off  the  entail 
Of  all  my  lands,  and  disinherit  thee. 
r.  PaL  Will  you,  sir?  I  thank  ye. 

E.  PaL  But  mark  me,  brother ;  for  there's  jus- 

tice in't 
i^dmits  of  no  reproof:  what  should  you  do 
With  land,  that  have  a  portion  in  your  brain 
Above  all  legades  or  heritage  ? 

F.  PaL  I  conceive  you. 

E>  PaL  O  to  live  here  in  the  fair  metropolis    . 
Of  our  great  isle,  a  free  inheritor 
Of  every  modes^  or  voluptuous  wish 
Thy  young  desires  can  breathe ;  and  not  obliged 
To  the  plow-man's  toils,  or  lazy  reaper's  sweat ; 
To  make  the  world  thy  farm,  and  every  man 
I^ss  witty  than  thyself,  tenant  for  life ; 
'These  are  the  glories  that  proclaim  a  true 
Philosophy  and  soul,  in  him  that  climbs 
To  reach  them  with  neglect  of  fame  and  life. 

F.  PaL  He  carries  it  bravely  :  As  he  had  felt 
Nothing  that  fits  his  own  remorse :  but  knowy 
Sir  Eaple,  the  higher  that  you  fly,  the  less 
You  will  appear  to  us,  dim^sighted  fowl, 
Thfit  flutter  here  below. — Brother,  farewell, 
They  say  tlie  lady  of  this  house  groans  for 
.your  love;  the  tafne  sipk  fool  \t  rich,  l^t  not 


Your  pride  beguile  yofnr  profit.  [Eaeit, 

E.  PaL  1  suspect  him.    Not  all  the  skill  I  have 
In  reason  or  in  nature,  can  pronounce 
Him  free  from  the  defeat  upon  my  gold 
And  jewels ;  'twas  like  a  brother :  but  for 
His  two  confederates,  though  i  should  meet 
Them  in  a  mist,  darker  than  night  or  southera 

fens 
Produce,  my  eyes  would  be  so  courteous,  sure, 
To  let  me  know  them. 

Enter  Ample,  carried  in  at  tick  on  a  Couch; 
Lucy,  Enoive,  Ginet. 

Eng,  Room  !  more  air !  if  heavenly  ministers 
Have  leisure  to  cousider  or  assist 
The  best  of  ladies,  let  them  shew  it  now ! 

Lucy,  How  do  you,  madam  ?  Oh,  I  shall  lose 
The  chief  example  of  mternal  love, 
Of  gentle  grace  and  feature,  that  the  world 
Did  ever  shew,  to  dignify  our  sex. 

Eng,  Work  on;  1  must  stand  sentinel  be- 
neath. [Exiii 

E,  PaZnrtifer  disease  grown  up  to  such  extr^ 
mity? 
Then  it  is  time  I  seem  to  suffer  too. 
Or  else  my  hopes  will  prove  sicker  than  she. 

Lucy,  More  cruel   than  the  panther  on  lus 
prey, 
Why  speak  you  not  ?  no  comfort  from  your  lips  J 
You,  sir,  that  are  the  cause  of  this  sad  hour. 

Oin.  He  stands  as  if  his  legs  had  taken  root; 
A  very  mandrake.  ^^ 

E,  PaL  How  comes  it,  lady,  all  these  beantiet 
that 
But  yesterday  did  seem  to  teach 
The  spring  to  flourish  and  rejoice,  so  soon 
Are  withered  from  our  sight. 

Amp,  It  is  in  vain  to  iui^uire  the  reason  of 
That  grief,  whose  remedy  is  past :  had  you 
But  felt  so  much  remorse,  or  softness  in 
Your  heart,  as  would  have  made  you  nobly  just 
And  pitiful,  the  mourners  of  this  day 
Had  wanted  then  their  dead  to  weep  upon. 

E,  PaL  Am  I  the  cause  ?  forbid  it,  gentle  Hea- 
ven! 
The  virgins  of  our  land,  when  this  is  told. 
Will  raise  the  monumental  building  where 
My  buried  flesh  shall  dwell,  and  throw  my  dust 
Before  the  sportive  winds,  till  I  am  blown 
About  in  parcels,  less  than  eye-sight  can 
Discern. 

Lucy,  She  listens  to  you,  ur. 

E'  PaL  If  I  am  guilty  of  neglect, 
Give  me  a  taste  of  duty,  name  how  far 
1  shall  submit  to  love :  the  mind  hath  no 
Desease  above  recovery,  if  we 
Di^ve  courage  to  remoi'e  despair. 


I*  J  very  mandrat^.^X  plant  yrhkh  |8  sai^  to  possess  the  figure  of  m^ 
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Amp.  O  sir,  the  pridt  and  scorns  with  wkidi 
3roa  first 
Pid  eetertain  my  pftssions  and  regard^ 
Have  word  my  easy  heart  away;  niy  hreast 
Is  emptier  than  mine  etes,  that  have  distilled 
Their  balls  t6  funeral  dew.    It  is  too  late. 

Lucy.  Oinet,  my  fears  hare  in  them  too  much 
prophecy ; 
I  toM  thee  she  would  ne'er  recover. 

Gin.  For  my  poor  part,  I  wish  no  easier  bed 
At  night  than  the  cold  grave  where  she  must  lie, 

Amp.  Luce,  Luce !  intreat  the  gentleman  to  sit 

Xticy.  Sit  near  her,  sir ;  you  hear  her  voice 
grows  weak. 

Amp,  That  you  may  see  your  scorns  could  not 
persuade 
My  love  to  thoughts  of  daager  or  revenge, 
Toe  faint  remainder  of  my  breath  V\i  waste 
In  legacies,  and,  sir,  to  3^ou ;  you  shall 
Have  all  the  laws  will  sufier  me  to  give. 

E.  PaL  Who,  I  f  sweet  saint^  take  heed  of  your 
last  deeds ; 
Tour  bounty  carries  cmming  murder  int ; 
I  shall  be  killed  with  kindness,  and  depart 
Weeping,  like  a  fond  infknt,  whom  the  nurse 
Would  sooth  too  early  to  his  bed. 

Lucv.  Nay,  sir,  no  remedy ;  you  must  have  all. 
Though  you  procured  her  death,  the  world  shall 

not 
Beport  she  died  beholden  to  yoa. 

ihn.  Oo  to  her,  sir,  she'll  speak  with  you  again. 

Amp.  Sir,  if  mine  eyes,  in  all  their  health  and 

Had  not  £e  power  to  warm  yo^  into  lore. 
Where  are  my  hopes,  now  they  are  dim,  and 

have 
Ahnost  forgot  the  benefit  of  light? 

E.  PaL  Not  love !  lady  !  Queen  of  my  heart ! 
what  oaths 
Or  eiecfations  can  pcrsnade  your  faith 
Ttom  such  a  cruel  jealousy? 

Amp,  Vd  have  some  testimony,  sir ;  if  but 
To  assure  the  world,  my  love,  and  bounty  at 
My  death,  were  both  conferred  oft  one  thatshew'd 
So  roach  requital,  as  declares  he  was 
Of  gentle  human  race. 

E.Pal.  What  shall  I  do? 
Prescribe  me  dangers  now,  hornd  as  those 
Which  midnight  fires  beget  in  cities  overgrown^ 
Or  winter  storms  produce  at  sea;  and  try 
How  far  my  love  will  make  roe  venture  to 
Augment  the  esteem  of  your's. 

Amp.  That  trial  of  your  love  which  1  request, 
Implies  no  danger,  sir ;  'tis  not  in  me 
To  urge  any  thing,  but  what  your  own  de«res 
Would  chuse. 

£.  PaL  Name  it:  like  eager  mastiffs,  chmned 
From  the  encounter  of  their  game,  my  hot 
Fierce  appetite  diminisheth  my  strength. 

Amp.  Tisotily  this;  for  fear  Some  other  should 
Enjoy  you  when  I  am  cold  in  my  last  sleep^ 
1  would  intreat  you  to  sit  here;  grow  ack. 


Langmsh,  and  die  witfi  me. 

£.  PaL  How !  die  with  you  * 

[Taket  Luct  aside. 
Twere  fit  you  hastened  her  to  write  down  all 
She  can  bestow,  and  in  some  form  of  law : 
I  fear  she's  mad ;  her  senses  are  so  lost. 
She'll  never  find  them  to  her  use  again. 

Lucy,  I  pray  sir,  why  ? 

E.  PaL  Did  you  not  hear  what  a  fantastic 
suit 
She  makes,  that  I  would  sit  and  die  with  her? 

Lucy.  Does  this  request  seem  strange?  you 
will  do  little 
For  a  lady,  that  deny  to  bring  her 
Onward  lier  last  journey ;  or  is't  your  thrift? 
Alas,  you  know,  souls  travel  without  charge. 

E.  PaL  Her  .little  skull  is  tainted  too. 

Amp,  Is  he  not  willing.  Luce  ? 

J5.  PaL  My  best,  dear  lady,  I  am  williag  to 
Resign  myselt  to  any  thing  but  death. 
Do  not  suspect  my  kindness  now :  in  troth 
I've  business  upon  earth,  will  hold  me  here 
At  least  a  score  or  two  of  years ;  but,  whea 
That's  done,  t  am  content  to  follow  you. 

Amp.  If  this  persuasion  cannot  reach  at  your 
Consent,  yet  let  me  witness  so  mudi  k^e 
In  you,  as  may  enforce  your  languish  and 
Decay,  for  my  departure  from  your  si^ht. 

Lucy.  Can  you  do  less  than  languish  for  ber 
death? 
Sit  down  here  and  hegin ;  true  sorrow,  sir. 
If  you  have  any  in  your  breast,  will  quickly 
Bring  you  low  enough. 

E.  PaL  Alas,  good  ladies,  do  you  think  my  lan^ 
guishment 
And  grief  is  to  begin  upon  me  now? 
Heaven  knows  how  I  have  pined  and  groaned, 

•  since  first 
Your  letter  p?e  me  knowledge  of  the  cause. 
«  Lucy.  It  IS  not  seen,  sir,  in  your  face. 

E  PaL  Mv  face !  I  grant  you,  I  bate  inwardly; 
Vm  scorched  and  dried,  with  sighing,  to  a  muio* 


my: 


My  heart  and  liver  are  not  big  enough 

To  choke  a  daw.    A  lamb  laid  on  the  altar  for 

A  sacrifice  hath  much  more  entrails  in't. 

Lucy.  Yet  still  your  sorrow  alters  not  your  face. 

E,  PaL  Why  no,  I  say ;  no  man  that  ever  was 
Of  nature's  makin<^  hath  a  face  moulded 
With  less  help  for  h^rpocrisy  than  mine. 

Gin.  Great  pity,  sir. 

E,  PaL  Though  I  endured  the  diet  and  the 
flux. 
Lay  seven  days  buried  op  to  the  lips  like  a 
Diseased  sad  Indian,  in  warm  sand,  whilst  his 
Afflicted  female  wipes  his  salt  foam  off 
With  her  own  hair,  feeds  him  with  buds  of  gut* 

cum 
For  his  sallad,  and  pulp  of  salsa  for 
His  bread :  I  say,  all  this  endured,  would  npt 
Concern  my  face.    Nothing  can  decline  that. 

Amp,  Yet  jou  are  used,  sir,  to  bate  iowardly  ? 
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E.  PaL  More  than  heirs  unUmcled,  or  uDJoin- 
tured  wives. 

ERier  £noine. 

Ettg.  What  shall  we  do?  Sir  Tyrant  Thrift's 
come  home. 

E.  PaL  Sir  Tyrant  Thrift ! 

Lucy,  My  lady's  guardian,  sir* 

Amp,  He  meets  Uie  expected  hoar,  just  to  my 
wish. 

Lucy,  What,  hath  he  hrought  a  husband  for 
my  lady  ? 

Eng,  There  is  a  certain  one-legged  gentleman, 
Whose  better  half  of  limbs  is  wood ;  for  whom 
Kind  nature  did  provide  no  hands  to  prevent 
Stealing ;  and,  tu  augment  his  gracefulness^ 
lie's  crooked  as  a  witches  pin. 

Lucy,  Is  he  so  much  wood  ? 

Eng,  So  much,  that  if  my  lady  were  in  health, 
And  married  to  him,  as  her  guardian  did 
Propose,  we  should  have  an  excellent  generation 
Of  bed-staves. 

Lucy.  When  does  lie  come  ? 

Eng,  To*nighr,  ifhis  slow  litter  will  consenr; 
For  they  convey  mm  tenderly,  lest  his 
Sharp  bones  should  grate  together.    Sir  Pallattne, 
I  wish  you  could  escape  my  roaster's  sight. 

E.  Pal.  Is  he  coming  hither  ? 

Eng,  He's  at  the  door.  My  lady's  sickness  wu 
No  sooner  told  him,  but  he  streight  projects 
To  proflfer  her  a  will  of  his  own  making : 
lie  means,  sir,  to  be  heir  of  all.    {f  he 
Sliould  see  you  here,  he  would  suspect  my  loyalty. 
And  doubt  you  for  some  cunning  instrument. 
That  mcaus  to  interrupt  his  covetous  hopes. 

E.  PaL  Tlujn  111  i>e  gone. 

Eag.  No,  sir ;  he  needs  must  meet  you  in 
Your  passage  down ;  be^es,  it  is  not  fit 
For  you,  and  your  great  hopes,  with  my  depen- 
dency 
On  both,  to  have  you  absent  when  my  lady  dies; 
I  know  you  must  have  all.    Sir,  I  could  wish 
That  we  might  hide  you  hero. — 
Draw  out  the  chest  witbio,  that's  big  enough 
To  hold  you ;  it  were  dangerous  to  have 
JVIy  lady^  guardian  to  fmd  you,  sir. 

[i%fy  draw  {n  a  Chest, 

E,  PaL  How !  laid  up  like  a  brushed  gown, 
under  lock 
And  key !  b]^  this  good  light,  not  I. 

Lucy,  O  sir,  if  but  to  save  the  honour  of 
Your  piistress'  fame :  what  will  lie  think  to  sec 
So  comely  and  so  streight  a  gentleman 
Converse  here  with  a  lady  in  her  chamlier  ? 
And  in  a  time  that  makes  for  his  suspicion  too, 
When  he's  from  home? 

E.  PaL  I  hate  inclosure,  I ; 
It  is  the  humour  of  a  dihtrcss'd  rat 

Guh  It  is  retiremeot,  sir;  and  you'll  come 
forth 
Again  so  sage  ! 

Jmp,  Sir  Pallatine ! 

Lucy.  Your  lady  calls,  sir;  to  herj  and  be  kind. 
VOL.  I. 


Amp,  WiU  yon  permit  the  last  of  all  my  hours. 
Should  be  defiled  with  infamy,  proclaimed 
By  lewder  tongues  to  be  unchaste,  even  at 
My  death  ?  What  wiU  my  guardian  guess,,  to  find 
You  here  ?  . .  ,      ,         •i^ 

E,  PaL  No  mor^  111  in  ;  but  think  on  t,  g^tle. 
lady; 
Firft  to  bate  inwardly,  and  then  to  h«TO 
My  outward  person  shut  thus  and  enclosed 
From  day-light,  and  your  coippany ;  I  «^J» 
But  think,  if t  be  not  worse  than  death. ,    ^^    ^ 
[He  enters  the  Chest. 
Amp.  Jjock  him  up,  Luce,  safe  as  thy  maiden- 
head. ^ 

Enter  Sir  Tyrant  Thrift. 
Thrift.  Engine,  where's  my  charge,  Engine,  u^ 

dear  charge  ? 
Eng,  Sick,  as  I  told  you,  sir ;  and  lost  to  all 
The  hope  that  earthly  med'cine  can  procure ; 
Her  physidans  have  tiMten  their  last  fees. 
And  then  went  hence  shaking  their  empty  heads, 
As  they  had  left  less  brain  tlian  hope. 

Thrift.  Alas,  poor  charge  I  come,  let  me  see 

her.  Engine.  ^     ,  i. 

Lucy,  At  dUtance,  sir,  I  pray;  ^or  I  have 
heard  . 

Your  breath  is  somewhat  sour  wltb  overfasting, 

•  sir, 
On  holiday  eves. 

Thrift.  Ha !  what  is  she,  Enj^? 
Eng.  A  pore  good  soul,  one  that  your  ward 
desired, 
For  love  and  kindred's  sake,  to  have  near  her  at 
Her  death ;  she'U  outwbteh  H  long  rush  candle. 
And  reads  to  her  all  night  the  pDsy  of 
Spiritual  (lowers. 

Thrift.  Does  she  not  gape  for  legacies? 
Eift^.  Fie,  no ;  there's  a  cornelian  ring,  perhaps, 
Slie  aims  at,  cost  ten  groats;  or  a  wrought  smock, 
My  Uidy  made  now  'gainst  her  wedding,  sir ; 
Trifles,  which  maids  desire  to  weep  upon 
With  funeral  taje^  after  a  midnight  posset. 
Thrift,  Thou  said*st  below,  slie  hath  made  nie 

her  heir, 
Eng.  Of  all,  evca  to  her  slippers  and  her  pins. 
Amp.  Luce,  mcthought.  Luce,  I  heard  my  guar- 
dian's voice. 
Eng.  It  seems  her  senses  are  grown  warm 
again ; 
Your  presence  iviil  recover  her. 

Thrift,  Will  it  recover  her?  then  I'll  be  gone. 
Eng.  No,  sir ;  she'll  streight  grow  cold  again. 
On,  on ; 
She  looks  that  you  would  speak  to  her. 

Thrijt.  Alas,  poor  charge !  I  little  thought  to 
see 
This  doleful  day ! 

Amp,  We  ail  are  mofta),  sir. 
Thrift.  Vve  taken  care  and  labour  to  provide 
A  husband  for  thee ;  he's  in*s  litter  now. 
Hastening  to  town ;  a  fine  young  gciitlemao, 
I  Only  a  little  rumpled  in  the  wo^nb, 
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With  falls  his  mother  took  after  his  making. 
Amp»  Death  is  my  husband  now ;  but  yet  I 
thank 
You  for  your  tender  pains,  and  wbh  you  would 
Continue  it,  in  quiet  governing  my  legacies* 
"When  I  am  past  the  power  to  see  it,  sir, 
You>  shall  enjoy  all. 

Thr^,  This  will  occasion  more  church  build- 
ing, 
And  raisibg  of  new  hospitals ;  there  were 
Enow  before;  but,  Charge, you*ll  have  it  so. 
Amp,  ril  make,  sir,  one  request ;  which  I  have 
hope 
You*ll  grant,  in  thankfulness  to  all  my  bounty. 
Thr^t,  O,  dear  Charge!  any  thing:  your  cou- 
sin here 
Shall  witness  the  consent  and  act. 

Am]^»  Because  I  would  not  have  my  vanities 
Remam,  as  fond  examples,  to  persuade 
An  imitation  in  those  ladies  that 
Succeed  my  youthful  pride  i'thc  town :  my  plumes, 
Fantastic  flowers,  and  chains ;  my  haughty  rich 
Embroideries,  my  gaudy  gowus,  and  wanton  jewels, 
1  have  locked  within  a  chest. 

Luc^,  There,  sir,  there  the  chest  stands. 
Amp,  And  I  desire  it  may  be  buried  with  me. 
Thrift,  Engine,  take  care.  Engine,  to  sec  it  done. 
Amp,  Now,  sir,  I  beseech  you  leave  me :  for 
'twill 
But  make  my  death  more  sorrowful,  thus  to 
Continue  my  Converse  with  one  I  so 
IVIuch  loVe,  and  must  forsake  at  last. 

Thrift,  Alack,  alack !— Bury  her  to-night,  En- 
gine. 
Eng,  Not,  sir,  unless  she  dies.   Her  ancestors 
Have  sojourned  lone  here  in  St  Barthol'mews, 
And  there's  a  vault  i^  the  parish  church,  kept  only 
For  her  family ;  she  must  be  buried  there. 
Thrift,  Aye,  Engine,  aye :  and,  let  me  see ;  the 
church, 
Thou  know'st,  joins  to  my  house;  a  good  preven- 
tion 
From  a  large  walk;  'twill  save  the  charge  of 
torch-light. 
Eng,  What  funeral  guests?  the  neighbours,  sir, 
will  look 
To  be  invited. 

Thrift,  No  more  than  will  suffice 
To  carry  down  the  corpse ;  and,  <hou  know'st, 

Engine, 
She  is  no  great  weight. 

Eng,  And  what  to  entertain  them,  sir? 
Thrift,  A  little  rosemary,  which  thou  may'tt 
steal 
From  the  Temple  garden ;  and  as  many  comfits 
As  might  serve  to  christen  a  watchman^  bastard : 
Twill  be  enough. 

Eng,  This  will  not  do ;  your  citizen 
Is  a  most  fierce  devourer,  sir,  of  plumbs  i 
Six  will  destroy  as  many  as  can  make 
A  b;i  liquet  for  an  army. 

Thrift,  I'll  have  no  more,  En^ne/ 


ri!  have  no  more:  nor,  d'  you  hear,  no  burnt 

wine; 
I  do  not  like  this  drinking  healths  to  the  memory 
O'  the  dead ;  it  is  prophane. 

En^.  You  are  obeyed : 
But,  sir,  let  me  advise  you  now,  to  trust 
The  care  and  benefit  of  all  your  fate 
Presents  you  in  this  house,  to  my  discretion ) 
And  get  you  instantly  to  horse  again. 

Thrift.  Why, Engine?  speak. 

Eng,  In  brief:  you  know,  that  all 
The  writines  which  concern  your  ward's  estate 
Lie  at  her  lawyer's,  fifteen  miles  from  hence. 
Your  credit,  he  not  knowing,  sir,  she's  sick. 
Will  easily  tempt  them  to  your  own  possession : 
Whicli,  once  enjoyed,  you're  free  from  all  litigi* 

ous  suits 
His  envy  might  incense  her  kindred  to. 

Thrift,  Enough,  Engine ;  I  am  gone. 

Eng,  If  you  should  meet  the  crooked  lover  in 
His  litter,  sir,  (as  'tis  your  own  road) 
You  may  persuade  liim  move  like  a  crab,  back- 
ward; 
For  here's  no  mixture  but  with  worms. 

Thrift.  Tis  well  thought  on,  Engine;  farewell. 
Engine : 
Be  faithful,  and  be  rich. 

Eng,  My  breeding;  and 
Good-manners,  sir,  teach  me  t^attend  your  bounty. 

Thrift,  But,  Engine,  I  could  wish  she  would  be 
sure 
To  die  to-night. 

Eng,  Alas,  good  soul !  Ill  undertake 
She- shall  do  any  thing  to  please  you,  sir. 

\Exit  Thrift. 

Amp.  Engine,  thou  hast  wrought  above  the  power 
Of  accident  or  art. 

En^.  If  you  consider't  with  a  just 
And  lib'ral  brain  i  first,  to  prevent 
The  access  and  tedious  visits  of  the  fiend. 
His  love- sick  monster;  and  then  rid  him  hence 
Upon  a  journey,  to  preserve  this  house 
Empty,  and  free  to  celebrate  the  rest 
Of  our  designs. 

Lucy.  This,  Engine,  is  thy  holiday. — 

(Lucy  knocks  at  the  Chett. 
What  hoa !  Sir  Pallatine,  are  ypu  within  ? 

E.FaL  Is  Sit  Tyrant  Thrift  gone?  open,  lady, 
open.^ 

Lucy.  The  casement,  sir,  I  will  a  little,  to 
Increase  your  witship's allowance  of  air; 

[Opens  a  tncket  at  the  end  of  the  Chest, 
But  th'  trotn,  for  liberty  of  limbs,  you  may 
As  soon  expect  it  in  a  galley,  sir, 
Alter  six  murders  and  a  rape. 

E.  Pal  How  !  lady  of  the  lawn? 

Lucy.  Sir  Launcelot, 
You  may  believ't,  if  your  discreet  faith  please. 
This  tenement  is  cheap ;  here  you  shall  dwell, 
Keep  home,  and  be  no  wanderer. 

E,  Pal,  The  pox  take  mc  if  I  like  this;  sure, 
when 
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Th'  ad?]oe  of  th'  andcnts  is  bat  asked,  tbejril  say 
I  am  now  worse  than  in  the  state  of  a  bawd. 

Eng.  D' you  know  this  lady,  sir? 

£.  FaL  The  Lady  Ample ! 
Her  Teil's  off  too,  and  in  the  losty  garb 
OCJiealth  and  merriment !  Now  shall  I  grow 
As  modest  as  a  snail,  that  in's  affliction 
Shrinks  op  himself  and's  horns  into  his  shell, 
Ashamed  still  to  be  seen. 

Amp,  Couldst  thou  heliere. 
Thou  bearded  babe,  thou  dull  ineenderer, 
Male  rather  in  the  back  than  in  the  brain. 
That  I  could  sicken  (or  thy  love?  for  tlie  cold 
JBocietf  of  a  thin  northern  wit  ?     [E.  Pal.  sings* 

R  ral.  Vien  Trojans^^  waily  with  great  remorse. 
The  Greeks  are  locked  t*  the  wooden  horse. 

Enter  Younger  Pallatine. 

X«cy.  Pall,  come  in.  Pall,  'tis  done;  the  spa- 
cious man 
Of  land  is  now  contented  with  his  own  length. 

Amp.  Your  brother*s  come  to  see  you,  sir. 

JS.  Poi.  Brother!  mad  girls  these!  couldst  thou 
believ't,  sirrah  ? 
I  am  coffined  up  like  a  salmon  pie. 
New  sent  from  De'nshire  for  a  tokea    Come, 
Break  up  the  chest. 

F.  FaL  Stay,  brother ;  whose  chest  is  it  ? 

J5.  FaL  Thou'lt  ask  more  questions  than  a  con- 
stable 
In*s  sleep ;  pr'ythee  dispatch. 

F.  FaL  Brother,  I  can 
But  mark  the  malice  and  the  envy  of 
Your  nature ;  I  am  no  sooner  exalted 
To  rich  possessions  and  a  glorious  mein. 
But  straight  you  tempt  roe  to  a  forfeiture 
Of  all ;  to  commit  felony,  break  open  chests. 

E.  FaL  O  for  Dame  Patience,  the  fool's  mis- 

tress! 

F.  FaL  Brother,  you  have  prayed  well ;  Hea- 

ven send  her  you : 
You  must  forsake  your  own  fair  fertile  soil, 
To  live  here  by  your  wits. 

Xtfcy.  And  dream,  sir,  of 
Bojoymg  goodly  ladies  six  yards  high, 
Wuh  satin  trains  behind  them,  ten  yards  long. 

Amp,  Clothed  all  in  purple,  and  embroidered 
with 
Bipbossatents  wrought  in  imagery,  the  works 
Of  the  ancient  poets  drawn  into  similitude, 
And  cunning  shape. 

Gin,  And  this  attained,  sir,  by  your  wits. 

F.  Fal.  Nothing  could  please  your  haughty 
palate,  but 
The  moscatelli,  and  Frootiniac  grape; 


Your  Turin  and  your  Tusqn  veal;  with  red 
L^ed  partridge  of  the  Ge.ioa  hills. 

Erig,  With  your  broad  liver  o'  the  Venetian 
goose, 
Fattened  by  a  Jew ;  and  your  aged  carp. 
Bred  iVthe  Geneva  lake.  , 

Af^»  Lucy,  Gin,  AU  this  maintained,  sir,  by 

your  wits. 
Eng,  And  then  you  talked,  »r,  of  you^  spails 
ta'en  from  . 

The  dewy  marble  quarries  of  Carrara,    [ 
And  soused  in  Lucca  oil ;  with  cream  of  Switzer 

land, 
And  Genoa  paste. 

Y,  FaL  Your  angelots  of  Brie ;  ^ 
Your  Marsolini,  and  Parmasan  of  Lodi ; 
Your  Malamucka  melons,  and  Cicilian  dates; 
And  then  to  close  your  proud  voluptuous  maw. 
Marmalade,  made  by  the  cleanly  nuns  of  Lisbon. 
Amp,  Lucy,  Gin,  And  still  thus  feasted  by  your 

wits. 
E,  FaL  Deafened  with  tyranny !  is  there  no 

end? 
Amp,  Yes,  sir,  an  end  of  you ;  you  shall  be  now 
Conveyed  into  a  close  dark  vault;  there  keep 
My  silent  grandsire  company,  and  all 
The  music  of  your  groans'  eugross  to  your  own 
ears. 

E,  FaL  How !  buried,  and  alive ! 

F.  FaL  Brother,  your  hand. 

Farewell ;  Tm  for  the  north :  the  fame  of  this 
Your  voluntary  death,  will  there  he  thought 
Pure  courtesy  to  me ;  I  mean  to  take 
Possession,  sir,  and  patiently  converse 

With  all  those  hinds,  those  herds,  and  fl(>cks, 
That  you  disdained  in  fulness  of  ^our  wit 

Lucy,  Help,  Pall,  to  carry  him;  he  takes  it 

heavily. 
JS.  FaL  ril  nqt  endur't :— fi^e !  murder !  fire ! 
treason ! 
Murder!  treason!  fire! 

Amp,  Alas,  you  are  not  heard ; 
The  bouse  contains  noi>e  but  ourselvctu 

[Exeunt,  carrying  out  the  Chest, 

Enter  Thwack,  Pert,  M£agei^. 
Fert,  We  bring  yoq,  sir,  commends  from  Pal- 
latine. 
Thwack.  I  had  as  lieve  y*  had  brought  it  from 
the  d^vil. 
Together  with  his  horns  boiled  to  a  jelly. 
For  a  cordial  against  lust. 
Mea,  We  mean  the  Younger  Pallatine;  one, 
sir. 
That  loves  your  person,  and  laments  this  chance, 


'^  Then  Trojms,  3fc. — Two  lines  of  an  ancient  ballad. 

^  Y9ur  angelots  0/ Bria— Skinner,  In  bis  E^ymologicon,  voce  Angelot,  says,  that  the  cheese  known  by 
that  name  is  brooght  from  Normandy ;  and  he  suppoises  it  to  have  been  so  called  from  some  prrson  pC  ^^e 
i  of  Aogelot  or  Angelo,  who  first  made,  and  perhaps  impressed  it  with  bis  own  name,  or  nuirk. 
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Whidi  his  fSedse  Inrot*  ter  hath  exposed  you  t(»* 

Per^.  Amly  as  wii  told  you,  sir,  by  \M  com- 
tnatra, 
We  hare  oompouDded  with  the  coDStable, 
In  whose  dark  house  you're  now  a  prisoner. 
But,  sir,  take*t  on  my  faith,  you  most  disburse; 
f'or  goM  is  a  restorative,  as  well 
To  liberty  as  health.*' 

nmack.  And  you  beliere. 
It  seems,  that  your  small,  tiny  Ofliber 
Will  take  his  nnction  iulhe  pahn,  as  lovingly 
As  yoot  exahcd  grandee,  that  awes  all 
With  hideous  voice  and  face  ? 

Pert,  Even  so  the  moderns  render  it. 

Thwack.  But,  gentlemen,  you  ask  a  hunJIred 
pounds ; 
Tis  all  IVe  left. 

Pert,  Sir,  do  but  think  what  a 
Prodigious  blemish  it  will  be,  both  to 
Your  ingenuity  and  fame,  to  be 
Betrayed  by  one,  that  is  believed  no  wittier  than 
Yourself,  and  lie  imprisoned  for  a  bawd. 

Thwack,  Sir,  name  it  not;  you  kill  mc  through 
the  ear : 
Fd  rather,  sir,  you'd  take  my  mother  from 
Her  grave,  and  put  her  to  do  penance  m 
Her  wind'mg^sheet.    There  is  the  suim 

Mea,  ril  in,  sir,  and  discliarge  yoa. 

Thwack,  Thes6  carnal  mulcts  and  tribates  are 
designed 
Only  to  suCTi  vam  people  as  have  land  ; 
Are  you  and  your  friend  landed,  sir  ? 

Pert,  Such  land  as  we  can  share,  sn-,in  the  map. 

Thwack,  Lo  you  there  now!   These  4ive  by 
their  wits: 
Why  i^Knild  not  I  take  the  next  key  1  meet. 
And  open  this  great  head,  to  try  if  there 
Be  any  branis  left,  but  sour  curds  alMiplomb- 

broih  ! 
Cozened  in  my  youth;  cozened  in  my  age! 
Sir,  do  you  judge,  if  I  have  cause  to  corse 
This  false  inhuman  town.  When  I'was  yeong, 
I  was  arrested  for  <a  stale  commodity 
Of  nut-crackens  long  gigs,  and  -casting-tops : 
Now  I  am  old,  imprisoned  for  a  bawd. 

Pert.  These  are  i»d  tales. 

Thwack,  I  will  write  down  to  the  country,  to 
dehort** 
The  gentry  from  coming  hither,  lettei^ 


Of  Btnmge  dirt  news ;  yon  MIX  disperse  theoiy 
sir. 
Pert.  Most  faithfully. 

Thwack.  That  there  are  leots  six  years  long, 
proclaimed  by  the  stiite : 
That  our  French  and  Deal  wkies  are  poiaoo#d  to 
With  brimstone,  by  the  HolUmder,  that  they 
Will  only  aarve  for  med'cine,  to  recover 
Children  of  the  itch  :  and  there  is  not  left 
Sack  enough  to  mull  for  a  parson's  cold. 
Pert.  Tkm  Meds  mast  terrify. 
Th»mek»  That  oar  theatres  are  rased  dotifi ; 
and  where 
They  stood,  hoarse  midnight  lectures  preached 

by  wives 
Of  comb-makers,  and  mldwhree  of  Towir-wharf. 
Pert.  Twill  take  impregnably. 
Thwack.  And  that  a  tiew  ptaiitation,  sir,  mark 
me^ 
Is  made  i*  the  Covent  Garden,  ffom  the  sutlerj 
O'  t^e  Getttan  camps  Mid  the  subiifis  of  Paris ; 
Where  sod)  a  salt  disease  reigns,  as  will  make 
Sassafras  dearer  than  anfcarns' hoitu 

Pert.  This  cannot  chuse  but  fright  tbe  gentry 
hence, 
Aod  more  impoverish  the  town,  than  a 
Subversion  of  their  fair  of  Bartholomew, 
The  absence  of  the  terms  and  court. 

Thwack.  You  shall,  if  my  projections  thrive,  in 
less. 
Sir,  than  a  year,  stable  your  horses  in 
The  New  Exchange,  and  gmze  them  in  the  Old. 

Enter  YovsGEn  Pallatine,  MEACERy  Quea* 
SY,  Snore,  Mrs  Skorb. 

Pert,  Jog  off;  there^  Pall,  treating  for  your 

liberty. 
Y.  P^  loe  canopy,  the  haagings,  and  the 
bed, 
Are  worth  more  than  yomr  rent;  come,  you're 

overpaid ; 
Besides,  the  gesilleman's  betrayed ;  be  is  ao  ba%vd. 

Snore,  Truly,  a  very  civil  geniiemaii ; 
'Las,  he  hath  only  roatred,  swd  swioni,aod  cursed. 
Since  he  was  ta'en ;  no  bawidry,  IH  assure  ye. 
Mrs  Snore.  Gossip  Queasy,  whate  gaod^yer  ^ 

wrndd  ye  have  f 
Quea,  I  am  content,  if  you  and  I  were  friends. 
Y.PaL  Come,  come,  a&ree;  *tis  I  that  ever 
bleed, 


♦■  Por  gold  it  a  reMtoraiive^  its  well 

To  liberty  m  health — Anthony  Wood  sayf,  that  Dr  William  Butler,  tbe  great  physician  of  Cambridce, 
coming  to  visit  Francis  Tresbani,  **  as  his  fashion  was,  gave  him  a  piece  of  very  pure  gold  to  pat  In  his 
mouth ;  apd  upon  taking  out  that  gold,  Butler  said  lie  was  pOtBOOed.'*— 1.  Jtthatm  X)xon,  S<0.  Potable 
gold  appears  to  have  been  a  considerable  article  in  tbe  Materia  Medica.  In  Baker*s  Practice  of  Ike  a«« 
oMd  old  Phitiek^  1&90,  p.  440,  &c.  it  is  esteemed  a  specific  in  a  vast  number  of  disorders. ^ 

^^  Dtkorir-^.  e.  advise  against, 4o  dissuade.    8. 

^?  Gopd  '3^er— See  notes  on  lUn£  tear,  by  Sir  Thomas  Hamner  and  0r  Farmer,  vol.  9.  p.  547*  edit. 
1178.    8. 
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And  soflSer  io  joor  wars. 

Mn  Smart.  Sweet  Master  PaUatine,  bear  me 
bot  speak ; 
Have  I  not  often  said,  Why,  neighboor  Queasy, 
Come  to  ray  house :  besides,  your  daughter  Mall, 
You  know,  last  pompion^time,  din^  with  me 

thrice. 
When  my  child's  best  yellow  stockings  were  mis- 

sing^ 
And  a  new  pewter  povinger,  marked  with  P.  L. 
Snore,  Aye,  for  Elizabeth  Snore, 
Mrt  Snore,  The  pewterer  that  marked  it  was 

my  uncle. 
Qtfeo.  Why,  did  my  daughter  steal  your  goods  ? 
Mrs  Snore.  You  bear  me  say  nothing;   but 
there  is 
As  bad  as  this,  I  warrant  you,  learnt  at 
The  bakehouse  i  1*11  have  no  oven  o'  mine  own 
shortly. 
T,  FnL  Come,  no  more  words;  there's  to  re- 
concile you. 
In  burnt  wine  and  cake :  go»  get  you  all  in ; 
I'm  full  of  business  and  strange  mystery. 

[Exeunt  Snors,  Mrs  Shore,  Queasy. 
Metu  A  hundred,  Pall ;  'twas  ail  hb  store ;  it 
Kes 
Here,  my  brave  boy,  warm  and  secure  in  pouch. 
Ptrt.  Well  share't  anon.— What  need  you 
blush,  sir  Morglay, 
L&e  a  maid  newly  undone  in  a  dark 
Entry  ?  there  are  disasters,  sure,  as  bad 
As  your*s,  recorded  in  the  city  annals. 

Tlmadt,  Your  brother  is  a  ^ntleroan  of  a 
Most  even  and  blessed  composition,  sir; 
His  venr  blood  is  made  of  holy  water, 
Less  salt  than  almond-milk. 

y.  FaL  My  silly  reprehensions  were  despised; 
Y'  would  be  his  disciple,  and  follow  bin 
In  a  new  path,  unknown  to  his  own  feet ; 
Yet  IVe  walked  in  it  since,  and  prospered,  as 
You  see,  without  or  land  or  tenement. 

Tkmack,  Tis  possible  to  live  bv  our  wits^  that  is 
As  evident  as  light ;  no  human  learning 
Shall  advise  me  from  that  faith. 

F.  PoL  Sir  Knight,  what  will  you  give,  worthy 
my  brain 
And  me,  if,  after  a  cbncealment  of 
Your  present  shame,  I  can  advise  how 
T  atchieve  such  store  of  wealth  and  treasure  as 
Shall  keep  you  liere,  the  exemplar  glory  of 
The  town,  a  long  whole  year,  without  relief 


Or  charge  from  your  own  rents  ?  This,  I  take  it^ 
Was  the  whole  pride,  at  which,  some  few  days 

since, 
Your  fancy  aimed. 

Tkmack,  This  was,  sir,  in  the  hours 
Of  hat^fioess  and  hope ;  but  now— 

Y,  FaL  I'll  do't,  whilst  my  mot  brother,  too^ 
Low  and  declined,  shall  see  and  envy  it 

Thwack,  Live  in  full  port ;  observed  and  won- 
dered at ; 
Wine  ever  Bowing  in  large  Saxom  romekins^ 
About  my  board ;  with  your  soft  saranet  smodk 
At  nieht ;  and  foreign  music  to  entoince  ? 

x,FaL  All  this,  and  more  than  thy  invention 
can 
Invite  thee  to. 

Thwack,  111  make  thee  heir  of  my 
Estate ;  take  my  right  hand,  and  your  two  friends 
For  witnesses. 

T.FaL  Enough;  hear  me  with  haste: 
The  ladv  Ample's  dead.-— Nay,  there  are  tbiagt 
Have  cfianced  since  your  concealment  far  more 

fit 
For  wonder,  sir,  than  this :  out  of  a  silly  piety, 
T' avoid  a  thirst  of  gold  and  gaudy  pride 
r  the  world,  she  hath  buried  with  her  in  a  chesty 
Her  jewels  and  her  cloaths :  besides,  as  Tm 
Informed  by  Luce,  my  wise  intelligence. 
Five  thousand  pounds  in  gold ;  a  legacy. 
Left  by  her  aunt,  more  than  her  guardian  knew. 

Thwack.  Well,  what  of  this? 

Y.  FaL  Yourself  and  I,  joined,  sir,  in  a  most 
firm 
And  loyal  league,  may  rob  this  chest 

Thwack,  Marry,  and  wilL 

r.  FaL  Then,  when  your  promise  is  but  rati- 
fied* 
Take  all  the  treasure  for  your  own  expenoe. 

Thwack,  Come,  let  us  go;  my  fingers  bum  till 
they 
Are  telling  it;  the  night  will  grow  uponV. 
Only  you  and  I,  Fll  not  trust  new  fiLces; 
Dismiss  these  gentlemen. 

r.  FaL  At  the  next  street,  sir. 

Thwack.  This  is  at  least  a  gim  ^'  of  fortune^ 
if 
Not  a  fair  smile.  Tm  still  for  my  old  problem— 
Since  the  living  rob  me,  1*11  rob  the  doui 

F.  FaL  On,  my  delicious  Pert ;  now  is  the  time 
To  make  our  purses  swell,  and  a|>irits  climb.  ^ 

[Exmnt  4 


^  RomAins  •  Perhaps  the  same  as  the  modem  rummer.    8. 

^^  Qim^  i  «•  frnitf— The  word  is  always  bo  pronounced  in  Scotland  apd  the  ooitheili  parts  of  Kiiglaeif. 
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EnterYcvwoE%  PALLATivE,AifPLEyLucT,E]r- 
01%^  with  a  Torek, 

F.  PaL  Endne,  draw  oot  the  chest,  mnd  ope 
thewidcet; 
Let  09  DOC  hinder  him  the  air,  since  'tis 
Become  his  food. 

E,  PaL  Who's  there  ?  what  are  yon  ?  speak. 

An^,  A  brace  of  mourning  nrgins,  sir,  that, 
had 
You  died  io  love,  and  in  jrour  wits,  would  now 
Have  brought  roses  and  hlies,  buds  of  the  brier, 
And  summer  pinks,  to  strew  upon  your  hearse. 

E.  PaL  Then  you  resolve  me  &ehd  ! 

Lucy.  Twere  good  that  you  would  so  resolve 
yourself. 

F.  PaL  She  counsels  you  to  wise  and  severe 

thoughts; 
Why,  you  are  no  more  mortified  than  men 
That  are  about  to  dance  the  morrice. 

E.  PaL  Ladies,  and  brother  too,  (whom  I  be- 
gin 
To  worship  now)  for  tenderness  of  heart. 
Can  you  believe  I  am  so  leaden,  stupid. 
And  so  very  a  fish,  to  think  you  dare 
Thus  murder  me  in  bravery  of  mirth? 
You  have  (one  far :  part  of  my  suflTrance  I 
Confess  a  justice  to  me. 

Amp,  O,  do  you  so  ? 
Hath  your  heart  and  brain  met  tipon  that  point. 
And  rendered  you  silly  to  vour  own  thougnts? 

E,  PaL  Somewhat  mistaken  i'  the  projection  of 
My  journey  hither:  three  hours  in  a  chiest, 
Amon^  the  dead,  will  profit  more  than  three 
Years  in  a  study,*  'mongsc  fathers,  schoolmen. 
And  philosophers. 

F.  PaL  And  you*re  persuaded  now,  that  there 

IS,  relative 
To  the  maintaining  of  a  poor  younger  brother, 
Something  beside  bis  wits? 

E,  PaL  Tis  so  conceived. 

Jw9p»  And  that  we  ladies  of  the  town,  or  court. 
Have  not  such  waxen  hearts,  that  every  beam 
From  a  hot  lover's  eye  can  melt  them  through 
Our  breasts? 

EfPaL  Faith, 'tis  imagined  too. 

Xticy.  That,  though  the  unruly  appetites  of  some 
Perverted  few  of  our  frail  sex  have  made 
Them  yield  their  honours  to  unlawful  love; 
Yet  there  is  no  such  want  of  you  male  sinners, 
As  should  constrain  them  hire  you  to*t  with  gold  ? 
.    £•  PaL  YouVe  taught  me  a  new  music ;  I  am 

all 
Consent  and  concordance. 

Eng.  And  that  the  nimble  packing  hanfl,  the 
.  swift 
Disordered  shuffle,  or  the  slur ;  or  his 
More  base  employment,  that  with  youth  and  ap 
Eternal  back,  engenders  for  his  bread ; 


Do  all  belong  to  men,  that  nay  be  said 
To  live,  sir,  by  their  sins,  not  by  their  wits  ? 

E.  PaL  Sir,  whom  I  love  not,  nor  desire  to  love, 
I  am  of  your  mind  too. 

F.  PaL  Biadam,  a  fair  conversion ;  'tis  now  fit 
I  sue  unto  you  for  his  liberty. 

Amp.  Afas,  he  hath  so  profited  in  this 
Retirement,  that  I  fear  he  will  not  willinglj 
Come  out 

E,  PaL  O  lady,  doubt  it  not;  open  the  diesL 

Amp.  A  little  patience,  sir. 

EiUer  GiNET. 

Oin,  Madam,  we  are  undone ;  your  guardian  b 
At  door,  knocking  as  if  he  meant  to  wake 
All  his  dead  neighbours  in  the  church. 
Amp,  So  soon  returned !  it  is  not  midnight  yet. 
Eng,  I  know  the  bait  that  tempu  him  back 
with  such 
Strange  haste ;  and  have,  according  to  your  will, 
Provided,  madam,  to  betray  bb  hopes. 
Amp.  Excellent  Engine  r 
Eng.  This  key  conveys  you  through  the  duuH 
eel  to 
The  house  gallery :  my  way  lies  here :  HI  let 
Him  in,  and  try  how  our  design  will  relish. 

[Exit  Enoihe. 

Amp.  Come,  sir,  it  is  decreed  in  our  wise  coon- 

sel. 

You  must  be  laid  some  distance  from  this  place. 

K  PaL  Pray  save  your  labour,  madam.  111 

come  fbrth. 
Amp,  No.  sir,  not  yet 

E.  PaL  Brother,  a  ca^t  of  your  voice. 

F.  PaL  She  hath  the  key,  brother;  'tis  but  aa 

hour's 
Dark  contemplation  more. 
E.  PaL  Madam,  hear  me  speak. 
Amp.  Nay,  no  beginning  of  orations  now ; 
This  is  a  time  of  great  dispatch  and  haste ; 
We  have  more  plots  than  a  general  in  a  siege. 

[Exeunt^  carrying  out  the  Ckatm 

Enter  Thrift,  Engine. 

Eng.  None  of  the  writings,  sir !  and  yet  per- 
plex 
Yourself  with  so  much  speed  in  a  retuni? 

Thrift.  The  lawyer  was  from  home ;  but,  En- 
gine,! 
Had  hope  to  have  prevented  by  my  haste. 
Though  not  her  funeral,  yet  the  funeral  of 
The  chest ;  Ah,  dear  Engine,  tell  me  but  why 
So  much  pure  innocent  treasure  sliould  be 
Thus  thrown  into  a  dark  forgetfulness. 

Eng.  I  thought  I  had  encountered  his  intents. 

[Aude. 
All,  sir,  that  law  allowed  her  bounty  to 
Bestow,  is  your's;  but  for  the  chest,  trust  me, 
Tis  buried,  sir ;  the  key  is  here,  sir,  of  do  use. 

Thrift,  Hah,  Engine,  give  it  me. 
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Eng,  And,  sir,  to  yet  yoar  meditation  more,  I 
Though  not  with  manners,  yet  with  truth ;  know  | 

there 
Is  hidden  in  that  chest  a  plenteous  heap 
Of  gold,  together  with  a  rope  of  most 
In^timable  pearl,  left  by  her  late 
Dead  aunt,  by  will,  and  kept  from  your  discovery. 
Tkrift,  Is  this  true,  Engine? 
Eng.  That  precise  chit.  Luce,  her  cousin  pu- 
ritan. 
Was  at  the  internng  oft;  concealed  it  till 
The  funeral  forms  were  past;  and  then,  forsooth, 
She  boasted  that  it  was  a  pious  means 
To  avoid  covetous  desires  i'  the  world. 

I%rifi.  These  funeral  tales,  £ngine,  are  sad 
indeed ; 
Able  to  melt  an  eye,  though  harder  than 
lliat  heart,  which  did  consent  to  so  much  cruelty 
Upon  the  harmless  treasure. 
Eng.  I  mourn  within,  sir,  too. 
Thrift,  Give  me  the  key  that  leads  me  from 
my  house 
Unto  the  chancel  door. 

Eng.  Tis  very  late,  sir;  whither  will  you  go? 
Thrift,  Never  too  late  to  pray;  my  heart  is 

heavy. 
Eng,  Where  shall  I  wait  you,  sir  ? 
Thrift,  At  my  low  gallery  door;  I  may  chance 

stay  long. 
Eng,  This  takes  me  more  than  all  the  kind- 
ness  fortune 
Ever  shewed  me ;  a  decent  transmutation ; 
I  am  no  more  your  steward,  but  your  spy. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter    Younger  Pallatine,  Pert,  Meager, 
Smore,  and  Watchmen, 

Y.  TaL  There,  there's  more  money  for  your 
watch;  mcthinks 
They've  not  drunk  wine  enough;  they  do  not 
chirp. 

Snore,  Your  wine  mates  them,  ^  they  under- 
stand it  not; 


But  they  have  very  good  capacity  in  ale; 
Ale,  sir,  will  heat'em  more  tlmn  your  beef  brewis.  ♦^ 
r.  FaL  Well,  let  them  have  ale,  then. 
Snore,  O  sir,  \W\\\  make*em  sing  like  the  silk- 
knitters 
Of  Cock-lane. 

F.  PaL  Meager,  go  you  to  Sir  Tyrant  TWt*5 
house ; 
Luce  and  the  lady  are  alone,  they  will 
Have  cause  to  use  your  diligence ;  make  haste; 
Mea,  Your  dog  tied  to  a  bottle  shall  not  out- 
run me.  [Exitm 
Y,  PaL  Pert,  stay  you  here  with  master  con- 
stable ; 
And,  when  occasion  calls,  see  that  you  draw 
Your  lusty  bill-men  forth,  bravely  advanced 
Under  the  colours  of  queen  Ample,  and 
Myself,  her  general. 

Pert,  If  ale  can  fortify,  fear  not    Where'a 

Sir  Morglay  ? 
F.  PaL  Fm  now  to  meet  him  i'  the  diurch- 
yard ;  the  old  blade 
Skulks  there  like  a  tame  filcher,  as  he  had 
Ne*er  stolen  'hove  eggs  from  market-women, 
Robb'd  an  orchard,  or  a  cheese-loft.    * 

Snore,  We'll  wait  your  worship  in  this  comer. 
F.  PaL  No  stirring,  till  I  either  come  or  send. 
Snore.  Pray  sir,  let's  not  stay  long :  'tis  a  cold 
night; 
And  J  have  nothing  on  my  bed  at  home. 
But  a  thin  coverlid,  and  my  wife's  sey  petticoat : 
She'll  ne'er  sleep,  poor  soul,  till  I  come  home 
To  keep  her  warm. 

Y,  PaL  You  shall  be  sent  for  straight : 
Be  merry,  my  dull  sons  o'  the  night,  and  chirp. 

[Exit. 
Snore,  Come,  neighbour  Runlet ;  siglung  pays 
no  rent. 
Though  the  land-lady  be  in  love :  sing  out 

Tliey  sing  a  catch  in  four  parts. 

With  lantham  on  stall ;  at  Trea  Trip  ^  we  play, 
I    For  ale^  cheese^  and  puddingy  till  it  be  day : 


^  Mates  fhem,'~-To  mate^  sometimes  signifies  to  oppte  or  contend  with ;  as  in  Bute  a  Wife  and  have  a 
Wi/e,  vol.  HL  p.  453,  cdiUon  17T8. 


he  stood  up  to  mCf 


And  sometimes  to  overcome. 


And  moled  my  commands.*' 


As  in  Fryar  Bacon  and  Fryar  Bungay^  by  Green,  Sign.  B.  9. 

"  Burden,  what  are  you  mated  by  this  froltcke  fryer  ?" 

^7  Beefbrewh^i,  e,  the  liquor  in  which  meat  Is  boiled,  with  bread  soaked  in  it.  So  Geta  in  The 
Prophetess^  '*  What  an  ioundation  of  bretois  shall  I  swim  in  !*' 

♦8  Trea  Trip — Or,  as  it  was  more  frequently  written,  tray-trip.  This  game  if  mentioned  very  fre- 
quently in  our  ancient  writers,  but  it  b  by  no  means  clear  what  the  nature  of  it  was.  Mr  Steevens  con- 
siders it  as  a  game  at  cards ;  and  Mr  Tyrwhitt,  as  a  game  at  tables.  In  opposition  to  both,  Mr  Hawkins 
was  of  opinion,  that  it  was  the  same  play  which  is  now  called  Scotch  Hip,  the  amusement  at  present  of 
the  lower  class  of  young  people.  In  support  of  this  idea,  the  above  passage  was  quoted  bv  that  gentle* 
man^^^StenoicA  on  Twelfth  Night,  A.  V.S.b. 


SK 


THE  WITS. 


[Davbhaht; 


And  for  our  hraikfast  (after  kmg  iUting) 
Wt  tt€al  a  UDcet  pig,  o*  the  conUMi^i  geUing. 

Enter  ILnGivE. 

Eng,  Sir,  draw  down  jour  watch  into  the 
churGh) 
Aad  let'em  lie  hid  close  by  the  rettry  door. 
Pert,  Is  he  there  already  ? 
Eng,  Fat  carriers,  sir,  make  Dot  more  haste  to 
bed. 
Nor  lean  philosophers  to  rise.    I've  so 
Prepared  tilings,  that  he*ll  find  biaieelf  mistaken. 
Pert,  Close  by  tlie  vestry-door? 
Eng,  Right,  sir. 
Ill  to  my  lady,  and  expect  the  ev«nt  of  your  sur- 
pnse. 
Pert,  Fottow  master  cofiatable,  one  and  one. 
All  in  a  file.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Thrx  ft,  mth  a  Candle. 

Thrift.  I  cannot  find  where  they  have  laid  her 
cofiin; 
But  there's  the  chest :  Til  draw  it  oat,  that  I 
May  ♦lave  more  room  to  search  and  rifle  it  ;— 
The  weight  seems  ea^  to  roe,  though  my  strength 
Be  61d.~How  long,  diou  bright  all-powerfnl  mi- 
nerd, 
Itf  t|!^st  ihoQ  fie  bid,  ere  the  dull  dead,  that  are 
£ntomb*d  about  thee  here,  could  reach  tlie  sense 
To  turn  wise  thieves,  and  steal  thee  from  obli- 


[Opens  it,  andjindi  a  halter. 
How !  a  halter !  what  nend  affit>nt9  me  with 
This  emblem  ?  is  this  the  rope  of  orient  pearl  ? 

Enter  Pert,  Snore,  Watchmen. 

Pert,  Now  I  have  told  you,  master  constable, 
The  entire  plot ;  mark  but  how  like  that  chest 
Is  to  the  other,  where  the  Elder  Pallatine 
Lies  a  perdu ;  ^  Engine  contrived  them  both. 

Thrift.  Ha !  what  are  these  ?  the  constable 
and  watch  ? 

Pert.  Seize  on  him  for  no  less  than  sacrilege. 

Thrift,  VVhy,  neighbours,  gentlemen  ! 

Pert,  Away  witii  him. 

Snore,  We  shall  know  now,  who  stole  the 
virainscot  cover 
From  the  font,  and  the  vicar*s  surplice. 

Pert,  Alas,  grave  sir,  become  a  forfeiture 
To  the  king  for  sacrilege ! 


Jhr^.  Hear  me  but  speak. 
Snore,  No,  not  in  a  cause  against  the  kini^. 
Pert,  Lead  to's  own  house ;  he  shall  be  pri- 
soner there, 
And  lock*d  up  safe  enough. 

Thrift,  Undone  for  ever !  [Mx€uni. 

Enter  Younger  Pallatine,  Thwack,  mth  4m 
iron  crow  and  dark  lamthom. 

Thwack.  Why  this  was  such  a  firk  of  piety,  ^ 
I  Be*er  heard  of:  bury  her  gold  wich  her ! 
Tis  strange  her  old  shoes  were  not  interred  too^ 
For  fear  the  days  of  Edgar  should  return. 
When  they  coin*d  leather. 

F.  PaL  Come,  sir,  lay  down  your  instrument. 
Thwack,  Why  so? 

F.  PaL  Vm  so  taken  with  thy  fre^  jully  na- 
ture, 
I  cannot  for  my  heart  proceed  to  more 
Defeat  upon  thy  liberty :  all  that 
I  told  thee  were  rank  Ues. 

Thwack,  How  I  no  treasure  trover?  ** 
F.  Pal,  Not  so  much  as  will  pay  for  that  small 
candlc-lij^ht 
We  waste  to  find  it  out. 
Thwack,  I  thank  you,  sir. 

[Flings  down  the  crow  of  iron. 
F.  Pat,  You  shall  have  cause,  when  you  hear  < 
more.     To  this 
Dark  region,  sir,  solemn,  and  silent,  as 
Your  thoughts  must  be  ere  they  are  mortified. 
Have  I  now  brought  you,  to  perceive  what  an 
Immense  large  ass  (under  your  favour,  knight) 
You  are,  to  be  seduced  to  such  vain  stnuuigem!«. 
By  that  more  profound  fop,  your  friend  my  bro- 
ther. 
Thwack.  How  liad  I  been  served,  if  J   bad 
brought  my  scales 
Hither  to  weigh  this  gold  !  But  on ;  your  brolher. 
Whose  name  (let  me  ttll  you  first)  sounds  far 

worse 
To  me  than  does  a  serjeant  to  a  young 
Indebted  lover,  that's  arrested  in  his  coach, 
And  witli  his  mistress  by  him 

F.  Pal,  You  are  beheved;  but  will  yon  now 
confirm 
Me  to  your  grace  and  love,  if  I  shall  make't 
Appear,  that,  in  a  kind  revenue  of  what 
You  sufier'd,  sir,  I've  made  this  false  and  great 
I  Seducer  of  maukiud,  to  sufiier  more. 


♦9  Lies  a  pm'du, — I.  c.  Lies  coacealed. 

'®  FIrk  otpiet$,^i,  e.  stroke  of  piety,  or  freak  pf  piety.  PUtol  tells  the  French  soldier,  that  he  wlB 
^Tk  him.        S. 

5«  Treasure  frotvr.— or  more  properly  treasure  irove, "  derived,"  as  the  excellent  commentator  on  the 
laws  of  England  observes,  '*  from  the  French  word  <r«v6r,  te  §Bd,  and  caUed  (n  Latin  Thesattrus  tMentua  ; 
which  is,  where  any  raonev  or  coin,  gold,  silver,  plate,  or  batlion,  is  found  haddeo  hi  tlie  earth,  or  other 
private  plare,  the  owner  thereof  being  uokaowo ;  In  which  case  the  treasure  beJoogs  to  the  kine :  but 
IT  he  that  hid  it  be  known,  or  afterwards  found  out,  the  owner  and  not  the  khig  &i  eatlUed  to  H."  illadk* 
stances  Commentaries,  voL  I.  p.  21^5. 
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Tkwack.   The  Legend,  Talmud,  nor  the  Alco- 
ran, *» 
&re  not  such  doubtful  tales  as  these;    but 

mak't 
Appear;  I  would  have  evidence. 

F.  PaL  Then,  take't  on  my  religion,  sir,  he  was 
Laid  up  in  durance  for  a  bawd,  before 
He  betrayed  you  to  the  same  preferment 

Thwack,  Shall  this  be  justified  when  my  dis- 
grace 
Comes  to  be  known  ?  wilt  thou  then  witness  it? 
Y.  PaL  With  a  deep  oa^h.    And,  sir,  to  tempt 
more  of 
Your  favours  on  poor  me,  that  ever  mourn'd 
For  ail  your  suiTeririgs ;  know,  you  shall  now 
See  him  inclosed  in  a  blind  chest;  where  he 
Lie^  bath*d,  ^ir,  in  a  greater  sweat  than  ere 
Cornelius  *'  took  in  his  own  tub. 

Thwack.  Here  amongst  sepulchres  and  melan- 
choly hones  ? 
Let  me  but  see't,  and  1  will  die  for  joy. 
To  make  thee  instantly  my  heir. 

Y.  PaL  Yon  shall ;  and  yet,  ere  the  sun  rise, 
find  him 
Bnthraird  too  in  a  new  distress. 

Thwack.  Oo'st  want  money  ?  bring  me  to  parch- 
ment and 
A  scrivener,  IMl  seal  out  two  pound  of  wax. 

[Younger  Pallatcve  knocks  at  the  Chest, 
Y.  PaL  You  sir,  my  nearest  ally,  are  you  a- 

sleep? 
E.  PaL  O  brother,  art  thou  ooroe  ?  quick  let 

me  forth. 
Y.  PaL  Here  is  a  certain  friend  of  your^s, 
presents 
His  loving  visit,  sir.  [Opens  the  Wicket, 

E.  PaL  Sir  Morglay  Thwack  ! 
I  had  rather  have  seen  my  sister  naked. 

Thwack   What,  like  a  bashful  badger,  do  you 
draw 
Your  head  into  your  hole  again  ?  come,  sir, 
Out  with  tliat  sage  noddle,  that  has  contrived 
So  cunningly  for  me,  and  your  dear  self. 

E,  PaL   Here,  take  my  eyelids,  knight,  and 
sow  them  up; 
I  dare  not  see  thy  face. 

Thwack.  But  what  think  you 
Of  a  new  journey  from  the  north,  to  live 
Here  by  your  wits ;  or  midnight  visits,  sir. 


To  the  Mogurs  niece  ? 

E.  PaL  I  have  offended,  knight 

Whip  me  with  wire,  headed  with  rowels  of 
Sharp  Rippon  spurs**:  Til  endure  any  thing 
Rather  than  thee. 

Thwack,  We  have,  I  thank  your  bounteous 
brain. 
Been  entertained  with  various  concerts,  ^r. 
Of  whispering  lutes,  to  soothe  us  into  slumbers ; 
Spirits  of  clare  to  bathe  our  temples  in ; 
And  then  the  wholesome  womb  of  woman  too, 
That  never  teem'd  :  all  this  for  nothing,  sir. 

Y,  PaL  Come,  rUUet  him  forth. 

I%wack,  Ropif;  if  thou  lov'st  me — 
Nay,  let  him  m  confined  thus,  one  short  month; 
ni  send  him  down  to  country  fairs  for  a 
New  motion  '*  made  by  a  German  engineer. 

I^.  PaL  'Las,  he  is  my  brother. 

Thwack,  Or  for  a  solitary  ape, 
Led  captive  thus  by  the  Hollander,  because 
He  came  aloft  for  Spain,  and  would  not  for  the 
States. 

F.  PaL  Sir  Morglay,  leave  your  lanthom  here, 

and  stay 
My  coming  at  yon  door ;  1*11  let  him  outi 
But  for  the  new  distress  I  promised  on 
His  person,  take  it  on  my  manhood,  sir, 
He  feels  it  straiL 

Thwack,  Finely  ensnared  again,  and  instantly  ? 
Y,  PaL  IIuvc  a  good  faith,  and  go. 

[Exit  Thwack. 
E»  PaL  Dear  brother,  wilt  thou  give  me  liber- 
ty? 
Y»  PaL  Upon  condition,  sir,  you  kiss  these 
hilts; 
Swear  not  to  follow  me,but  here  remain 
Until  the  Ltidy  Ample  shall  consent 
To  the  freedom  I  bestow.        [He  kisses  the  hilts. 
E,  PuL  Tis  done;  a  vow  inviolate. 

{  He  opens  the  Chest,  and  lets  him  out, 
Y.  PaL  Now  -V-  silence,  brother ;  not  one  curse, 
nor  thanks. 

[Exit  Younger  pALLATiv^, 
E.  PaL  Fate  and  a  good  star  speed  me ;  though 
I  have 
Long  since  amazed  myself  e'en  to  a  marble, 
Yet  I  have  courage  left  to  ask,  what  this 
Might  mean  ?  wm  ever  two-legged  man  thus  used  ? 


5*  The  Legend,  Tahnad,  nor  the  Jtcoran. — The  legend  is  the  well-known  golden  Legend  :  The  Talmud 
Isa  book  of  the  Jewish  law.  devised  by  their  rabbins,  and  of  f^rrat  authority  among  them. 

'3  Comeliui  — The  inventor  of  the  sweating-tub  used  in  the  cure  of  the  Lues  Venerea.  See  note  oa 
Timon  ofAtheMy  vol.  8.  p.  409,  edition  n7{i.        S. 

'^  Sharp  Rippon  spurs. —  Rippon  is  a  town  in  the  county  of  York,  still  celebrated  fnr  the  excellence 
of  the  spurs  made  there.    Rippon  »purs  arc  also  mentioned  in  Ben  Jon:>on's  Stajfle  o/Ncks,  A«  1.  S.  3. 

Your  box  ?  why  thrre^s  an  angell ;  if  mj/  spurs 
Be  Qo|  right  Rippon." 


5'  J^ew  motion — i.  e.  puppet-show, 
VOL.  I. 
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Enter  Peut,  Snore,  and  Watchmen. 

Pert,  Piril  luid  bit  friend  are  gone,  I  must  not 
stay 
His  sifht ;  but  after  you  bave  seiied  upon  bim. 
Lead  niro  li  prisoner  to  the  lady  too.    [Kxit  Pert. 

Snore,  Warrant  ye,  tbougb  he  were  Gog  or  Hil- 
debrand.'<^  lHuy  U^  MM  an  him. 

E.  PaL  How  DOW !  what  mean  you,  airs  ? 

Snore.  Yield  to  the  constable. 

E.  PaL  Tis  yielded,  sir,  that  yon  are  constable; 
But  where  hare  I  ofiended  ? 

Snore.  Here,  sir ;  you  have  colnmitted  sacrilege, 
A  nd  robb'd  an  alderman's  toaib,  of  himself 
And  his  two  sons,  kneeling  in  brass. 

JE.  PaL  How !  (lea  monumento  of  tbdr  brazen 


Snore.  Look ;  a  dark  lanthom,  and  an  iron  crow; 
Fine  evidence  for  a  jury ! 

E.  PaL  I  like  this  plot ;  the  Lady  Ample  and 
My  brother  have  most  rare  triumphant  wits ; 
Now,  by  this  hand,  I  am  most  eagerly 
In  love  with  both ;  I  find  I  have  deserved  all. 
And  am  resolved  to  hug  them  and  their  desigtiSy 
Though  they  afflict  me  more  and  more.    Whither 
must  I  ^? 

Snore.  Away  with  him.    Saucy  fellow,  examine 
The  king*s  constable !  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Younger  Pallatine,  Thwack,  Ample, 
Lucy,  Meager. 

Mea.  I  am  become  your  guardian's  gaoler,  lady; 
He's  safe  lock*d  in  the  parlour,  and  th^  howls, 
Like  a  dog  that  sees  a  witch  flying. 

Thwack.  I  long  to  hear  how  my  wise  tutor 
thrives 
r  the  new  dffeat. 

Amp.  'Tis  well  vou  are  converted ; 
Believ*t,  that  gentleman  deserves  your  thanks. 

Thwack.  Lady,  seal  my  conversion  on  your  lip ; 
Tis  the  ^rst  leading  kiss  that  1  intend 
For  after  chastity.  [Kmether. 

Y.  PaL  Luce,  see  you  make  the  proposition 
good. 
Which  I  shall  give  my  brother  from  this  lady. 
Or  I'll  so  swaddle  your  small  hones 

Lucy.  Sweet  Pall,  thou  sbalt.    Madam,  youll 

f  lease  to  stand 
lately  mentioned  to  your  own  desire  ? 
Amp.  To  every  particle,  and  more. 

Enta  Pert. 

Pert.  Your  brother's  come ;  this  room  must  be 

his  prison. 
Y.  PaL  'Way,  Luce,  away :  stand  in  the  closet, 

madam, 


That  yoo  may  hear  os  both,  and  reach  mj  mSL 
Thwack.  I'll  stay  and  see  him. 
Y.  PaL  No,kaig|it;  you  are  decreed  Sir  Tj«> 
rant's  judge; 
Go  that  way,  sir,  and  force  him  to  compomML 

Thwack.  I'll  fine  his  soundly, 
Till's  purse  shrink  like  a  bladder  in  the  fire. 

[Exeuni  Ample,  Lucy,  Th^ac^ 
MsAGBft,  Pert. 

Enter  Snore,  Elder  Pallatise. 

Snare.  Here,  sir,  this  is  your  gpu>l;  too  gpod 
for  such 
A  great  offMider* 

£.  PaL  Sacrilege !  very  well; 
Now  all  the  pulpt-cushions,  all  the  heaiae-dotha 
And  winding-riieets,  that  have  been  stofn  aboot 
The  town  this  year,  wUI  be  laid  to  my  chaise. 
Y.  PaL  Pray  leave  us,  master  constable,  and 
look 
Unto  your  other  bondman  m  the  park>ur. 

[Exit  Shore. 
E.  PaL  This  is  the  witdest  o&^g  that  our 
name 
E'er  had ;  I  love  him  beyond  hope  or  lutft ; 
My  Mbor  was  no  poet,  sure ;  I  wonder 
How  he  got  him. 

Y.  PtU.  I  know  you  curse  me  now. 

E.  PaL  brother,  in  troth,  you  lie,  and  whoe'er 

believes  it. 
Y.  PaL  Indeed  you  do ;  conjurors  in  a  circle, 
That  have  raised  up  a  wrong  spirit,  curse  not 
So  much,  nor  yet  so  inwardly. 

E.  PaL  I've  a  great  mind  to  kiss  thee. 

F.  PaL  You  have  not,  sure  ? 

E.  Pal.  I  shall  do't,  and  eat  up  thy  lips  so  far. 
Till  tb'ast  nothing  left  to  cover  ttiy  teeth. 

F.  PaL  And  canyon  think  all  the  afflictions  yon 
Endured  were  mented  ?  first,  for  misleading 
Morglay,  your  old  friend ;  then,  neglect  of  me, 
And  haughty  overvaluing  yourself^ 

E.  Pm.  Brother,  I  murmur  not ;  the  traps  that 

you 
Have  laid  were  so  ingenious,  I  could  wish 
To  fall  in  them  again. 

F.  Pal.  The  lady  Ample,  sir. 

There,  is  the  great  contriver  that  hath  weaved 
These  knots  so  intricate  and  bafe ;  'las,  I 
Was  but  her  lowly  instrument. 
E.  PaL  Ah,  tliat  lady !   were  I  a  king,  she 
should 
Sit  with  me,  uuder  my  best  canopy, 
A  silver  sceptre  in  her  hand,  with  which 
Fd  give  her  leave  to  break  my  head  for  every 

fault 
I  did  commit. 


3^  H^ide&rond.— Meaning  Pope  Gregory  the  Seventh. 
J7eni:y4/A,A.5.  S.3. 


See  Bishop  Warburton*^  npte  on  lf<  Part  #/ 
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T.P^  BiitMijIbriiigtytkidy,8ir,mito 
Tour  lawful  sheets^  make  ber  your  botom  wife : 
Bendes  the  pientj  of  her  heritage, 
How  would  it  sooiidy  that  you  had  oooqaered 

her. 
Who  hath  8o  often  conquered  you  ? 

E.  PaL  Dear  brother,  do  new  plots. 

F.  PmL  Six  thousand  pounds^  sur,  is  yo«r  year- 

ly rent: 
A  fair  temptation  to  a  discreet  lady  t 
Xittce  hath  filled  both  mine  ears  with  hope ;  be- 

kides^ 
I  heard  her  say,  she  ne*er  should  meet  a  man 
That  she  could  more  subdue  with  wit  and  govern- 
ment. 
M.  PmL  That  Fll  venture^ 
Y.  PaL  Welly  my  first  bounty  is  your  freedom, 
sir; 
For  the  constable  obeys  no  law  but  mine ; 
And  now,  madam,  appear. 

Enter  Ample,  Luct. 

Jimp,  You're  welcome  'mongst  the  lmn£,  sir, 
B,  PaL   Lady,  no  words ;  if  you've  but  so 
much  mercy 
As  could  secure  one  that  your  eyes  afiect — 
Amp.  Why, you're  grown  arrogant  again;  d'you 
think 
Th^  are  so  weak  to  afiect  you  ? 

£,  PaL  I  have  a  heart  so  kind  unto  myself. 
To  wish  they  could ;  O  we  should  live— 
Amp,  Not  by  our  wits. 

JSL  PaL  No,  no;  but  with  such  soft  content, 
stiliin 
C^Mispiracy  how  to  betray  ourselves 
To  new  delishts :  keep  harmony  with  no 
More  noise  wan  what  the  upper  motioos  ^'  make ; 
And  this  so  constant  too,  turtles  diemselves, 
Seeing  our  faith,  shall  slight  thcor  own,  and  pine 
With  jealousy. 
Amp,  Luce,  the  youth  talks  sense  now;   no 
medicine  for 
The  brain,  like  to  captivity  in  a  dark  chest 
F.  Pat,  O  madam,  you  are  cruel. 
Amp,  Well,  my  sad  convertite;  '^  joy  yet  at 
this: 
IVe  often  made  a  vow  to  marry  on 
That  very  day  m^  wardship  is  expired ; 
And  two  hours  smce  that  bberty  begun. 

Xticy,  Nay,  hear  her  out ;  your  wishep  are  so 
saucy,  sir. 


Jsip.  And,  know,  my  glory  is  dispatch:    My 
ancestors 
Were  of  the  fiery  French,  and  taught  ae  UfW, 
(tot  eagerness,  and  haste. 

E,  PaL  Let  me  be  rude 
A  white,  lie  with  your  judgment,  and  bent 
Sages  on  that.  My  dearest,  chiefest  ladyl^ 

Amp,  Your  brida's  yet  foul,  and  will  rec^ 
again. 

E,  Pat.  No  more;  Fll  swallow  down  ray  tongue. 

Amp,  If,  sir.  your  nature  be  so  excellait, 
As  vour  kind  brother  hath  confirmed  to  Luce 
And  me,  follow,  and  I'll  present  you  straight 
With  certain  writings  you  shall  seal  to,  hood- 
winked, 
And  purely  ignorant  of  what  they  are  i 
This  IS  the  swiftest,  and  the  easiest  test. 
That  1  can  make  of  vour  bold  love ;  do  ikk, 
Perhaps  I  may  vouchsafe  to  marry  yon ; 
The  writings  are  within. 

E,  PaL  Lead  me  to  trial;  come. 

Amp,  But,  sir,  if  I  should  marry  you,  it  is 
In  confidence,  I  have  the  better  wit; 
And  can  subdue  you  still  to  quietness, 
Meek  sufierings,  and  parent  awe. 

E.  PaL  You  rap  me"^  still  a-new. 

F.  PaL  In,  Luce;  our  hopes  grow  strong  and 

giantly.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Thrift,  Snore,  Mrs  Skore,  Queasy, 

GiNET. 

Ota.  To  him,  Mrs  Snore;  'tis  he  has  kept 
Your  husband  from  his  bed  so  long,  to  watch 
Him  for  a  church-robbery. 
Mrs  Snare,  Ah,  thou  Judas  !  I  thought  what 
thouldst  come  to  \ 
Remember  the  warrant  tliou  sent'st  for  me 
Into  Dock-lane,  'cause  I  calPd  thy  maid.  Trot; 
When  I  was  fain  t*invite  thy  clerk  to  a 
Fee  pie,  sent  me  by  a  Temple  cook,  my  sister*s 
sweetheart. 
Quea,  Nay,  and  remember  who  was  brought 
to-bed 
Under  thy  coacli-house  wall,  when  thou  den/dst 
A  wad  of  straw,  and  wouldst  not  join  thy  hali^ 

penny 
To  send  for  milk  for  the  poor  chrisom.^ 
Snore,  Now  you  may  sweeten  me  with  sugar* 
loaves 
At  New-Year's  tide,  as  I  have  you,  nr* 


^  Vi^ptr  motionsj^^,^  the  orbs  in  their  courses.    8. 

'*  Gmverfito— See  note  10  to  the  Tk9  Jew  of  Malta,  p.«A5. 

59 np  «!«•—<• «.  astonish  me.    So  io  Macbeth*i  letter  to  bis  wife,  **  WhHe  I  stood  rapt  hi  WUB* 

dcsv^'ftc.    8. 

^  Cikrifom— The  mantle  was  the  white  cloth  thrown  over  the  new*baptiz€d  child.  This  peihaps  was 
the  per^lsite  of  the  oiBclatiag  clergyaMUi.    The  child  itself  was  somethnes  called  a  cAr^jjsoiiM. 
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Enter  'tHWACK,  Pert,  MEACtn,  Engine. 

Thwack.  We'll  teach  you   to  rob  churches; 
'slight,  hereafter 
We  of  the  pious  shall  be  afraid  to  go 
To  a  long  exercise,*'*  for  fear  our  pockets  should 
Be  picked.  Come,  sir ;  you  see  already  how 
The  oeighhours  throng  to  fiod  you ;  will  you  con- 
sent f 
rris  but  a  thoutend  pounds  apiece  to  those 
Two  gentlemen,  and  five  hundred  more  t*  En- 
gine; 
Your  crime  is  then  concealed,  and  yourself  free. 
Mea,  No,  he  may  chute ;  he'll  trust  to  the  kind- 
hearted  law. 
Pert.  Let  him,  and  to  dame  Justice  too ;  who, 
though 
Her  ladyship  be  blind,  will  grope  hard,  sir. 
To  find  your  money-bay^. 

Eng.  Sir,  you  ore  rich ;  besides,  you  know  what 
you 
Have  got  by  your  ward's  death :  I  fear  you  will 
Be  begged  at  court, **^  unless  you  come  oflf  thus. 
Thrift,  There  is  my  closet  key ;  do  what  you 

please. 
Eng.  Gentlemen, Til  lead  you  to  it ;  follow  me. 
Thwack.  D'  you  use  to  find  such  sums  as  these 
beneath 
An  oak  after  a  long  march  ?  1  think,  sure, 
The  wars  are  not  so  plentiful. 
Pert.  We  think  so  too. 
l^hwack.  Y'  had  better  trail  a  bodkin,  gentle- 
men, 
Under  the  lady  Ample,  than  a  pike 
Under  a  German  general. 

Pert.  We'll  in  for  the  money,  sir,  and  talk 
anon. 

[Exeunt  Engine,  Pert,  Meager. 

JEn fer  JS/ier  Pa LLATiNE,  Younger  Pallatinf, 
Ample,  Lucy. 

Y.  Pal.  Sir  Tyrant  Thrift,  here  is  your  ward 
come  from 
The  dead,  to  indict  you  for  a  robbery 
Upon  her  ghosL 

Thrift.  Hah !  is  she  alive  too  ? 


Lucy.  Yes,  and  hef  wardship  out  before  you*ve 
profiered  her 
A  husband,  sir;  ^^  so  the  best  benefit 
Of  all  your  guardianship  is  lost. 

Amp.  In  seven  long  years  you  could  not,  sir, 
provide 
A  man  deformed  enough  to  offer  me 
For  your  own  ends. 

Thrift.  Cozened  of  wealth,  of  fame !  Dog,  En- 
gine !  [Exit  Th  a  I  ft. 
Thwack.  We  must  have  you  enclosed  again; 
you're  very 
Forward  with  the  lady. 
E.  Pal.  I  will  be,  sir, 
Until  she  groan :  this  priest  stays  somewhat  lonv. 
Thwack.  Hows  this?  troth,  I  shall  forgive  thee 

ttien  heartily. 
Amp.  I've  ta'en  him  i*  the  behalf  of  health,  to 
chide 
And  jeer  for  recreation  sake ;  'twill  keep 
Me,  sir,  in  breath,  now  I  am  past  growing. 
E.  Pal.  Hark,  knight,  here's  relish  for  your 
ears :  I  chose 
None  of  your  dull  country  madams,  that  spend 
Tlieir  time  in  studying  receipts  to  make 
March-pane,^  and  preserve  plumbs;  lliat  talk 
Of  painful  child-birth,  servants^  wages,  uud 
Their  husband's  good  complexion,  and  his  leg. 
Thzrack.  New  wonders  yet ! 
£.  Pal.  What  was  that,  mistress,  which  I  sealed 
to  hood-wiukcd  ? 
A  simple  trial  of  my  confidence  and  love  ? 

Amp.  Your  brother  has  it ;  His  a  gift  to  him 
Of  one  fair  manor, 'mongst  those  many  that  you 
Have  in  possession,  sir ;  nud  in  this  bond 
You're  witness  to  three  thousand  pounds  I  give  to 
Luce. 
Lucy.  Yes,  sir ;  for  Pall  and  t  must  marry  too. 
T.  PaL  1  were  an  eunuch  else,  and  the  world 

should  know't. 
E.  Pal.  Thou  couldst  not  have  betrayed  me  to 
a  bounty 
I  more  love,    ^^rother,  give  thee  joy. 

[Thwack  takes  Y.  Pallatine  aude. 
Thwack.  Vou  are  the  cause  of  all  these  mira- 
cles, 


^'  A  long  ejrerc£f»— i.  e.  long  sermon. 

^*  Be  begged  at  tourt — The  wardship  of  ideots  was  in  the  crown,  and  being  connected  with  the  manage* 
ment  of  their  estates,  was  usually  begzed  as  a  boon  by  some  hungry  courtier. 

^3  Ket,  and  her  wardship  out  before  ^  have  proffered  her 

A  husband,  «fr,  &c. — This  refers  to  that  power  which  a  guardian,  by  law,  was  entitled  to  exercise 
over  bis  ward ;  it  was  taken  away,  together  with  all  the  other  oppressive  circumstances  attending  the  feu- 
dal system,  by  the  stat.  12  Charles  II.  c.  )24.  Before  that  time,**  while  the  infant  was  in  ward,  the  guar- 
**  dian  bad  the  power  of  tendering  him  or  her  a  suitable  match,  without  dupara^0m«ii/ or  inequuity; 
**  which,  if  the  infants  refused,  they  forfeited  the  value  of  the  marriage,  valorem  maritagii^io  their  guar- 
<<  dian ;  Ihat  is,  so  much  as  a  jury  would  assess,  or  any  one  would,  bona  fide,  give  to  the  guardian  for 
**  such  an  alliance  $  and  if  the  infants  married  themselves  without  the  guardian^s  consent^  they  forfeited 
"  double  the  value,  dupUcem  valorem  mariiagii.^* — 2  Blackttone's  Commentaries^  p.  70« 

^  ilf(ircA-|9(me— A  confection  made  of  Pistacbio<>nttt8^  almonds,  sugar,  &c. 
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Therefore  I  desire  you  to  be  my  herr ; 
By  this  good  day  you  must :  for  IVe  ta*en  order, 
lifiough  I  love  your  wit,  you  shall  not  live  by  it. 
F.  PaL  My  kind  thanks,  sir,  the  poor  man*s 

gratitude. 
Mrs  Snore.  Give  you  joy,  sweet  Master  Polla- 
tine,  and 
Your  brother  too. 

Quea,  And  send  you  m6re  such  wives 
Every  year ;  as  many  as  shall  please  heaven. 
Snore,  'fis  day ;  Til  not  to  bed,  sir,  now;  my 
watch 
Shall  he  drunk  at  your  worship's  wedding. 

Y,  Pal.  They  shall ;  and  there  is  gold  enough 
to  keep 
Them  so,  until  thy  reign  be  out. 

Enter  Pert,  Meager,  Engine,  with  Money- 
bags. 

Pert.  Loaden  Mvith  composition,  Pall. 


Mea.  ^s  for  your  sake  we  groan  under  these 

burdens. 
F.  PaL  The  ofl&l  of  sir  Tyrant's  trunks.    Bro- 
ther, 
Pray  know  these  gentlemen ;  they  owe  you  more 
Money  than  they  mean  to  pay  now. 

£.  PaL  I  remember  'em :  but  no  words^  my 
cavaliers. 
And  you  are  safe.  Where  shall  we  dine  to-day  ? 
F.  PaL  At  Lucy's  aunt's ;  we'll  make  her  cos* 
dve  beldamship 
Come  off,^'  when  she  beholds  a  goodly  jointure^ 
And  our  fair  hopes. 

E,  PaL  First,  to  the  church,  lady ; 
T'll  make  your  skittish  person  sure.    Some  of 
Your  pleasant  arts  upon  me  may  become 
A  wise  example,  and  a  moral  too ; 
Such  as  their  haughty  fancy  well  befits, 
That  undertake  to  live  here  by  their  wits. 

\^Exeunt  omnes. 


EPILOGUE. 


The  office  of  an  epilogue  is  now 

To  smooth  and  stroVe  the  wrinkles  from  each  brow; 

To  guide  severer  judgments  (if  we  could 

Be  wise  enough)  until  ihey  thought  all  good. 

Which  they  perhaps  dislike ;  and,  sure,  this  were 


An  over- boldness,  raised  from  too  much  fear. 
You  have  a  freedom,  which  we  hope  you'll  use;, 
T  advance  our  youthful  |»oet,  and  hismuse. 
With  a  kind  doom ;  nud  he'll  ti*ead  boldly  thet^ 
lu's  best  new  comic  socks,  tliis  stage  again.f 


EDITION. 


The  Witts,  a  Comedie ;  presented  at  the  Private  House  in  Blackc  Fryers,  by  liis  Majesties  Ser- 
vants. The  author  William  D'Avenant,  ser\'ant  to  her  Majestic.  London,  printed  for  Richard 
Meighen,  next  to  the  Middle  Temple,  in  Fleet-street.    1636.    4to. 


^'  Come  o^— To  come  offy  was  a  phrase  formerly  much  used.  It  signifies  to  pay^  as  is  very  clearlji 
proved  from  the  iostanccs  produced  by  Mr  Steeventy  Dr  Farmer^  and  JIfr  J);rwhUt,  in  their  notes  to  The 
Merry  fTioes  of  Windsor^  A.  4.  S.  8. 

f  This  play,  after  the  first  edition,  received  considerable  alterations  from  the  author. 
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SIR  JOHN  OLDCASTLE.' 

PART  L 


PROLOGUES 


The  doubtful  title,  gentlemen,  prefixed 
Upon  the  argument  we  have  in  hand, 
May  breed  suspence,  and  wrongfully  disturb 
The  peaceful  quiet  of  your  settled  thoughts. 
To  stop  which  scruple,  let  this  brief  suffice : 
It  is  no  pampered  glutton  we  present, 
Nor  aged  counsellor  to  youthful  sin. 


But  one,  whose  virtue  shone  above  the  icsCi 
A  valiant  martyr,  anj  a  virtuous  peer;  • 
In  whose  true  faith  and  loyalty,  expressed 
Unto  his  sovereign  anc^  his  country  t  weal. 
We  strive  to  pay  that  tribute  of  our  love 
Your  favours  merit.    Let  fair  truth  be  graced, 
Since  forged  invention  former  time  defaced. 


'  The  history  of  sir  John  Oldcastle  (who,  having  married  the  heiress  of  lord  Co^bam,  w 
to  parliament  by  that  title  oo  the  18th  of  December  1400)  may  be  found  in  HoUnshed*t  Chrooide,  vol. 
ii.  p.  544,  et  teq.  and  in  many  other  books.  In  order  to  heighten  bis  character,  the  author  of  this  drama 
has  departed  from  historical  truth ;  for  the  coMpiracy  of  the  earl  of  Cambridge,  lord  Seroope,  &c. 
Bgaimt  king  Henry  Y.  was  discovered  by  Edmund  earl  of  March,  and  not  by  sir  John  Oldcastle,  who 
was  himself  engaged  in  a  traitorous  design  against  Henry,  and  banged  about  four  years  after  the  execa- 
tion  of  those  conspirators.  The  present  play  was  entered  on  the  Staitioners*  books  on  the  4th  of  Antnst 
1600,  by  Thomas  Pavier,  ander  the  title  of  The  Pint  Fart  of  the  HiMtory  of  the  Lifi  of  Sir  John  OU- 
cattle  f  Lord  Cobham,  At  the  same  time  was  entered,  The  Second  Tart  of  the  Hittory  of  jfir  John  OUcattkf 
Lord  Cobhamy  with  his  Martyrdom ;  but  this  was  never  pabUshed. 

In  the  title-page  of  the  original  edition,  in  1600,  the  name  of  William  Shakspeare  U  orbited  at  leqg^ 
— I  do  not  perceive  the  least  trace  of  our  great  poet  in  any  part  of  this  play,  it  is  opservable,  that  in 
Ihe  entry  on  the  Stationers*  books  the  author^s  name  is  not  mentioned.  The  printer,  Pftvier,  (whose 
name  Is  not  prefixed  to  any  of  Shakespeare's  undisputed  performances,  except  King  lUnry  V,  and  two 
partB  of  King  Henry  VL  of  which  plays  he  issued  out  copies  manifiestly  spurious  and  imperfect)  when  he 
published  it,  was  induced,  I  imagine,  to  ascribe  it  to  Shakespeare  by  the  success  ;of  the  Firet  Part  of 
King  Henry  IF,  The  character  of  FalstalT  having  been  formed,  as  I  conceive,  on  the  sir  John  Oldcastle 
of  an  elder  drama,  a  hope  was  probably  enterfaiMd  .that  the  public  might  be  deceived,  and  suppose  this 
yiece  also  to  be  Shakespeare^s  performaBce."MAi.oiiB. 

lUHiMtoryof  Sir  John  OldcatHe^  wad  The  Ufa  and  Death  of  Load  Crmmellj  aMBMickiB  thestylraMl 
manner  of  Thomas  Hey  wood,  by  whom  1  suppose  them  to  have  been  wrktcn.-^FAEBiBE. 

^  The  sarcasm  whkk  this  proloine  contains  on  aMse  writer  who,  in  a  preceding  diamat  had  cxJilbiled 
a  pampered  glutton  and  an  aged  eountellor  to  youthful  s^— (by  which  description  either  sir  John  Oldcastle, 
a  character  in  the  old  King  Henry  V,  or  sir  John  Falstatf,  seems  to  have  been  pointed  at)  induced  me,  on  a 
former  occasion,  to  doubt  whether  Shakspeare  was  the  author  of  the  present  play.  The  apparent  alia- 
sion  alio  to  this  prologue,  in  the  epilogue  to  The  Second  Part  of  King  Henry  IV.  (**  for  Oldcastle  died  a 
martyr — ^and  this  is  not  the  man**)  appeared  to  me  a  strong  circumstance  against  the  authenticity  of  thto 
piece.  I  am  still  of  the  same  opinion ;  nor  do  I  see  how  it  could  have  been  the  production  of  an  aathor 
who  had  l>efore  exhibited  sir  John  FalstaJT  on  the  stage.  The  present  play  was  written,  I  believe,  after 
the  representation  of  the  JFVrs*  Porf,  and  before  that  of  the  Second  Part  of  King  Henry  iK— »Malo2II. 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


King  Hbhry  the  Fifth. 

Sir  Jonv  Oldcastle^  Ltrd  CMmit, 

Lord  Hebbebt. 

Lord  Powis. 

The  Duke  ^Suffolk. 

H^  Earl  tf  HvUTi voT^. 

'?::rf£.i^^:^^^ 

Sir  Thomas  Obey,  >     the  King. 

Sir  RoosB  AcTOH, 
Sir  RiciUBD  Lee, 
Master  Boubn, 
'  Master  Beveblet,  i 

MuBLEY,  a  Brewer  of  DunttableJ  J 
The  Bishop  of  Rocbestbb. 
1\k>o  Judges  ofAseige, 
Zardr  Warden  of  the  Cinque  Portf* 
Mr  BuTLEBy  Gentlemtm  of  the  Prifpy  Chamber, 
Chabtbes,  a  French  Agent* 
Cromeb,  Sharif  of  Kent. 


I 


Rebels. 


The  Mmfor  qfVlzvaww,  md  Sher^&fWOiS^ 

FOBDSHIBE. 

Sir  Jomr,  the  Parson  of  Wrotham, 

Lieutenant  of  the  Toaner. 

The  Ma^or  and  Gaekr  of  Si  AJhma. 

A  Kentuh  Constable,  and  an  Al&'mash 

Dick  and  Tou,  Serwmts  to  MuBUtT. 

An  Irishmani 

HABPooL,5enMm#  to  Lord  CeHam* 

G0170H,  Seroant  to  Lord  Herbert. 

Ow%vjmd  Davt,  Servants  to  Lord  Pmk. 

Clvv^ Sunmer  to  the  Bishop  of  RoeheOer. 

Lady  Cobham. 

Lady  Powis. 

Doll,  ConcMbine  to  the  Parson  of  Wrothgnu 

Kate,  the  Carrief's  Daughter. 

An  Host,  Ostler,  Carriers,  Soldiers,  Begiwmmsi 
Constables,  Warders  of  the  Itoer/JlBtl^ 
Messengers,  and  other  AitendoHie. 


Scene— EiTGLAHD. 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  L'-Hereford.    A  Street. 

Snter  Lord  Hebbebt,  Lord  Powis*  Owen, 
Gouge,  Davy,  nnd  several  other  Followers  of 
the  Lords  Herbert  and  Fowls;  they  fight, —^ 
Then  enter  the  Sheriff  of  Her^ordshire  and  a 
BaiUff. 

Sher.  Mj  lords,  I  charge  ye,  in  his  highness^ 
name. 
To  keep  the  peace;  you  and  your  followers. 
Her.  Good  master  sheriff  look  unto  yourself. 
Pow.  Do  so,  for  we  hare  other  business. 

[They  attempt  to  fight  again. 
Sher.  Wyi  ye  disturb  the  judges,  and  the  assize  ? 
Hear  the  king's  proclamation,  ye  were  best. 
Fow  Hold  then ;  let's  hear  it 
Her,  But  be  brief,  ye  were  best. 
BaiL  O— yes. 

^)avy.  Cossone,  make  shorter  O,  or  shall  mar 
your  yes. 


BaiL  O— yes. 

Owen.  What,  has  htir  nothing  to  say,  bat  O 

yes? 
BaiL  O— yes. 

Davy.  O  nay;  py  coss  pint,  down  with  ha|^' 
down  with  hur#    A  Powis !  a  Powis ! 

Gough.  A  Herbert!   a  Herbert!   and  down 
with  Powis.  [They  fight  agaim 

Sher,  Hold,  in  the  king's  name,  hold. 
Otpen.  Down  with  a'  knave's  name,  down. 

.    [The  Bailiff  is  knocked  down,  and 
•        the  Sheriff  runs  auan. 
Her,  Powis,  I  think  thy  Welsh  and  thou  do 

smart. 
Paw.  Herbert,  I  think  my  sword  came  near 

thy  heart 
Her.  Th^r  heart's  best  blood  shall  pay  the  loss 

of  mine. 
Govgh.  A  Herbert !  a  Herbert! 
Davy,  A  Powis !  a  Powis ! 
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[Anonymous. 


A$  they  arejighting,  Enter  the  Mayor  of  Here- 
fordy  his  Opcers  and  Townsmen,  with  Clubs. 

May.  My  lords,  as  you  are  liegemen  to  the 
crowuy 
True  noblemen,  and  subjects  to  the  king, 
Attend  his  highness'  proclamation. 
Commanded  by  the  judges  of  assize, 
For  keeping  peace  at  this  assembly. 

Her.  Good  master   Mayor  of  Hereford,  be 

brief. 
May,  Serjeant,  without  the  ceremonies  of  O 
yes, 
Pronounce  aloud  the  proclamation; 

Ser.  The  king's  justices,  perceiving  what  pub- 
lic mischief  may  ensue  this  private  quarrel,  in  his 
majesty's  name  do  straitly  cnarge  and  command 
all  persons,  of  what  degree  soever,  to  depart  this 
city  of  Hereford,  except  such  as  are  bound  to 
give  attendance  at  this  assize,  and  that  no  roan 
presume  to  wear  any  weapon,  especially  Welsh- 
nooks,  and  forest  bills; — 

Owen,  Haw !  No  pill,  nor  Wells  hoog  ?  ha  ? 
May.  Peace,  and  hear  the  proclamation. 
Ser.  And  that  the  lord  Powis  do  presently  dis- 
perse and  discharge  his  retinue,  and  depart  the 
city  in  the  king's  peace,  he  and  his  followers,  on 
pam  of  imprisonment. 

Davy.  Haw  ?  pud  her  lord  Powis  in  prison  ? 
A  PowiS !  a  Powis !  Cossoon,  hur  will  live  and 
tye  with  hur  lord. 

Gough.  A  Herbert  I  a  Herbert ! 

{They fight.  Lord  H  erbert  is  wound- 
ed, and  falls  to  the  ground.  The 
Mayor  and  his  Attendants  interpose. 
Lord  Powis  runs  away. 

Enter  two  Judges,  the  Sheriff* and  his  Bailiffi  be- 
fore them. 

1  Judge.  Where's  the  lord  Herbert  ?  Is  he  hurt 

or  slain  ? 
Sher.  He's  here,  ray  lord. 
S  Judge.  How  fares  his  lordship,  friends  ? 
Govgh.    Mortally  wounded,   speechless;    he 

cannot  live. 

1  Judge.  Convey  him  hence,  let^  not  his  wounds 

take  air ; 
And  get  him  dressed  with  expedition. 

[Ejceunt  Lord  Hervert  and  Gouoir. 
Master  mayor  of  Hereford,  master  sheriff  o'Uie 

shire, 
Commit  lord  Powis  to  safe  custodj^* 
To  answer  the  disturbance  of  the  peace. 
Lord  Herbert's  peril,  and  his  hif;h  contempt 
Of  us,  and  you  the  king's  commissioners: 
See  it  be  done  with  care  and  diligence. 

Sher.  Please  it  your  lordship,  my  lord  Powis  is 
gone  past  all  recovery. 

2  Judge.  Yet  let  search  be  made, 

To  apprehend  his  followers  tliat  arc  left. 


Sher.  There  are  some  of  them :  Sirs,  lay  bold 
of  them. 

Owen.  Of  us  ?  and  why?  what  has  hur  done, I 
pray  you  ? 

Sher.  Disarm  them,  bailiffs. 

May.  Officers,  assist 

Daxfy.  Hear  you,  lord  shudge,  what  resson  is 
for  this  ? 

Owen.  Gossoon,  pe  'puse  for  fighting  for  cue 
lord? 

1  Judge.  Away  with  them. 
Davy.  Harg  you,  my  lord. 

Owen.  Gougb,  my  lord  Herbert's  man,  is  a 
shitten  knave. 

Davy.  Ice  live  and  tye  in  good  quarrel. 
Qwen.  Pray  you  do  shustice,  let  awl  be  prison^ 
Davy.  Prison !  no ;  lord  shudge,  I  wool  givei 
you  pail,  good  surety.  ! 

2  Judge.  What  bail  ?  what  sureties  ?  I 
Davy.  Hur  cozen  ap  Rice,  ap  Evan,  ap  Mo-* 

rice,   ap  Morgan,  ap  LIuellyn,  ap  Madoc,  apf 

Meredith,  ap  Griffin,  ap  Davy,  ap  Owen,  ap; 

Skinken,  ap  Shones.  ' 

2Ju(^e.  Two  of  the  most  sufficient  are  onougfi. ; 

Sher.,  An  it  please  your  lordship,  these  are  all' 

but  one. 
1;  Judge.  To  gaol  with  them,  and  the  lord  Her-^ 
bert's  men : 
We'll  talk  with  them,  when  the  assize  is  done. 

[Exeunt  Btuliffs,  Owen,  Davy,  ^'C 
Riotous,^ audacious,  and  unruly  grooms ! 
Must  we  be  forced  to  come  from  the  bench  / 

To  quiet  brawls,  which  every  constable. 
In  other  civil  places,  can  suppress  ? 
2  Judge.  What  was  the  quarrel  that  caused  all 

this  stir  ? 
Sher.  About  religion,  as  I  heard,  my  lord. 
Lord  Powis  detracted  from  the  power  of  Rome^ 
Affirming  Wickliflfs  doctrinfe  to  be  true. 
And  Rome's  Erroneous :  hot  reply  was  made 
By  the  Iprd  Herl^ert ;  they  were  traitors  all 
That  would  maintain  it.    Powis  answered, 
They  were  as  true,  as  noble,  and  as  wise 
As  he ;  they  would  defend  it  with  their  lives ; 
He  named,  for  instance,  sir  John  Oldcastle, 
The  lord  Cobham  :  Herbert  replied  again. 
He,  thou,  and  all  are  traitors  that  so  hold. 
The  lie  was  given,  the  several  factions  drawn. 
And  so  enraged,  that  we  could  not  appease  it. 
1  Judge.  This  case  concerns  the  kiug*s  prero- 
gative, 
And  'tis  dangerous  to  the  state  and  common- 
wealth. 
Gentlemen,  justices,  master  mayor,  and  master 

shcniT, 
It  doth  lichovc  us  all,  and  each  of  us. 
In  general  and  particular,  to  have  care 
For  tiie  suppressing  of  all  mutinies, 
And  all  assemblies,  except  soldiers'  musters^  p 
For  the  king's  preparation  into  France. 


Akokymous.] 


SIR  JOHN  OLDCASTLE. 


Ml 


We  hear  of  secret  conventicles  mtidey 
And  there  is  doobt  of  some  cqnspiracies. 
Which  may  break  oat  into  rebeUious  arms. 
When  the  kind's  gone,  perchance  before  he  go. 
Note  as  an  instance,  this  one  perilous  fray : 
What  tactions  might  have  ^rown  on  either  part, 
To  the  destruction  of  the  king  and  realm  ? 
Yet,  in  my  conscience,  sir  John  Oldcastle's 
Innocent  of  it ;  only  his  name  was  used. 
We  therefore  from  his  highness  give  this  charge : 
You,  master  mayor,  look  to  your  citizens ; 
You,  master  sheriiF,  unto  your  shire ;  and  you 
As  justices,  in  every  one's  precinct 
There  be  no  meeting :  when  the  vulgar  sort 
Sit  on  their  alc-bencli,  with  their  cups  and  cans, 
Matters  of  state  be  oot  their  oomnuMi  talk. 
Nor  pure  religion  by  their  lips  profaned. 
Let  us  return  unto  the  bench  again, 
And  there  esamine  further  of  this  fray. 

Enter  a  Bailiff  and  a  Serjeant. 

Sher,  Sirs,  have  ye  taken  the  lord  Powis  yet  ? 
BaiL  No,  nor  heard  of  him. 
Ser,  No,  he*s  gone  far  enough. 
^  Judge,  They  that  are  left  behind^  shall  an- 
swer all.  [^eunt. 

SCENE  U.-'Ehham:    An  Anti-chamber  in  the 
Palace. 

Enter  the  Duke  o/*$uffolk,  Bithop  o/'Roches- 
TER,  Butler^  and  Sir  John  of  Wrotham, 

Suf,  Now,  my  lord  bishop,  take  free  liberty. 
To  speak  your  mind :  what  is  your  suit  to  usr 

Koch,  My  noble  lord,  no  more  than  what  you 
know, 
And  have  been  oftentimes  invested  with. 
Grievous  complaints  have  passed  between  the 

lips 
Of  envious  persons,  to  upbraid  the  clergy ; 
Some  carping  at  the  livings  which  we  have. 
And  others  spuming  a^the  ceremonies 
That  are  of  ancient  custom  in  the  church ; 
Amonjpt  the  which,  lord  Cobham  is  a  chief. 
What  inconvenience  may  proceed  hereof. 
Both  to  the  king,  and  to  toe  commonwealth, 
May  easily  be  discerned,  when,  like  a  frenzy. 
This  innovation  shall  possess  their  minds. 
These  upstarts  will  have  followers  to  uphold 
Their  damned  opinion,  more  than  Henry  shall, 
'fo  undergo  his  quarrel  'gainst  the  French. 

Si^.  What  proof  is  there  against  them  to  be 
had, 
Tbbt  what  von  say  the  law  ooay  iustify? 

Boch.  They  give  themselves  the  name  of  Pro- 
testants, 
And  meet  in  fields  and  solitary  groves. 

S.John.  Was  ever  heard,  my  lord,  the  like  till 

/•       nowi 
That  thieves  and  rebels,  'sblood,  my  lord,  here- 
tics, 
Flain  hereti^  (I'll  stand  to't  to  their  teeth) 

VOL, 
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Should  have,  to  colour  tlieir  vile  practices, 
A  title  of  such  worth,  as  Protestant  f 

Enter  a  Messenger  with  a  Letter,  which  he  gives 
to  the  Duke  of  Suffolk. 

Suf,  O,  but  you  must  not  swear;  it  ill  becomes 
One  of  your  coat  to  rap  out  bloody  oaths. 

Roch.  Pardon  him,  good  my  lord ;  it  is  his  zeaL 
An  honest  country  prelate,  who  laments 
To  see  such  foul  disorder  in  the  church. 

S,John,  lliere's  oue,  tlMy  call  him  sir  John 
Oldcastle ; 
He  has  not  his  name  for  nou|;ht ;  for,  like  a  castle, 
Doth  he  encompass  them  within  his  walls: 
But  till  that  castle  be  subverted  quite. 
We  ne'er  shall  be  at  quiet  in  the  realm. 

JRorA.  That  is  our  suit,  my  lord ;  that  he  be 
ta'en, 
And  brought  in  question  for  his  heresy. 
Beside,  two  letters  brought  me  out  uf  Wa1e9( 
Wherein  my  lord  of  Hereford  writes  to  me, 
What  tumult  and  sedition  was  begun,    * 
About  the  lord  Cobham,  at  the  'sizes  there, 
(For  they  had  much  ado  to  calm  the  rage) 
And  that  the  valiant  Herbert  is  there  slain. 
Suf,  A  fire  that  must  be  quenched.   Well',  say 
no  more ; 
The  king  anon  goes  to  the  council  chamber. 
There  to  debate  of  matters  touching  France, 
As  he  doth  pass  by,  I'll  inform  his  grace 
Concerning  vour  petition.    Master  Butler, 
If  I  forget,  do  you  remember  me. 
But,  I  will,  my  lord. 
Roch,  Not  as  a  recompence, 
But  as  a  token  of  our  love  to  you, 
By  roe,  my  lords,  the  clergy  doth  present 
This  purse,  and  in  it  full  a  thousand  angels, 
Praying  your  lordship  to  accept  their  gift.  * 

[Offers  the  Duke  a  Purse. 
Suf.  I  thank  them,  my  lord  bishop,  for  thciv 
love, 
But  will  not  take  their  money;  if  you  please 
To  give  it  to  this  gentleman,  you  may. 

Roch.  Sir,  then  we  crave  your  furtherance 

herein. 
But,  The  best  I  can,  my  lord  of  Rochester. 
Roch.  Nay,  pray  you  take  it ;  trust  me,  sir,  yoo 

shall.' 
S.  John.  Were  ye  all  three  upon  Newmarket- 
henth. 
You  should  not  need  strain  curt'sy  who  should 

have  it ; 
Sir  John  would  quickly  rid  ye  of  that  care. 

[Aside. 
Suf  The  king  is  coming.    Fear  ye  not,  my 
lord; 
The  very  first  thing  I  will  break  with  him. 
Shall  be  about  your  matter. 

Enter  King  Henry  and  the  Earl  of  Qui^iko 
Toir. 

K.Hen.  My  lord  of  Sufiblk, 

2  s  •• 


set 


FIRST  PART  OF 


[Akomtmoos. 


Wai  it  not  Mtt^  i  the  clergy  did  refuie 

To  lend  us  mooey  toward*  our  vrars  in  France  ? 

Suf'  It  was»  my  lord,  but  very  wronj^fully. 

JC.  Henry,  I. know  it  was;  for  Huntington  here 
tells  me 
Tliey  have  beon  very  bountiful  of  late. 

Suf,  And  still  they  voW|  my  gracious  lord,  to 
be  sOy 
Hoping  your  majesty  will  think  on  them 
As  of  your  loving  subjects,  and  suppress 
All  such  malicious  errors  as  begin 
To  spot  their  calling,  and  disturb  the  church. 

K.  Henry.  God  else  forbid !— W  hy,  Suffolk,  is 
there 
Any  new  rupture  to  disquiet  them  ? 

Svf,  No  new|  my  lord ;  the  old  is  great  enough ; 
And  so  increasing,  as,  if  not  cut  down, 
Will  breed  a  scandal  to  ymvr  royal  state. 
And  set  your  kingdom  quickly  in  an  uproar. 
The  Kentish  kniglit,  lord  Cobham,  in  despite 
Of  any  law«  or  spiritual  discipline, 
Maintains  this  upstart  new  religion  still ; 
And  divers  great  assemblies,  by  bis  means. 
And  private  quarrels,  are  commenced  abroad, 
As  by  this  letter  more  at  large,  my  liege, 
Is  made  apparent. 

K.  Henry,  We  do  find  it  here. 
There  was  in  Wales  a  certain  fray  of  late 
Between  two  noblemen.    But  what  of  this  ? 
Follows  it  straight,  lord  Cobham  must  be  he 
Did  cause  the  same?   I  dare  be  sworn,  good 

knight, 
He  never  dreamed  of  any  such  contention. 

Roch,  But  in  his  name  the  quarrel  did  begin. 
About  the  opinion  which  he  held,  my  liege. 

K.  Henry,  What  if  it  did?  was  either  be  in 
place 
To  take  part  with  them,  or  abet  them  in  it  ? 
If  brabbling  fellows,  whose  enkindled  blood 
^eihs  in  their  fiery  veins,  will  needs  go  fight, 
Making  their  quarrels  of  some  words  that  passed 
Either  of  you,  or  you,  amongst  their  cups. 
Is  the  fault  Yours?  or  are  they  ^iltyx>f  it? 

Svf.  With  pardon  of  your  highness,  my  dread 
lord. 
Such  little  »()arks,  neglected,  may  in  time 
Grow  to  a  mighty  flame.    But  that*s  not  all ; 
He  doth  beside  maintain  a  strange  reliuion. 
And  will  not  be  compelled  to  come  to  mas<. 

Boch,  We  do  beseech  you  therefore,  gracious 
prince, 
Without  ofl*ence  unto  your  majesty, 
We  may  be  bold  to  use  authority. 

K*  Henry.  As  how? 


Rock,  To  surnmoo  hial  onto  tbe  archee,' 
Where  soch  offences  have  their  punishment. 
K.  Benwy,  To  answer  personsilly  ?  is  that  you^ 

meaning  ? 
Hoch.  It  is,  my  lord. 
K,  Henry,  How,  if  he  appeal  ? 
Roch.  My  lord,  he  cannot  in  sncb  a  case  as 

this. 
Svf.  Not  where  religion  is  tbe  plea,  my  lord. 
K,  Henry.  I  took  it  always,  that  ourself  stood 
on*t 
As  a  sufficient  refuge,  unto  whom 
Not  any  but  might  lawfully  appeal : 
But  we'll  not  argue  now  upon  that  point. 
For  sir  Jolin  Oldcastle,  whom  you  accotei 
Let  me  entreat  you  to  dispense  a  while 
With  your  high  title  of  preheminence. 
Report  did  never  yet  condemn  him  so, 
liut  he  hath  always  been  reputed  loyal  3 
And,  in  my  knowledge,  I  can  say  thus  mudi. 
That  he  is  virtuous,  wise,  and  honourable. 
If  auy  way  his  conscience  be  seduced 
To  waver  in  his  faitli,  1*11  send  for  him. 
And  school  him  privately:  if  that  serve  not, 
Then  afWrward  tou  may  proceed  against  him. 
Butler,  be  ^ou  tfie  messenger  for  Us, 
And  will  hioi  presently  repair  to  court. 

[Exeunt  King  Hem av,  Huvtikgtov, 
Suffolk, eud  Butler. 
S,  John.  How  now,  my  lord  ^  why  stand  yon 
discontent? 
Insooth,  methinks  the  king  hath  well  decreed. 
Rock.  Ay,  ay,  sir  John,  if  he  would  keep  his 
word: 
But  I  perceive  he  favours  him  so  much 
As  this  will  be  to  small  effect,  I  fear. 
S,  John.  Why  then  I'll  tell  you  what  you*re  beat 
to  do : 
If  you  suspect  the  king  will  be  but  cold 
In  reprehending  him,  send  you  a  process  too. 
To  servfi  upon  him ;  so  you  may  be  sure 
To  make  him  answer  it,  bowsoe'er  it  fall. 

Roch,  And  well  remembered ;  1  will  have  it 
so; 
A  sumner  shall  be  sent^  about  it  straight  [Exit. 
S.  John.  Yea,  do  so.    In  the  mean  space  this 
remains 
For  kind  sir  John  of  Wrotham,  honest  Jack. 
Methinks  the  purse  of  gold  the  bishop  gave 
Made  a  good  shew,  it  had  a  tempting  look : 
Beshrew  me,  but  my  fingers'  ends  do  itch 
To  be  upon  those  golden  ruddocks^    Well^'cia 

thus; 
I  am  not  as  the  world  doth  take  m^  for : 


^  T»  summon  him  unto  the  arches— The  court  of  archeif  so  called  becauie  it  was  .anciently  held  in  tlie 

bore  b  of  St  Mary  te  Bow.  Sancta  lyiaria  de  arcuhus. — Ma  lone.  ^ 

^  >   .  umrer  thull  be  s€nt — A  wmner  is  an  apparitor  or  messenger  employed  to  iummon  nenoos  to  apoesr 

in  the  ipiritnal  couit^MALOVE.  rir-* 
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If  ever  wolf  were  clothed  in  sheep's  eoiit» 
Then  I  am  he ;  old  huddle  and  twang  Vhkh : 
A  priest  in  shew,  but,  in  pkin  ^emns,  a  thief. 
Yet,  let  me  tell  voo  too»  an  honest  thief; 
One  that  will  take  it  where  it  maj  he  spared. 
And  S|)end  it  freely  in  good  fellowship. 
I  have  as  many  shapes  as  Proteus  had ; 
That  still,  when  any  villany  is  done. 
There  may  be  none  suspect  it  was  sir  John. 
Besides,  to  comfort  me,  (for  what's  this  life, 
Except  the  crabbed  bitterness  thereof 
Be  sweetened  now  and  then  with  lechery  ?) 
I  have  my  Doll,  my  Concubine  as  'twere, 
To  frolic  wKh ;  a  lusty  bouncing  girl. 
But  whilst  I  loiter  here,  the  gold  may  'scape, 
And  that  must  not  be  so :  it  is  mine  own. 
Therefore  1*11  meet  him  on  his  way  to  court, 
And  shrive  him  of  it;  there  will  be  tlie  sport. 

[Esit. 

SCENE  IIL'-Kent. 
An  outer  Court  before  Lord  CohhanCs  house,    A 
public  road  leading  to  it ;  and  an  Alehoutc  ap- 
pearing at  a  little  dittance. 

Enter  two  old  Men  and  ttoo  Soldiers, 

1  Sold,  God  help,  God  help!  there's  law  for 
pooishing, 
,.        But  thare^  no  law  for  our  necessity : 

Tbf  re  be  more  stocks  to  set  poor  soldiers  in, 
Than  there  be  houses  to  relieve  them  at. 
1  Old  M,  Ay,  house-keeping  decays  in  every 
place, 
Even  as  S^nt  Peter  writ,  still  worse  and  worse. 
%  Old  Jf.  Master  mayor   of  Rochester  has 

S'ven  conamand,  that  none  shall  go  abroad  out  of 
10  parish;  and  has  set  down  an  order  forsooth, 
what  every  poor  householder  must  give  for  our  re- 
lief;  where  there  be  some  'sessed,  I  may  say  to 
you,  had  almost  as  much  need  to  beg  as  we. 

1  Old  M,  It  is  n  hard  world  the  while. 

2  Old  M,  If  a  poor  man  ask  at  door  for  God's 
sake,  they  ask  him  for  a  licence,  or  a  certificate 
froma  iubtice. 

1  Sold,  Faith  we  have  none,  but  what  we  bear 
tipon  our  bodies,  our  raaim'd  limbs,  God  help  us. 

ft  Sold.  And  yet  as  lame  as  I  am,  1*11  with  the 
king  into  France,  if  I  can  but  crawl  a  ship-board. 
I  had  rather  be  slain  in  France,  than  starve  in 
England. 

1  Old  M,  Ha,  were  I  but  as  histy  as  I  was  at 
Shrewsbury  battle,  1  would  not  do  as  I  do :-— but 
we  are  now  come  to  the  good  lord  Cobbam's,  the 
best  roan  to  the  poor  in  all  Kent. 

S  Old  M.  God  bless  him !  there  be  but  few 
such. 

'    Enter  Lord  Cobhau  and  Harpooi. 

Cob,  Thou  peevish  froward  roan,  what  wouldst 

thou  have  ? 
Har,  This  pride,  this  pride,  brings  all  to  beg- 
gary. * 
1  Served  year  father,  and  your  grandfather; 


Shew  roe  such  two  men  now :  no,  mi  ;  yoor  backs. 
Your  backs,  the  deril  and  pride,  has  cut  the  throat 
Of  all  good  house*keeping ;  they  were  the  best 
Yeomeos'  masters  that  ever  were  in  England. 
Cob,  Yea,  eicept  thou  have  a  crew  of  filthy 
knaves 
And  sturdy  rogues,  still  feeding  ait  my  gate^ 
There  is  no  hospitality  witli  thee. 

Har,  Tber  may  sit  at  the  gate  well  enough, 

but  the  devil  of  any  thing  you  give  them,  except 

they'll  eat  stones. 

Cok  Tis  'long  then  of  tocfa  hungry  knaves  as 

you  t 

Yea,  sir,  here's  your  retinae;  your  guests  bt 

come ; 
They  know  their  hours,  I  warrant  yon. 

1  Old  M,  God  bless  your  honour !  God  save 
the  good  lord  Cobham,  and  all  his  house! 

1  Sold,  Good  your  honour,  bestow  yoor  blessod 
alms  upon  poor  men. 
Cob.  Now,  sir,  here  be  yoor  almt-luugbie:  now 
are  you 
As  safe  as  rlie  emperor. 

Har.  My  alms-knights?  Nay,  they're  yours:  it 
is  a  shame  for  you,  and  I'll  stand  to't ;  your  fool- 
ish alms  maintains  more  vagabonds  than  all  the 
noblemen  in  Kent  beside.— <>ut,  you  rogues,  you 
knaves,  work  for  ^our  livings.  Alas,  poor  men, 
they  may  beg  their  hearts  out;  there's  no  more 
charity  among  uicn  than  among  so  many  mastiff 
dogs.  [Aside.]  What  make  you  here,  you  needy 
knaves!  Away,  away,  you  villains. 

2  Sold.  1  beseech  you,  sir,  be  good  to  us. 
Cob.  Nay,  nay,  they  know  thee  well  enough ;  I 
think 
That  all  the  beggars  in  this  land  are  thy 
Acquaintance :  go  bestow  your  aims^  none  will 
Controul  you,  sir, 

Har.  What  should  I  give  them  ?  you  are 
grown  so  beggarly,  that  you  can  scarce  give  a  bit 
of  bread  at  your  door.  You  talk  of  your  religion 
so  long,  that  you  have  Imnbhed  charity  from  you. 
A  mon  may  make  a  flax-shop  in  yoor  kitchen 
chimnies,  for  any  fire  there  is  stirring. 

Cob.  If  thou  wilt  give  tliem  nothing,  send  them 
" hence ; 
Let  them  not  stand  here  starving  in  the  cold. 

Har.  Who!  1  drive  them  hence?  If  I  drive 
poor  men  from  the  door,  ill  be  hang'd;  I  know 
not  what  I  may  come  to  mvself.'  God  help  ye, 
poor  knaves,  ye  see  the  world.  Well,  you  had  a 
mother;  O  God  be  with  thee,  |;ood  lady,  thy 
soul's  at  rest :  She  gave  more  in  shirts  and  smocks 
to  poor  children,  than  you  spend  in  your  house ; 
ana  yet  you  live  a  beggar  too. 

[roXon/CoBHAic. 
Cob,  Even  the  worst  deed  that  e'er  my  mother 

Was  in  relieving  such  a  fool  as  thou. 

Har.  Ay,  I  am  a  fool  still :  with  all  your  wit 
you'll  die  a  beggar ;  go  to.   ' 

Cob,  Go,  you  old  fool,  give  .the  poor  people 

something.  '    ,  .- 
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Go  Id,  poor  men,  into  the.  inner  courts 
And  take  such  alms  as  there  is  tu  be  had. 
Soid*  God  bless  your  honour ! 
Har,  Hang  you  rogues,  hang  you ;  there^s  no- 
thing but  misery  amongst  you ;  you  fear  no  law, 
you. 
2  Old  M.  God  bless  you,  good  master  Ralph, 
God  save  your  life ;  you  are  good  to  the  poor  still. 
[Exeunt  Harpool,  Old  Metiy  and  Soldier$. 

Enter  Lord  Powis,  disguised. 

Cob,  What  fellow's  yonder  comes  along  die 
grove? 
Few  passengers  there  be  that  know  thb  way. 
Methinks,  be  stops,  as  though  he  staid  for  me. 
And  meant  to  shroud  himself  among  the  bushes. 
I  know  the  clergy  hate  me  to  the  death, 
And  my  religion  gets  me  many  foes: 
And  this  may  be  some  desperate  rogue,  subom'd 
To  work  me  mischief :— a  sit  pleaseth  God, 
If  he  come  toward  me,  sure  1*11  stay  his  coming, 
Be  he  but  one  man,  whauoeVr  he  be. 

[Lard  Powis  advances. 
I  have  been  well  acquainted  with  that  face. 

Fow,t  Well  met,  my  honourable    lord  and 
friend. 

Cob*  You  are  very  welcome,  sir,  whatever  you 
be; 
But  of  this  sudden,  sir,  I  do  not  know  you. 

Pow,  I  am  one  that  wisheth  well  unto  your 
'    honour ; 
My  name  is  Powis,  an  old  friend  of  yours. 

Cob,  My  honourable  lord,  and  worthy  friend, 
What  makes  your  lordship  thus  alone  in  Kent  f 
And  thus  disguised  in  this  strange  attire  ! 

Pow,  My  lord,  an  unexpected  accident 
Hkth  at  this  time  enforced  me  to  these  parts. 
And  thus  it  happ'd.    Not  yet  full  five  days  since, 
Kow  at  the  last  assize  at  Hereford, 
It  chanced  that  the  lord  Herbert  and  myself, 
'Mongst  other  things,  discoursing  at  the  table, 
Did  fall  in  speech  about  some  certain  points 
Of  Wickliffs  doctrine,  'gainst  the  papocy 
And  the  religion  catholic  maintnin'd 
Through  the  most  part  of  Europe  at  tiiis  day* 
This  wilful  testy  lord  stuck  not  to  say, 
Tlmt  WicklifT  was  a  knave,  a  schismatic, 
His  doctrine  devilish,  and  heretical ; 
And  whatsoe'er  he  was,  maintained  the  same, 
Wasi  traitor  both  to  God,  and  to  his  country. 
Being  moved  at  his  peremptory  speech, 
I  told  him,  some  maintained  those  opinions, 
Men  and  truer  subjects  than  lord  Herbert  was : 
And  he  replying  in  comparisons, 
Your  name  was  urged,  my  lord,  against  liis  chaU 

lenge,* 
To  be  a  perfect  favourer  of  the  truth. 
And,  to  be  short,  from  words  we  fell  to  blows. 


Our'senrants,  and  our  tensfnti,  taking  parts  :— 
Many  on  both  sides  hurt ;  and  for  an  hour 
The  broil  by  no  means  could  be  pacified ; 
Until  the  judges,  rising  from  the  bench. 
Were  in  their  persons  forced  to  part  the  fray. 

Cob,  I  hope  no  man  was  violently  slain. 

Paw,  'Faith  none,  I  trust,  but  the  lord  Herbert's 
self, 
Who  is  in  truth  so  dangerously  hurt. 
As  it  is  doubted  he  can  hardly  scape. 

Cob,  I  am  sorry,  my  good  lord,  for  these  iU 
news. 

Pow,  This  is  the  cause  that  drives  me  into  Kent, 
To  shroud  myself  with  you,  so  good  a  friend. 
Until  I  hear  how  thiuES  do  spe^  at  home. 

Cob,  Your  lordship  is  most  welcouic  unto  Cob- 
ham; 
But  I  am  very  sorry,  my  good  lord. 
My  name  was  brought  in  question  in  this  matter, 
Considering  I  have  many  enemies. 
That  threaten  malice,  and  do  lie  in  wait 
To  take  the  vantage  of  the  smallest  thing. 
But  you  are  welcome ;  and  repose  your  lordship, 
And  keep  yourself  here  secret  in  my  bouse. 
Until  we  hear  how  the  lord  litrbert  speeds. 

Enter  Harpool. 

Here  comes  my  man :  sirrah,  what  news  ? 

Har,  Yonder*3  one  Master  Butler  uf  the  privy 
chamber,  is  sent  unto  you  from  the  king. 

Pow,  Pray  God,  that  the  lord  Herbert  be  not 
dead. 
And  the  king,  hearing  whither  I  ahs  gone. 
Hath  sent  for  me. 

Co6.  Comfort  yourself,  my  lord ;  I  warrant 
you. 

Har,  Fellow,  what  ails  thee  ^  dost  thou  quake  f        i 
dost  thou  shake  ?  dost  thou  tremble  ?  Im  ? 

Cob,  Peace,  you  old  fool.  Sirrah,  convey  this 
gentleman  in  the  back  way,  and  bring  the  odier 
mto  the  walk. 

Har.  Come,  sir,  you're  welcome,  if  you  love 
my  lord. 

Pow,  Gramercy,  gentle  friend. 

[Exeunt  Powis  and  Harpool. 

Cob.  I  thought  as  much,  that  it  would  not  be 
long 
Before  I  heard  of  something  from  the  king. 
About  this  matter. 

Enter  Harpool  and  Butler. 

Har.  Sir,  yonder  my  lord  walks,  you  see  biin ; 
ni  have  your  men  into  the  cellar  the  while. 

Co6.  Welcome,  good  master  Butler. 

Buz.  Thanks,  my  good  lord.  His  5fajesty  doth 
commend  his  love  unto  your  lordship,  and  wills 
you  to  repair  unto  the  court. 


*  * Jg^imt  hit  cAflffen^e— Thus  the  quarto  1600.    The  folio  16«  reads— <Ais  chaUenge.— Ma- 


Anonymous.] 


SIR  JOHN  OLDGASTLE. 


.   Cch.  God  bless  his  bighness,  and  coofoand  his 

enemies ! 
I  hope  his  majesty  is  well. 
But.  In  good  health,  my  lord. 
Cob.  God  loDg  contiuue  ill  Methioks  yoa 
took 
As  though  ^ou  were  not  well :  what  ail  ye,  sir? 
But.  Taith  I  have  had  a  foolish  odd  mis- 
cliance. 
That  angers  me.    Coming  o'er  ShooterVUill, 
There  came  one  to  me  like  a  sailor,  and 
Ask'd  my  money;  and  whilst  I  staid  my  horse, 


To  draw  my  purse,  be  takes  the  advantage  of 
A  little  bank,  and  leaps  behind  me,  whips 
My  purse  away,  and  with  a  sudden  jerk, 
I  know  not  how,  threw  me  at  least  three  yards 
Out  of  my  saddle.    I  never  was  so  robb'd 
In  all  my  life. 

Cob.  I  am  very  sorry,  sir,  for  your  mischance; 
We  will  send  our  warrant  forth,  to  stay  all  such 
Suspicious  persons  as  shall  be  found ; 
Then,  Master  Butler,  we'll  attend  on  you. 

But,  I  humbly  thank  your  lordship,  III  attend 
you.  [ExeunH 


ACT  II. 


sCeNE  I.— 2^  same. 
Enter  a  Sumner* 

.  Sum.  I  have  the  law  to  warrant  what  I  do ; 
and  though  the  lord  Cobham  be  a  nobleman,  that 
dispenses  not  with  law  :  I  dare  serve  a  process, 
were  he  five  noblemen.  Though  we  sumners 
make  sometimes  a  mad  slip  in  a  corner  with  a 
pretty  wench,  a  sumiier  must  not  go  always  by 
seeing :  a  man  may  be  content  to  hide  his  eyes 
where  be  may  feci  his  profit.  Weil,  this  is  lord 
Cobham's  house ;  if  1  cannot  speak  with  him,  Til 
clap  my  citation  upon  his  door ;  so  my  lord  of 
,  Rochester  bade  me :  but  metlunks  here  comes  one 
«f  his  men. 

Enter  Harpool. 

Har.  Welcome,  good  fellow,  welcome :  who 
wonld'st  thou  speak  with } 

Suntm  With  mjr  lord  Cobham  I  would  speak,  if 
Cbou  be  one  of  his  men. 

Har.  Yes,  I  am  one  of  his  men:  but  thou 
•an'st  not  speak  with  my  lord. 

Sum.  May  I  send  to  him  then  ? 

Har.  ril  tell  thee  that,  when  I  know  thy  errand. 

Sum.  I  will  not  tell  my  errand  lo  thee. 

Har.  Then  keep  it  to  thyself,  and  walk  like  a 
knave  as  thou  cam'st. 

Suat.  I  tell  thee,  my  lord  keeps  no  knaves, 
sirrah. 

JETor.Tben  thou  servest  him  not,  I  believe.  What 
lord  b  thy  master? 

Sum.  My  4ord  of  Rochester. 

Har.  In  good  time :  And  what  would*st  thou 
luive  with  my  lord  Cobliaro? 

Sum.  1  come,  by  virrue  of  a  process,  to  cite 
bim  to  appear  before  my  lord  in  the  court  at 
K>ocliester. 


Har.  [Aside.]  Well,  God  grant  me  patience  !  I 
could  eat  this  conger.  ^  My  lord  is  not  at  home ; 
therefore  it  were  good,  Sumner,  you  carried  your 
process  back.   . 

Sum.  Why  if  he  will  not  be  spoken  withal,  then 
will  I  leave  it  here ;  and  see  that  he  take  know- 
ledge of  it.  [Fixes  a  citation  on  the  Gate. 

Har.  'Zounds,  you  slave,  do  you  set  up  your 
bills  here  ?  Go  to ;  take  it  down  again..  Dost 
thou  know  what  thou  dost?  Dost  thou  know  on 
whom  thou  servest  a  process  ? 

Sum.  Yes,  marry  do  I ;  on  Sir  John  Oldcastle, 
lord  Cobham. 

Har.  I  am  glad  thou  knowcst  him  yet.  And, 
sirrah,  dost  thou  not  know  that  the  lord  Cobham 
is  a  brave  lord,  that  keeps  eood  beef  and  beer  in 
his  house,  and  every  day  feeds  a  hundred  poor 
people  at  his  gate,  and  keeps  a  huudred  tall  fel- 
lows? 

Sum.  What's  that  to  my  process? 

Har,  Marry  this,  sir ;  is  this  process  parcb- 
ment  ? 

Sum,  Yes,  marry  is  it 

Har.  And  this  seal  wax  ? 

Sum.  It  is  so. 

Har.  if  this  l»e  parchment,  and  this  wax,  eat 
you  this  parchment  and  this  wax,  or  I  will  make 
parchment  of  your  skin,  and  beat  your  brains  in- 
to wax.  Sirrah  Sumner,  dispatch ;  (ievour,  sirrah, 
devour. ' 

Sum.  I  am  my  lord  of  Rochester's  sunmer;  I 
came  to  do  my  office,  and  thou  shalt  answer  it. 

Har.  Sirrah,  no  railing,  but  betake  yourself  to 
your  teeth.  Thou  shalt  eat  no  worse  than  thou 
bring'st  with  thee.  Thou  bring'st  it  for  my  lord, 
and  wilt  thou  bring  my  lord  worse  than  thou  wilt 
eat  thyself? 

Sum.  Sir»  I  brought  it  not  my  lord  to  eat. 


• J  contd  eat  this  conger — The  conger  is  the  tea  eel  — Malon  b. 

7 Devour  sirrdh^  devour. — This  circumstance  is  not  a  fiction  of  the  author  of  thu  play.    If  asbe,  in 

his  Afotogie  •/  Pierce  Pemtilesse,  1503,  says  he  once  saw  Robert  Greene  (a  voluminovn  writer  of  those 
Sujt)  **  make  an  apparitor  eat  his  citation,  wax  and  all,  very  handsomely  served  Hwixt  two  dishes.** 
The  saose  story  is  also  told  of  oae  of  the  attendants  of  Bogo  de  Clare  in  the  eighteenth  ^ear  of  Edward  I. 
S|^  Milb*B  Disemurse  of  the  jinti^uit^  o/  the  Utar-Chomber^  4to.  Ili90,  p.  46.— Ma  Lone. 
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JEbr.  Oy  da  you  sir  ree  mom  ?  AlTt  one  for  that ; 
111  make  jou  eat  k,  for  bringing  it. 

Sum.  I  cannot  eat  it. 

Bar.  Can  you  not  ?  *6blood,  Y\\  beat  you  till 
you  bare  a  stumadi.  [Bemtt  him. 

Sum.  O  hold,  hold,  good  master  serving-man ;  I 
VtU  eat  it.    . 

Hot*  Be  champing,  be  chewinp^  sir,  or  1*11  chew 
TOO,  you  rogue.  Tough  wax  is  the  purest  of  the 
Jioney. 

Smm,  The  purest  of  the  honey ! — O,  Lord,  sir ! 
ob  !  ob  !  [Eais. 

Mar.  Feed,  feed ;  'tis  wholsome,  rogue,  whol- 
Bome.  Cannot  you,  like  ap  honest  sumner,  walk 
with  the  devil  your  brother,  to  fetch  in  your  bai- 
lifi*s  rents,  but  you  must  come  to  a  nobleman's 
house  with  process  ?  if  thy  seal  were  as  broad  as 
the  lead  that  covers  Rochester  churchy  thou 
sbould'st  eat  iL 

Sum.  O,  I  am  almost  choked,  I  am  almost 
choked. 

Har.  Who*s  within  there  ?  will  you  shame  ray 
lord  I  i&  there  no  beer  in  the  house  ?  Butler,  I  say. 

Enter  Butler, 

But.  Here,  liere, 
'   Hur.  Give  him  beer.    There ;  tough  old  sheep- 
skin's bare  dry  meat.  [The  Sumner  drinks. 

Sum,  O,  sir,  let  me  go  no  farther;  Til  eat  my 
word. 

Har,  Yea,  marry,  sir,  I  mean  you  shall  eat 
more  than  your  own  word  ;  fur  1*11  make  you  cat 
all  the  words  in  the  process.  Why,  you  drab- 
raonj^er,  cannot  the  secrets  of  all  the  wenches  in 
a  shire  serve  your  turn,  but  you  must  come 
hither  with  aciiati  m,  with  a  pox  ?  V\\  cite  you. — 
A  cup  of  sack  for  the  sumner. 

But.  Here,  sir,  here. 

Har.  Here,  slave,  1  dnnk  to  thee. 

Sum.  I  thank  you,  sir. 

Har.  Now,  if  thou  Bnd*st  thy  stomach  well,  be- 
cause thou  siialt  see  my  lord  keeps  meat  in  his 
house,  if  thou  wilt  go  in,  thou  shalt  have  a  piece 
of  beef  to  thy  breakfast. 

Sum.  No,  I  am  very  well,  <;ood  master  serving- 
tnan,  I  thank  you  ;  very  well,  hir. 

Har.  I  am  glad  on*t :  then  be  walking  towards 
Rochester  to  keep  your  stomach  warm.  And, 
eumner,  if  I  do  know  you  disturb  a  good  wench 
within  this  diocese,  if  I  do  not  make  thee  eat  licr 
petticoat,  if  there  were  four  yards  of  Kentish 
cloth  in  it,  I  am  a  villain. 

Sum.  God  be  wi'  you,  master  serving-man. 

[Exit  Sumner. 

Har.  Farewell,  sumner. 

Enter  Con tt able. 

Con.  Save  you,  master  Ilarpool.  | 

Har.  Welcome  constable,  welcome  constable; 
what  news  with  thee  ? 

Co?i.  An't  please  YOU,  master  Harpool,  I  am  to 
make  hue  and  cry  for  a  fellow  with  one  eye,  that 
has  robb'd  two  aothiers;  and  am  to  ciave  your 


hindriDce  to  seaidi  all  suspected  places;  and 
they  say  there  was  a  woman  m  the  company. 

Har.  Hast  thou  been  at  the  ak^house  ?  hast 
thou  sought  there  ? 

Com.  I  durst  not  search  m  my  lord  Cobham's 
liberty,  except  I  had  some  of  bis  servants  for  my 
warrant. 

Har.  An  honest  consUble :  Cdt  forth  him  that 
keeps  the  ale-house  there. 

Cm.  Ho,  who*s  within  there  f 

Enter  Ale-nmn. 

Ale-man.  Who  calls  there  ?  Oh,  is't  vou,  master 
constable,  and  master  Harpool  ?  you  re  welcome 
with  all  my  heart.  What  make  you  here  so  early 
this  morning? 

Har.  Sirrah,  what  strangers  Aq  you  lodge? 
there  is  a  robbery  done  this  morning,  and  we  are 
to  search  for  all  suspected  persons. 

Ale-man.  Gods-bore,  I  am  sorry  ^t.  IHWith, 
sir,  I  lodge  nobody,  but  a  good  honest  priest,  calPd 
sir  John  a  Wrotham,  and  a  handsome  woman 
that  is  his  niece,  that  he  says  he  has  some  suit  in 
law  for ;  and  as  they  go  up  and  down  to  London, 
sometimes  they  lie  at  my  house. 

Har.  What,  is  she  here  in  thy  bouse  now  ? 

Ale-man.  She  is,  sir ;  I  promise  you,  sir,  he  is 
a  quiet  roan,  and  because  he  will  not  trouble  too 
many  rooms,  be  makes  the  woman  lie  every 
night  at  his  bed*s  feet.  a 

Har,  Bring  her   fortli,  constable;  briag   her  ^ 
forth ;  let*s  see  her,  let*s  see  her. 

AU-man.  Ddrothy,  you  must  come  dowB  to    ^ 
master  constable.  ? 

I 

Enter  Dorotht; 

DoU.  Anon  forsooth. 

Har.  Welcome,  sweet  lass,  welcome. 

DolL  I  thank  you,  good  sir,  aud  master  con* 
stable  aUo. 

Har,  A  plump  girl  by  the  mass,  a  plump  girl. 
Ha,  Doll,  ba  !  Wilt  thou  forsake  the  priest,  and 
go  with  me,  Doll? 

Con.  Ah  !  well  said,  master  Harpool ;  ytm  are 
a  merry  old  man,  iYaith  ;  you  will  never  be  old. 
Now  by  the  mack,  a  pretty  wench  indeed ! 

Har,  You  old  mad  merry  constable,  art  thoa 
advised  of  that  ?  Ha,  well  said,  Doll;  611  some  ale 
here. 

DolL  Oh,  if  I  wist  this  old  priest  would  boI 
stick  to  me,  by  Jove  I  would  ingle  this  old  serv- 
ing-man. [A»de. 

Har.  O  you  old  mad  colt,  i*fisith  I'll  fent  you; 
fill  all  the  pots  in  the  house  there. 

Con,  On  !  well  said,  master  Harpool ;  you  art 
a  heart  of  oak  when  airs  done. 

Hur.  Ha,  Doll,  thou  hast  a  sweet  pair  of  lips, 
by  the  mass. 

Doll.  Truly  you  are  a  most  sweet  old  man,  at 
ever  I  saw ;  by  my  troth,  you  have  a  face  able  ta 
make  any  woman  m  lov%  with  yao« 

Har.  Fill,  sweet  Doll;  Til  drink  to  l 
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DolL  I  pledge  ytm,  far,  and  thank  you  there- 
fore, and  I  pray  you  let  it  oome. 

Har.  [Embracing  her.]  Doll,  canst  thoa  love 
me  ? 
A  mad  merry  lass;  would  to  God  I  had  never  seen 
thee! 

DolL  I  warrant  you,  yon  will  not  out  of  my 
thoughts  thb  twelvemonth ;  truly  yoe  are  as  full 
o£  favour,  as  a  man  may  be.  Ah,  these  sweet 
grey  locks !  by  my  troth  they  are  most  lovely. 

Con.  Cods  bores^  master  Uarpool,  Til  have  one 
buss  too. 

Har,  No  licking  for  you,  constable ;  hands  off, 
bands  off. 

Can.  ByV  lady,  I  love  kissing  as  well  as  you. 

DolL  O  you  are  an  old  boy,  you  have  a  wan- 
ton eye  of  your  own !  Ah,  you  sweet  sugar-lip'd 
wantbn,  yoo  will  win  us  many  women's  hearts  as 
come  in  your  company. 

Enter  Sir  J  ous  ofWrotham, 

Sir  John.  Doll,  come  hither. 

Har,  Priest,  she  shall  not 

DolL  1*11  come  anon,  sweet  love. 

Sir  John,  Hands  off,  old  fornicator. 

Har,  Vicar,  I'll  sit  here  in  spile  of  thee.  Is 
tbis  fit  stuff  for  a  priest  to  carry  up  and  down 
with  him  ? 

Sir  John,  Sirrah,  dost  thou  not  know  that  a 
good-fellow  parson  may  have  a  chapel  of  ease, 
•  where  his  parish  church  is  far  off? 
^        Har,  You  whorson-stoned  vicar ! 

Sir  John,  You  old  stale  ruffian,  you  lion  of 
Cotswold !  * 
^       Har»  'Zounds,  vicar,  I'll  geld  yon. 

iFtiei  upon  him. 

Con,  Keep  the  king's  peace. 

DM  Murder,  murder,  murder ! 

Ale-man*  Hold,  as  you  are  men,  hold!  for 
God's  sake  be  quiet;  put  up  your  weapons,  you 
d0v  not  in  my  bouse. 
>.  Httr.  You  whorson  bawdy  priest  I 

jStr  John,  You  old  mutton-monger ! 

Con.  Hold,  sir  John,  hold. 

DolL  I  pray  thee,  sweet  heart,  be  quiet ;  I 
was  but  sitting  to  drink  a  pot  of  ale  with  him; 
even  as  kind  a  man  as  ever  I  met  with. 

Har,  Thou  art  a  thief,  I  warrant  thee. 

&>  John,  Then  I  am  but  as  thou  hast  been  in 
thy  days.  Let's  not  be  ashamed  of  our  trade; 
$be  king  has  been  a  thief  himself. 


DoU.  Com«,  be  quiet.    Haft  thou  sped  ? 
'  Sir  John,  I  have,  wench ;  here  be  crowns  i'fulhk 

Doll,  Come  let's  be  all  friends  then. 

Con,  Well  said,  mistress  Dorothy. 

Har,  Thou  art  che  maddest  priest  that  ever  I 
met  with. 

Sir  John,  Give  me  tliy  hand,  thou  art  as  good 
a  fellow  ! — I  am  a  singer,  a  drinker,  a  bencW,* 
a  wencher;  I  can  say  a  mass,  and  kiss  a  lass; 
'faith,  I  have  a  parsonage,  and  because  I  would 
not  be  at  too  much  charges,  this  wench  serveth  me 
for  a  sexton. 

Har.  Well  said,  mad  priest;  we'll  in  and  be 
friends.  [ExiumL 

SCENE  II. 

London. — A  Room  in  the  Axe  i^it,  without  B»- 
shop-gaie. 

Enter  Sir  Roger  Acton,  Bourn,  Beveblet,- 
and  McRLEY. 

Act,  Now,  master  Murley,  I  am  well  assured 
You  know  our  errand,  and  do  like  the  cause. 
Being  a  man  afiected  as  we  are. 

Mur,  Marry  God  dild  ye,  dainty  my  dear !  no 
master,  good  sir  Roger  Acton,  master  Bourn,  and 
master  Beverley,  gentlemen  and  justices  of  the 
peace ;  no  master,  I,  but  plain  William  Murley, 
the  brewer  of  Dunstable,  your  honest  neighbour 
and  your  friend,  if  ye  be  men  of  mj  profession. 

Bev.  Professed  friends  to  Wickliff,  foes  to 
Rome. 

Mur,  Hold  by  me,  lad ;  lean  upon  that  sta^ 
good  master  Beverley ;  all  of  a  house.  Say  yout 
mind,  say  your  mind. 

Act,  You  know,  our  faction  now  is  grown  m 
great 
Throughout  the  realm,  that  it  begins  to  smoke 
Into  the  clergy's  eyes,  and  the  kingfs  ears. 
High  time  it  is  that  we  were  drawn  to  head. 
Our  general  and  officers  appointed ; 
And  wars,  you  wot,  will  ask  great  store  of  coin. 
Able  to  strcHgth  our  action  with  your  purse^ 
You  are  elected  for  a  colonel . 
Over  a  regiment  of  fifteen  bands. 

Alur,  Phew,  paltry,  paltry !  in  and  out,  to  and 
fro,  be  it  more  or  less  upon  occaMun.  Lord  have 
mercy  upon  us,  «*hat  a  world  is  this !  Sir  Roger' 
Acton,  I  am  but  a  Dunstable  man,  a  plain  brewer, 
you  know.  Will  lusty  caveliering  captains,  gen- 
tlemen, come  at  my  calling,  go  at  ray  bidding  i 


'  The  Cottwold  hills  in  Gloucestershire  were  famoos  on  account  of  the  number  of  sheep  fed  upon  them. 
A  Coitwotd  lion  therefore  meant  a  CoUwold  iheep  f  as  an  Essex  lion  is  still  the  cant  term  for  an  Essex 

*  — ^  singer,  a  drinker,  a  bencher.  **  Tlvua^io  faWhted  (says  prhice  Henry  Iff  ralstaff)  with  drink- 
ing of  old  sack,  and  unbattonlD|  thee  after«upper,  and  steeping  upon  benches  al  noon,"  Before  alehouses, 
formerly,  benches  were  placed  for  the  accompiodation  of  compaqy.  So  in  the  preceding  act :— — ^ 

** when  the  vulgar  sort 

**  Sit  on  their  aMfench  with  their  caps  and  cans."— ^ 
It  Is  yet  a  fashion  in  the  coontry.       Malojis. 
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dainty  my  dear,  thcyll  do  a  dog  of  wax,  a  bone 
•r  cheese,  a  prick  and  a  pudding.  No,  no ;  ye 
must  appoint  some  lord  or  knight  at  least,  to  ttiat 
place. 

Baur.  Why,  roaster  Murley.  yon  shall  be  a 
knight* 
Were  you  not  in  election  to  be  sheriff? 
Have  you  not  passed  all  offices  hut  that  > 
Have  you  not  wealth  to  make  your  wife  a  lady  ? 
I  warrant  yon,  my  lord,  our  general. 
Bestows  that  honour  on  you,  at  first  sight. 

Mur.  Marry  God  dild  ye,  dainty  my  dear. — 
But  tell  me,  who  shall  be  our  general  ?  Where's 
the  lord  Cobham,  sir  John  Oldcastte,  that  noble 
alms-giver,  house-keeper,  virtuous,  religious  gen- 
tleman ?  Come  to  me  there,  boys ;  come  to  me 
there. 

Act.  Why,  who  but  he  shall  be  our  general  ? 

Mur.  And  shall  he  knight  me,  aud  make  me 
colonel? 

Act,  My  word  for  that,  sir  William  Murley, 
knight. 

Mur.  Fellow,  sir  Roger  Acton,  knight,  all  fel- 
lows, I  mean  in  arms,  how  strong  are  we?  how 
many  partners  ?  Our  enemies,  beside  the  king,  are 
mighty :  be  it  more  or  less  upon  occasion,  reckon 
our  force. 

Act.  There  are  of  us,  our  friends,  and  followers, 
Three  thousand  and  three  hundred  at  the  least; 
Of  northern  lads  four  thousand,  l>eside  horse ; 
Prom  Kent  there  comes,  with  sir  John  Oldcastle, 
Seven  thousand  :  then  from  London  issue  out, 
Of  masters,  servants,  stran^rs,  'prentices, 
Forty  odd  thousand  into  Ficket-field, 
Where  we  appoint  our  special  rendezvous. 

Mur.  Phew,  paltry,  paltry,  in  and  out,  to  and 
fro.  Lord  have  mercy  upon  us,  what  a  world  is 
this !  Where's  that  Ficket-fietd,  sir  Roger  ? 

Act.  Behind  St  Giles's  in  the  Field,  near  Hoi- 
born. 

Mur.  Newgate,  up  Holbom,  St  Giles's  in  the 
Field,  and  to  Tyburn ;  an  old  saw.  For  the  day, 
for  the  day  ? 

Act.  On  Friday  next,  the  fourteenth  day  of  Ja- 
nuary. 

Mur.  Tilly  vally,  trust  me  never,  if  I  have  any 
fiking  of  that  day.  Phew,  paltry,  paltry  !  Friday, 
t)uotli-a,  a  dismal  day :  Childermas-day  this  year 
was  Friday. 

Bev.  Nay,  master  Murley,  if  you  observe  such 
days. 
We  make  some  question  of  your  constancy  : 
All  days  are  alike  to  men  resolved  in  right. 

Mur.  Say  amen,  and  My  no  more,  but  sa^  and 
hold^  master  Beverley :  Friday  next,  and  Ficket- 


field,  and  William  Murley  and  his  meny 
shall  be  all  one.  I  have  half  a  score  jades  that 
draw  my  beer  carts ;  and  every  jade  shall  bear  a 
knave,  and  every  knave  shall  wear  a  jack,  and 
every  jack  shall  have  a  skull,  and  every  skull 
shall  shew  a  spear,  and  every  spear  slmll  kill 
a  'foe  at  Ficketrfield,  at  Ficket-field.  John  and 
Tom,  Dick  and  Hodge,  Ralph  and  Robin,  Wil- 
liam and  Greorse,  and  all  my  knaves,  shall  figUi 
like  men  at  Fid[et-field,on  Friday  next. 

Bottm.  What  sum  of  money  mean  you  to  dis- 
burse ? 

Jlfttr.  It  may  be,  modestly,  decently,  and  so- 
berly, and  handsomely,  I  may  bring  five  hendred 
pound. 

Act.  Five  hundred,  man  ?  five  thoosaod's  not 
enough :    ^ 
A  hundred  thousand  will  not  pay  our  men 
T\To  months  together.    Either  come  prepared 
Like  a  brave  knight  and  martial  colonel. 
In  glittering  gold,  and  gallant  furniture. 
Bringing  in  coin,  a  oart-load  at  the  least; 
And  all  your  followers  mounted  on  good  horse^ 
Or  never  come  disgraceful  to  us  all. 

Heo.  Perchance  you  may  be  chosen  treasurer ; 
Ten  thousand  pound's  the  least  that  yoa  can 
bring. 

Mur.  Paltry,  paltry,  in  and  out,  to  and  fro  3 
upon  occasion  I  have  ten  thousand  pound  to 
spend,  and  ten  too.  And,  rather  tlinn  the  bishop 
shall  have  his  will  of  me,  for  my  conscience,  it  *■ 
shall  all  go.  Flame  and  flax,  flax  and  flame.  It  * 
was  got  with  water  and  mah,  and  it  shall  fly  with 
fire  and  gun-powder.  Sir  Ilofter,  a  cart-load  of 
money,  till  the  axletree  crack;  myself  and  my 
men  m  Ficket-field  on  Friday  next:  remember 
my  knighthood  and  my  place  :  there's  my  hanct, 
I'll  be  there.  [Exit  Murley. 

AcL  See  what  ambition  may  persuade  men  to  ! 
In  hope  of  honour  he  will  spend  himself. 

Bourn.  I  never  thoueht  a  brewer  half  90  rich. 

Bev.  Was  never  bankrupt  brewer  yet  but  one» 
With  using  too  much  malt,  too  Httle  wal^r. 

Act.  That  is  no  fault  in  brewers  now  adays: 
Come,  let's  away  about  our  business.     [  Exeunt, 

SCENE  UL 

An  Audience  chamher  in  the  Palace  ai  Eltkam* 

Enter  King  Henry,  the  Duke  ^Suffolk,  ^ur-: 
LER,  and  Lord  Cobham. — He  kneeU  to  the 

King. 

K.  Henry.  Tis  not  enough,  lord  Cobham,  to 
submit  I 


'  —  Mofier  Murley,  ymi  thall  be  a  krifg hi.— 'This  19  founded  on  an  historical  fact.    When  Mnrley,  or 
Jlfur^,  was  taken,  he  had  a  pair  of  gilt  spars  in  his  bosom,  imagining  that  he  should  have  been  made  % 
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knght  the  next  day  by  lord  Cobham, 
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Yon  mMt  forsake  yoar  gross  opinion. 
Tbe  bishops  find  themselves  much  injered ; 
And  though,  for  some  good  senrioe  joa  hwe 

done, 
We  for  our  part  are  pleased  to  pardon  yoo^ 
Yet  they  will  not  so  soon  be  satisfied. 

Cek,  My  gracious  lord,  unto  your  m^esty, 
Next  unto  my  God,  I  do  owe  my  life; 
And  what  is  mine,  either  by  nature's  gift, 
Or  fortune's  bounty,  all  is  at  your  service. 
But  for  obedience  to  the  pope  of  Rome, 
I  owe  him  none ;  nor  shall  his  shaveling  priests 
That  are  in  England,  alter  my  belief. 
If  out  of  Holy  Scripture  they  can  prove 
That  I  am  in  an  error,  1  will  yield. 
And  gladly  take  inKtmctton  at  their  hands : 
But  otherwise,  I  do  beseech  your  grace 
My  conscience  may  not  be  encroached  upon. 

K,  Henry,  We  would  be  loth  to  press  our  sub* 
jects'  bodies, 
Much  less  their  souls,  the  dear  redeemed  part 
Of  Him  that  is  the  ruler  of  us  all : 
Yet  let  me  counsel  yon,  that  might  command. 
Do  not  presume  to  tempt  them  with  ill  words, 
Nor  sufier  any  meetings  to  be  had 
Wjthin  yonr  house ;  iMit  to  the  uttermost 
Disperse  the  flocks  of  this  new  gathering  sect. 

Cob,  My  lieg^  if  any  breathe,  that  dares  come 
forth. 
And  say,  my  life  in  any  of  these  points 
Deserves  the  attainder  of  ignoble  thoughts, 
Here  stand  I,  craving  no  remorse  at  all. 
But  even  the  utmost  rigour  may  be  shown. 

K.  Henry.  Let  it  suffice  we  know  your  loyalty. 
What  have  you  tliere  ? 

Cob,  A  deed  of  clemency; 
Your  highness'  pardon  for  lord  Powis*  life^ 
Which  I  did  bc^,  and  you,  my  noble  lord, 
Of  gracious  favour  did  vouchsafe  to  grant. 

A,  Henry ^  But  yet  it  is  not  signed  with  our 
hand. 

Cob.  Not  yet,  my  liege. 

K.  Henry,  The  rect  you  say  was  done 
Not  of  pretensed  malice,  but  by  chance. 

Cob.  Upon  mine  honour  so^  no  otherwise. 

JL  Henry,  There  is  his  pardon ;  bid  him  make 
amends,  \Sign$  the  Pardon. 

And  cleanse  his  soul  to  God  for  his  offence : 
What  we  remit,  is  but  tbe  body's  scourge. — 
How  now,  lord  bishop  ? 

Enter  Bishop  o^  Rochester. 

Boch,  Justice,  dread  sovereign ! 
As  thou  art  king,  so  grant  I  may  have  justice. 
K,  Henry*  What  means  this  exclamation ^  let 

us  know. 
Rock,  Ah,  my  good  lord,  the  state  is  much 


And  oar  decrees  most  shamefully  prophaoed. 

K.  Henry »  Howf  or  by  whom? 

Roeh,  Even  h^  this  heretic, 
Tbb  Jewy  this  traitor  to  your  majesty. 


Cob.  Plrelate,  thou  liest,  even  in  thy  grensy  maw, 
Or  whosoever  twits  me  with  the  name 
Of  either  traitor,  or  of  heretic. 

K,  Henry,  Forbear,  I  say :  and,  bishop,  shew 
the  cause 
From  whence  ttiis  late  abuse  hath  been  derived. 

Roch,  Thus,  mighty  kin^.   By  general  consent, 
A  messenger  was  sent  to  ate  this  lord 
To  make  appearance  in  the  consistory ; 
And  coming  to  his  house,  a  ruffian  slave. 
One  of  his  daily  follo«»ers,  met  the  man ; 
Who,  knowing  him  to  be  a  paritor. 
Assaults  him  first,  and  after,  in  contempt 
Of  us  and  our  proceedings,  makes  him  eat 
The  written  process,  parchment,  seal,  and  all ; 
Whereby  his  master  neither  was  brought  forth, 
Nor  we  but  scorned  for  our  authority. 

K.  Henry.  When  was  this  done } 

Roch.  At  six  a  clock  this  morning. 

K,  Henry,  And  when  came  you  to  court  ? 

Cob,  Last  night,  my  liege. 

JiC.  Henry,  By  this^  it  seems  be  is  not  guilty  of 

it, 
And  yua  have  done  him  wrong  to  accuse  him  so. 

Rock.  But  it  was  done,  my  lord,  by  his  ap- 
pointment; 
Or  else  his  man  durst  not  have  been  so  bold. 

K,  Henry.  Or  else  you  durst  not  be  bold  to  In- 
terrupt 
And  fill  our  ears  with  frivolous  complaints. 
Is  this  the  duty  you  do  bear  to  us  ? 
Was't  not  sufficient  we  did  pass  our  word 
To  send  for  him,  but  you,  misdoubting  it. 
Or,  which  is  worse,  intending  to  forestal 
Our  regal  power,  must  likewise  summon  him  ? 
This  savours  of  ambition,  not  of  zeal ; 
And  rather  proves  you  malice  his  estate. 
Than  any  way  that  he  offends  the  law. 
Go  to,  we  like  it  not;  and  he  your  officer 
Had  bis  desert  for  being  insolent. 
That  was  employed  so  much  amiss  herein. 
So,  Cobham,  when  you  please,  you  may  depart. 

Cob,  I  humbly  bid  farewell  unto  my  liege. 

[ExifCOBHAM* 

Enter  Huntington. 

K.  Henry.  Farewell.— What  is  the  news  by 
Huntington  } 

Hun.  Sir  Roger  Acton,  and  a  crew,  my  lord. 
Of  bold  seditious  rebels,  are  in  arms, 
Intending  reformation  of  religion ; 
And  with  their  army  they  intend  to  pitch 
In  Ficket-field,  unless  they  be  repulsed. 

K.  Henry,  So  near  our  presence  ?  Dare  they 
be  so  bold  ? 
And  will  proud  war,  and  eager  thirst  of  blood. 
Whom  we  had  tliought  to  entertain  far  off, 
IVess  forth  upon  us  in  our  native  bounds  ? 
Must  we  be  forced  to  handsel  our  sharp  blades 
In  Enghind  here,  which  we  prepared  for  France^ 
Weill  a  God's  name  be  it.  What's  their  number. 
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Or  who's  the  chief  commander  of  this  root  ? 

Uun.  Their  number  is  not  known  as  \et,  my 
lord; 
But  'tis  reported,  sir  John  Oldcastle  • 
Is  the  chief  man,  on  whom  they  do  depend. 

K.  Henry,  ilow  !  the  lord  Cobbam  ? 

Hun,  Yes,  my  gracious  lord. 

Roch.  1  could  have  told  your  majesty  as  much 
Before  he  went,  but  that  I  saw  your  grace 
Was  too  much  blinded  by  his  flattery. 

Suf.  Send  post,  my  lord,  to  fetch  him  back 
again. 


jBii  (.Traitor  unto  his  country !  how  he  smoothed. 
And  seemed  as  innocent  as  truth  itself. 

K.  Henty.  I  cannot  think  it  yet  he  would  be 
false ; 
But  if  he  be,  no  matter ;— let  him  go : 
We'll  meet  both  him  and  them  unto  tlieir  woe: 

[Exeunt  King  Uenet,  Suffolk,  Uv k- 
TiNGTON  and  Butler. 
Roch.  This  falls  out  well ;  aud  at  the  last  I 
hope 
To  see  this  heretic  die  in  a  rope.  [Exit. 


ACT    III. 


SCENE  I.— ^»  Avenue  leading  to  lord  Cob- 
uam's  Houie  in  Kent, 

Enter  the  EarlofCAUhniDCz,  LordScnoovE, 
Sir  Thomas  Grey,  atnd  Cuartres. 

Scroope.  Once  more,  my  lord  of  C&nibridge, 
make  rehearsal 
How  you  do  stand  entitled  to  the  crown  : 
The  deeper  shall  we  prjnt  it  in  our  minds, 
And  every  man  the  better  be  resolved. 
When  he  perceives  his  quarrel  to  be  just. 

Cam.  Then,  thus,  lord  Scroope, — sirlliomas 
Grey, — and  you 
Monsieur  de  Chartres,  agent  for  the  French : 
This  Lionel,  duke  of  Clarence,  (as  I  said) 
Third  son  of  Edward  (England's  king)  the  third, 
Had  issue,  Philip,  his  sole  daus^hter  and  heir ; 
Which  Philip  afterward  was  given  in  marriage 
To  Edmund  Mortimer,  the  earl  of  March, 
And  by  him  had  a  son  called  Roger  Mortimer ; 
Which  Roger  likewise  had  of  his  descent, 
Edmund  and  Roger,  Anne  and  Eleanor, 
Two  daughters  and  two  sons;  but  of  those,  three 
Died  without  issue.    Anne,  that  did  survive, 
And  now  was  left  her  father's  only  heir, 
My  fortupp  was  to  marry ;'°  being  too. 
By  my  grandfather,  of  kmg  Edward's  line : 


So  of  his  sir-name,!  am  called,  you  know, 
Richard  Plantagenet :  my  father  was 
Edward  the  duke  of  York,  and  son  and  heir 
To  Edmund  Langley,  Edward  the  third's  fifth  son." 
Scroope.  So  that  it  seems  your  claim  comes  by 
your  wife, 
As  lawlul  lieir  to  Roger  Morthoer, 
The  son  of  Edmund,  which  did  marnr  Philip, 
Daughter  and  heir  to  Lionel  duke  of  Clarence. 

Cam.  True ;  for  this  Harry,  and  his  father  both, 
Harry  the  fourth,'*  as  plainly  doth  appear, 
Are  false  intruders,  and  usurp  the  crown. 
For  when  young  Richard  was  at  Pomfret  slain. 
In  him  the  title  of  prince  Edward  died. 
That  was  the  eldest  of  king  Edward's  sons. 
William  of  Hatfield,  and  their  second  brother. 
Death  in  his  nonage  had  before  bereft : 
So  that  my  wife,  derived  from  Lionel, 
Third  son  unto  king  Edward,  ought  proceed," 
And  take  possession  of  the  diadem. 
Before  this  Harry,  or  his  father  king. 
Who  fetch  their  title  but  from  Lancaster, 
Fourth  of  that  royal  line.    And  being  Uius, 
What  reason  is*t,  but  she  should  have  her  n^ht? 

Scroope.  I  am  resolved  our  enterprise  is  just. 

Grey,  Harry  shall  die,  or  else  resign  his  crown. 

Char.  Perform  but  that,  and  Charles  the  king 
of  France 
Shall  aid  you,  lords,  not  only  with  his  men. 


'^  By  fortune  was  to  marry — All  the  copies  concor  in  this  reading;  but  it  is  evidently  corrupt.  Richafd 
earl  of  Camlnidge  was  the  nushand  of  Anne,  daughter  to  Ho^r,  Mortimer  earl  of  March.  There  can, 
therefore,  be  no  doubt,  that  by  tras  an  error  of  the  press  for  my^  which  is  now  placed  in  the  text. — Ma- 

I.ONB. 

"  Edward  the  third't  first  ton.-^liestAffih  son :  for  so  Edmund  of  Langley,  doke  of  York,  was  to  king 
Edward  III<— -Percy. 

>^  Harry  the  first-^Tbus  the  old  copies.  I  once  thoaght  the  anthor  night  have  meant  the  first  of  tke 
two  intruding  Harrys.  But  as  in  a  former  line  first  was  printed  instead  of  fifths  the  same  wort  (as  Dr 
Percy  and  Mr  Steevens  observe  to  me)  was  probably  here  an  erratum  for  fourth. — Malohb* 

■3  Ought  proceed. — Thus  the  quarto  of  1600, and  all  the  other  copies.  I  believe  the  author  wrote 

precede.    However,  as  proceed  before  affords  the  same  meaning,  I  have  made  no  chaoge.—  Malohb. 

I  think  proceed  is  the  true  reading.  To  proceed  is  to  go  forward,  to  tend  to  the  <»d  designed,  to  ad* 
vance.    So  in  C^rttf/afiiif, 

"  Temperately  proco»f  to  what  yoa  woaUU«-*STUTEHs^'^ 
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Bat  send  you  money  to  maintain  your  wars. 
Hve  hundred  diousand  crowns  he  bade  me  prof- 

fer, 
If  you  can  stnp  but  Harry's  voyage  for  France. 

Seroape.  We  nerer  had  a  fitter  time  than  now, 
The  realm  in  such  division  as  it  is. 

Cam,  Besides,  you  must  persuade  you,  there  is 
due 
Vengeance  for  Richard's  murther,  which  although 
It  be  deferred,  yet  it  will  fall  at  last, 
Aod  now  as  likely  as  another  time. 
Sin  hath  had  many  years  to  ripen  in ; 
And  now  the  harvest  cannot  be  far  off, 
Wherein  the  weeds  of  usurpation 
Are  to  be  cropp'd,  and  cast  into  the  fire. 

Scroope,  No  more,  earl  Cambridge;  here  I 
plight  my  faith 
To  set  up  thee  and  thy  renowned  wife. 

Grey,  Grey  will  perform  the  same,  as  he  is 
knight 

Char,  And,  to  assbt  ye,  as  I  said  before, 
Cbartres  doth  gage  the  honour  of  his  king. 

Scroope,  We  lack  but  now  lord  Cobbam's  fel- 
lowflliip, 
And  then  our  plot  were  absolute  indeed. 

Catn,  Doubt  not  of  him,  my  lord;  his  life  pur^ 
•ued 
By  the  incensed  clergy,  and  of  late 
Brought  in  displeasure  with  the  king,  assures 
He  may  be  quickly  won  unto  our  faction. 
Who  hath  the  articles  were  drawn  at  large 
Of  our  whole  purpose  ? 

Grty.  That  liave  I,  my  lord. 

Cam.  We  should  not  now  be  far  off  from  his 
house. 
Oar  serious  conference  hath  beguiled  the  way; 
Se©  where  his  castle  stands.    Give  me  the  wri- 
ting; 
Whan  we  are  come  unto  the  speech  of  him, 
Because  we  will  not  stand  to  make  recount 
Of  that  which  hath  been  said,  here  he  shall  read 
Our  mhids  at  large,  and  what  we  crave  of  him. 

Enter  Lord  Cobham. 

Scroope.  A  ready  way.    Here  comes  the  man 
himself. 
Booted  and  spurr'd ;  it  seems  he  hath  been  riding. 

Cam,  Well  met,  lord  Cobham. 

Cob,  My  lord  of  Cambridge ! 
Your  honour  is  most  welcome  into  Kent, 
And  all  the  rest  of  this  fair  company. 
I  am  new  come  from  f^ndon,  gentle  lords: 
But  will  ye  not  take  Cowling  tor  vour  host,'* 
And  see  what  entertainment  it  atfords  ? 

Pum,  We  were  intended  to  have  been  your 
guests: 


But  now  this  lucky  meeting  shall  suffice 
To  end  our  business,  and  defer  that  kindness. 

Cob,  Business,  my  lord  i  what  business  should 
let 
You  to  be  merry?  We  have  no  delicates: 
Yet  this  V\\  promise  you ;  a  piece  of  venison, 
A  cup  of  wine,  and  so  forth,  hunter's  fare : 
And  if  you  please,  we'll  strike  the  stag  ourselves, 
Shall  fill  our  dishes  with  his  well-fed  flesh. 

Scroope,  That  is  indeed  the  thing  we  all  desire. 

Cob,  My  lords,  and  you  shall  have  your  choice 
with  me. 

Cam,  Nay,  but  the  stag  which  we  desire  to 
strike, 
Lives  not  in  Cowling :  if  you  will  consent. 
And  go  with  us,  we'll  bring  you  to  a  forest 
Where  runs  a  lusty  herd ;  among  the  which 
There  is  a  stag  superior  to  the  rest ; 
A  stately  beast,  that,  when  his  fellows  run, 
He  leads  the  race,  and  beats  the  sullen  earth, 
As  though  he  scorned  it,  with  his  trampling  hoofs ; 
Alofl  he  bears  his  hesd,  and  with  his  breast^ 
Like  a  huge  bulwark,  counter-checks  the  wind  : 
And,  when  he  standeth  still,  he  stretcheth  forth 
His  proud  ambitious  neck,  as  if  he  meant 
To  wound  i\\e  firmament  with  forked  horns. 

Cob,  Tis  pity  such  a  goodly  beast  should  diej  ^ 

Cam.  Not  so,  sir  John ;  for  he  is  tyrannous. 
And  ^ores  the  other  deer,  and  will  not  keep 
Withm  the  limits  are  appointed  htm. 
Of  late  he's  broke  into  a  several. 
Which  doth  belong  to  lue,  and  there  he  spoils 
Both  com  and  pasture.    Two  of  his  wild  race. 
Alike  for  stealth  and  covetous  encroaching, 
Already  are  removed ;  if  he  were  dead, 
I  should  not  onlv  be  secure  from  hurt. 
But  with  his  body  make  a  royal  feast. 

Scroope,  How  say  you  then  ?  will  you  first  hunt 
with  us  ? 

Cob,  'Faith,  lords,! like  the  pastime  ••  where's 
the  place  ? 

Cam,  Peruse  this  writing,  it  will  shew  you  all, 
And  what  occasion  we  have  for  the  sport. 

[Present*  a  Paper. 

Cob.  [Reads,]  Call  ye  this  hunting,  my  lords  ? 
Is  this  the  stag 
You  fain  would  chs^  Harry,  our  most  dread 

king? 
So  we  may  noake  a  banquet  for  the  devil ; 
And,  in  the  stead  of  wholesome  meat,  prepare 
A  dish  of  poison  to  confound  ourselves. 

Cam,  Why  so,  lord  Cobham  ?  See  you  not  our 
claim? 
And  how  imperiously  he  holds  the  crown  ? 

Scroope.  Besides,  you  know  yourself  is  in  disi 
grace, 


■^  Bui  will  yt  not  take  Cowling ^br  yowr  host.'-'Comlmg  was  the  name  of  \fi\^  CQb||a(D^  seat  in  Kent. 
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Held  as  a  racreaiit,  and  pursued  to  deaih. 
This  will  defend  you  from  your  eneaniei^ 
And  stoblith  your  reli^on  through  the  land. 

Cob,  Nutorious  treason  !  yet  I  will  conceal 
My  secret  iboiigbts,  co  soilad  the  depth  of  it. 

[A»ide. 
My  lord  of  Cambridge,  I  do  see  yo«r  daim^ 
And  what  good  Muiy  redound  anto  the  taod. 
By  proseciftUng  of  this  eatequrize ; 
But  wliere  are  men  i  whese's  power  and  fonHture 
To  order  snob  an  action ?  We  are  w«ak; 
Harry,  you  know,  is  a  mighty  poteafeate. 
-  Cm.  Tut,  we  are  strong  ^ough ;  yoa  are  be- 
loved. 
And  maay  wiU  be  glad  lo  follow  you; 
We  are  the  like,  and  some  will  follow  us: 
Nay,  there  is  hope  from  France:  here's  an  am* 

bassador 
That  promtseth  both  mea  and  money  toow 
The  coBMBODs  likewise,  aa  we  hear,  pretend 
A  sudden  tumalt;  we  will  join  with  them. 

Cob,  SoMe  likelihood)  I  BMist  confess,  to  speed : 
But  how  shall  I  believe  this  in  plaia  truth  ? 
Yo«  are,  my  lords,  such  men  as  live  in  court, 
And  have  been  highfy  favoured  of  die  ktogp 
Especially  lord  Seraope,  whom  oftentimes 
He  maketh  choice  ot  for  his  bed-fellow. 
And  you,  lord  Grey,  are  of  hb  priry. council : 
Is  not  this  a  train  laid  to  entrap  a^v  life  ? 

Cam.  Then  perish  may  my  soul !  What,  think 
you  so  ? 

Scroepc  We'll  swear  to  you. 

Grey,  Or  take  the  sacrament. 

Coh,  Nay,  you  aro  nobfemen,  and  I  iinagiae) 
As  you  are  honourable  by  birth,  and  blood. 
So  you  will  be  in  heart,  in  thought,  in  word* 
I  crave  no  other  testimony  but  this : 
That  you  would  all  subscribe^  and  set  your  hands 
Unto  this  writing,  which  you  gave  to  me. 

Cam,  With  all  our  hearts :  Who  hath  any  pen 
and  ink  ? 

Scroope.  My  pocket  should  have  one :  O,  here 
It  is. 

Canu  Onre  it  me,  lord  Scroope.    There  b  my 


Scroope.  And  there  is  my  name. 

Gr^  And  mine. 

Cob.  Sir,  let  me  crave 
That  you  would  likewise  write  your  name  with 

theirs. 
For  confirmation  of  your  master's  words. 
The  king  of  France. 

Char,  That  will  I,  noble  lord. 

Cob.  So,  now  this  action  is  well  knit  together. 
And  [  am  for  you  :  whore's  our  meeting,  lords? 

Cam,  Here,  if  you  please,  the  tenth  of  July 
next 

Cob.  In  Kent  ?  agreed.    Now  let  us  in  to  sup- 
per. 
I  hope  your  honours  will  not  away  to-night. 

Cam.  Yes,  presently,  for  I  have'  far  to'  ride, 


About  soliciting  of  other  fneada. 
Scroope.  And  we  would  uot  be  absent  from 
the  court. 
Lest  thereby  grow  suspicion  in  the  king. 
Cob.  Yet  taste  a  cup  of  wine,  before  ye  go. 
Cam.  Not  now,  vay  lord,  we  thank  you;  to 
farewell. 
[Exeunt  Scroope,  G&et,  Cambaioge, 
on^CHAaTaES. 
Cob.  Farewell,  my  noble  lords.--My  nMm 
lords! 
My  noble  villains,  base  conspirators ! 
How  can  they  look  his  highness  in  the  iaoo» 
Whom  tliey  so  closel]^  stiniy  to  betray  ? 
But  rU  not  aleef^  until  I  make  it  known : 
Thbheadshalinotbe  burdened  wiih  such  thoogfits, 
Nor  in  this  heart  will  I  conceal  a  deed 
Of  such  impiety  against  my  kia^ 
Madam»  how  now  ? 

Enter  Ladif  Cobb  kJif  XorrfPowre,  Zm^Powis, 
and  Harpool. 

X.  Cob.  You're  welcome  bomc^  mj  lord : 
Why  seem  you  so  unquiet  in  your  looks  ? 
What  hath  befallea  you  that  disturbs  your  aiiid  f 
JL  Fow,  Bad  news,  I  am  afraid,  touching,  mj 

husband. 
Cob.  Madam»  not  so ;  there  b  your  husbaad's 
pardon  s 
Long  may  ye  live,  each  joy  unto  the  other. 
L.  Fm9.  So  great  a  kindness,  as  I  know  wot 
how 
To  make  reply ; — my  sense  is  quite  confounded. 
Cob.  Let  that  alone;  and,  madam,  stay  me  no^ 
For  I  must  back  unto  the  court  again. 
With  all  the  speed  I  can  :  Harpool,  my  horse. 
L.  Cob.  So  soon,  my  lord  f  what,  will  you  nio 

ail  night  ? 
Cob,  All  night  or  day ;  it  must  be  so^  sweet 
wife. 
Urge  me  not  why,  or  what  my  business  is, 
But  get  you  in. — Lord  Powis,  bear  with  me ; 
And,  madam,  think  your  welcome  ne'er  the  worse  ; 
My  house  is  at  your  use.     Harpool,  away. 
Mar*  Shall  1  attend  your  lordship  to  the  court  ? 
Cob.  Yea,  sir;  your  gelding  mount  you  pre- 
sently. [Exit  COVHAM. 
L.  Cob.  I  pray  thee,  Harpool,  look  unio  tfaj 
lord: 
I  do  not  like  tlib  sudden  posting  back. 

[Exit  Harfool; 
Pow.  Some  earnest  business  is  a>foot  belike; 
Whate'er  it  be,  pray  God  be  hb  good  guide. 
L.  Pow.  Amen,  that  hath  so  h^sbly  us  bestead.. 
J^  Cob.  Come,  madam,  and  my  lord,  we'll  hope 
the  be6t ; 
You  shall  not  into  Wales  till  he  return. 

Poa>  Though  great  occasion  bt  we  should  depart} 
Yet,  madam,  will  we  stay  to  be  resolved 
Of  this  uplooked-for  doubtfpl  ^cci^ent 

[Exeunt; 
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SCENE  n.— j|  Road  near  HtgkgaU. 
Enter  Murley  and  hk  Followers. 

Mur,  Come,  rojr  hewts  of  flint,  modestlj,  de- 
cently, soberly,  and  handsomely;  no  man  afore 
his  leiaider :  foUow  yotir  master,  yonr  captam,  your 
kni«ht  that  shall  m,  for  the  honoar  of  meal-men, 
millers,  and  malt-men.  Dun  is  the  mouse.  Dick 
and  Tom,  for  the  credit  of  Dunstable,  ding  down 
the  enemy  to-morrow.  Ye  shaH  not  come  into  the 
field  like  beggars.  Where  be  Leonard  and  Law- 
rence, my  two  loaders?  Lord  have  mercy  upon 
Its,  what  a  world  is  this !  I  would  give  a  couple 
of  shillings  ft>r  a  dozen  of  good  feaUiers  for  you, 
and  forty  pence  for  as  inany  scarfs  to  set  yeu  out 
withal.  Frost  and  snow,  a  man  has  no  heart  to 
fight  till  he  be  brave. 

D'uk.  Master,  we  are  no  babes,  out  town  foot- 
balls can  bear  witness :  this  little  'parel  we  have, 
shall  ofif  and  we'll  fight  naked  before  %fe  run 
awi^. 

lorn.  Nay,  Tm  of  Lawrence'  mind  for  that,  for 
be  means  to  leare  his  life  behind  him ;  he  and 
Leonard,  your  two  loaders,  are  making  their  wills, 
because  they  have  wives ;  and  we  bachelors  bid 
our  friends  scramble  for  our  goods  if  we  die.  Bat, 
master,  pray  ye  let  me  ride  upon  Cut. 

Mur.  Meal  and  salt,  wheat  and  malt,  fire  and 
tow,  frost  and  snow ;  whv,  Tora^  thou  shalt.  Let 
me  see,  here  are  you  :  William  and  George  are 
with  my  cart,  and  Robin  and  Hodge  holding  my 
own  two  horses;  proper  men,  huidtome  men, 
tall  men,  true  men. 

Dick.  But  master,  master ;  methinks  you  are 
mad  to  hazard  your  own  person,  and  a  cart-load 
of  money  too. 

Tom,  Tea,  and  master,  there's  a  worse  matter 
in't,  if  it  be,  as  I  heard  sar,  we  go  to  fight  against 
all  die  learned  bishops,  that  should  give  us  their 
blessing :  and  if  they  curse  us,  we  shall  speed 
ne'er  the  better. 

Dick,  Nay,  by'r  lady,  some  say  the  kiug  takes 
their  part;  and,  master^  dare  you  fight  against  the 
king? 

Mur,  Fye,  paltry,  paltry,  in  and  out,  to  and  fro 
Qpon  occasion ;  if  the  king  be  so  unwise  to  come 
there,  well  fight  with  him  too. 

Tom,  What,  if  vou  should  kill  the  king  ? 

Mur,  Then  we  II  make  another. 

jy^ck.  Is  that  all  ?  do  tou  not  speak  treason  ? 

Mur.  If  we  do,  who  dare  trip  us  ?  we  come  to 
fight  for  our  conscience,  and  for  honour.  Little 
know  you  what  is  in  my  bosom ;  look  here,  mad 
knaves,  a  pair  of  gilt  spurs. 

Tom.  A  pair  of  golden  spars?  Why  do  you  not 
pot  them  on  your  heels  ?  Your  bosom's  no  place 
for  spurs. 

Mur.  Be't  more  or  less  upon  occasion.  Lord 
have  mercy  upon  us.  Tom,  thooVt  a  fiiol,  and 
^u  speak  St  treason  to  knighthood*    Dare  any 


wear  gold  or  silver  spurs,  till  he  be  a  kni^?  Nis 
I  shaU  be  knighted  to-morrow,  and  then  they  shall 
on.  Sirs,  was  it  ever  read  in  the  chutcb-book  of 
Dunstable,  that  ever  malt-man  was  made  knight? 

Tom.  No,  but  yoa  are  wore:  you  are  meal- 
man,  malt-man,  miller  corn-master,  and  all. 

Dick.  Yea,  and  half  a  brewer  too,  and  the  devil 
and  all  for  wealth :  you  bring  more  money  with 
you  than  all  the  rest 

Mur.  The  BMre'smy  honoar;  I  lAiaN  be  a  kniglit 
to-morrow.  Let  me  'spose  my  men ;  Tom  upon 
Cut,  Dick  upon  Hob,  Hodge  upon  Ball,  Aalph 
upon  Sorrel,  and  Robin  upon  the  fore-borse. 

Enter  Acton,  Bourn,  and  Beverley, 

Tbim  Stand;  who  comes  there? 

Act.  All  friends,  sood  fellow. 

Jkfnr.  Friends  and  fellows  indeed,  sir  Roger. 

Act.  Why,  thus  you  lAiew  yourself  a  gentleman. 
To  keep  your  day,  and  come  so  well  prepared. 
Your  cart  stands  yonder  guarded  by  your  men. 
Who  tell  me  it  is  loaden  well  with  coin. 
What  sum  is  there? 

Mur.  Ten  thousand  pound,  sir  Roger;  and 
modestly,  decently,  soberly,  and  handsomely,  see 
what  I  have  here  against  I  be  knighted. 

Act.  Gilt  spurs?  Tis  well. 

Mur.  Where's  our  army,  sir? 

Act.  Dispersed  in  sundry  villages  about ; 
Some  here  with  us  in  High^te,  some  at  Finchley, 
Tot'nam,  Enfield,  Edmonton,  Newington, 
Islington,  Hogsdon,  Pancras,  Kensington ; 
Some  nearer  Thames,  Ratclifl^  Blackwall,  and 

Bow: 
But  oar  chief  strength  must  be  the  Londoners, 
Which,  ere  the  sun  to-morrow  shine. 
Will  be  near  fifity  thousand  in  the  field. 

Mur.  Marry,  God  dild  ye,  dainty  my  dear ;  but 
upon  occasion,  sir  Roger  Acton,  doth  not  the 
kmg  know  of  it,  and  gather  his  power  against  us? 

Act.'  No,  he's  secure  at  Elthanu 

Mur.  What  do  the  clergy  ? 

Act.  They  fear  extremely,  vet  prepare  no  force* 

Mur.  In  and  out,  to  and  fro,  bullv  my  boykin, 
we  shall  carry  the  world  afore  us.  I  vow,  by  my 
worship,  when  I  am  knighted,  we'll  take  the  king 
napping,  if  he  stand  on  their  part. 

Act.  This  night  we  few  in  Highgate  will  repose; 
With  the  first  cock  we'll  rise  and  arm  ourselves. 
To  be  in  Ficket  field  by  break  of  day, 
And  there  expect  our  general,  sir  John  Oldcastlc, 

Mur,  What  if  he  comes  not? 

Bourn   Yet  our  action  stands ; 
Sir  Roger  Acton  may  supply  his  place. 

Mur.  True,  master  Bourn ;  but  who  shall  makd 
me  knight  ? 

Bev.  He  that  hath  power  to  be  our  generaL 

Act.  Talk  not  of  trifles ;  come  let  as  away ; 
Our  friends  of  London  long  till  it  be  day. 

[Exetmt, 
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SCENE  III.— ^  High  Road  in  Kent. 
Enter  Sir  John  anc?  Doll. 

DolL  By  mj  troth,  tlioa  art  as  jealous  a  man 
as  lives* 

Sir  JoAa.  Canst  thou  blame  me,  Doll?  thou  art 
ny  lands,  my  goods,  my  jewels,  my  wealth,  my 
purse:  none  walks  witlun  forty  miles  of  London, 
but  *a  plies  thee  as  truly  as  the  j^arish  does  the 
poor  man's  box. 
„  DoU,  I  am  as  true  to  thee  as  the  stone  is  in  the 
wall ;  and  thou  know*st  well  enough  I  was  in  as 
good  doing  when  I  came  to  thee,  as  any  wench 
need  to  be;  and  therefore  thou  hast  tried  me, 
that  thou  hast :  and  I  will  not  be  kept  as  I  have 
been,  that  I  will  not. 

Sir  John,  Doll,  if  this  blade  hold,  there's  not  a 
pedlar  walks  with  a  pack,  but  thou  shalt  as  boldly 
choose  of  his  wares,  as  with  thy  ready  money  in 
a  merchant's  shr>p :  we'll  have  as  good  silver  as 
the  king  coins  any. 

DolL  What,  is  all  the  gold  spent  you  took  the 
last  day  from  the  courtier? 

Sir  John,  Tis  gone,  Doll,  'tis  flown ;  merrily 
come,  merrily  gone.  He  comes  a  horseback  that 
most  pay  for  all ;  we'll  have  as  good  meat  as 
money  can  get,  and  as  good  gowns  as  can  be 
bought  for  gold :  be  merry,  wench,  the  malCrman 
comes  on  Monday. 

DolL  You  might  have  left  me  at  Cobham^  until 
you  had  been  better  provided  for. 

Sir  John.  No,  sweet  Doll,  no ;  I  like  not  that. 
Yon  old  ruffian  is  not  for  the  priest;  I  do  not  like 
a  new  clerk  should  come  in  tlie  old  belfray. 

DolL  Thou  art  a  mad  priest,  i'faith. 

Sir  John.  Come,  Doll,  I'll  see  thee  safe  at  some 
ale-house  here  at  Crav ;  and  the  next  sheep  that 
comes  shall  leave  behind  his  fleece.        [Ejceunt. 

SCENE  IV.-'^BUickheath. 
Enter  King  IIenrt  ditgvised,  .Suffolk,  and 

BVTLEII 

K.  Henry.  My  lord  of  Sufiblk,  post  away  for 
life, 
And  let  our  forces  of  such  horse  and  foot 
As  can  be  gathered  up  by  any  means. 
Make  speedy  rendezvous  in  Tothill-fields. 
It  must  be  done  this  evening,  my  lord ; 
This  night  the  rebels  mean  to  draw  to  head 
Near  Islington;  which  if  your  speed  prevent  not, 
If  once  they  should  unite  their  several  forces, 
Their  power  is  almost  thought  invincible. 
Away,  my  lord,  I  will  be  with  you  soon. 

SiiJ,  I  go,  my  sovereign,  with  all  happy  speed. 


K.  Henry.  Make  haste,  my  lord  of  Safiblk,  aa 
you  love  us.  [Exit  Suffolk. 

Butler,  post  you  to  London  with  all  speed : 
Command  the  mayor  and  sherifl^,  im  their  alle- 
giance. 
The  city  gates  be  presently  shut  up. 
And  guarded  with  a  strong  sufficient  watch  ; 
And  not  a  man  be  suffered  to  pass 
Without  a  special  warrant  from  ourself. 
Command  the  postern  by  the  Tower  be  kept^ 
And  proclamation,  on  the  pain  of  death. 
That  not  a  citizen  stir  from  his  doors. 
Except  such  as  the  mayor  and  shrieves  shall  cfaooio 
For  their  own  guard,  and  safety  of  their  persona. 
Butler,  away,  liave  care  unto  my  charge. 

But.  I  go,  my  sovereign. 

K.  Henry.  Butler. 

But.  My  lord  ? 

K.  Henry.  Go  down  by  Greenwich,  and  com* 
mand  a  boat, 
At  the  Friars- Bridge  attend  my  coming  down. 

But.  I  will,  my  lord.  [Exit  Butlsk. 

K.  Henry.  It's  time,  I  think,  to  look  unto  r«* 
b«llion, 
When  Acton  doth  expect  unto  his  aid 
No  less  than -fifty  tliousand  Londoners. 
Well,  ril  to  Westminster  in  this  disguise, 
To  hear  what  news  is  stirring  in  these  brawls. 

Enter  Sir  John  and  Doll. 

Sir  John.  Stand  true  man,  says  a  thief. 

K.  Henry.  Stand  thief,  says  a  true  man :  bo«r 
if  a  thief? 

Sir  John*  Stand  thief  too. 

JC.  Henry.  Then  thief  or  true  man,  I  must 
stand, I  see.  Howsoever  the  world  wags,  the  trade, 
of  thieving  yet  will  never  down.    What  art  ^oa  P 

Sir  John.  A  good  fellow. 

K.  Henry.  So  I  am  too ;  I  see  thou  dost  know 
me. 

Sir  John.  If  thou  be  a  good  fellow,  play  |he 
good  fellow's  part;  deliver  thy  purse  witho^^ 
more  ado. 

K.  Henry.  I  have  no  money. 

^  John.  I  must  make  }ou  find  some  before 
we  part.  If  you  have  no  money,  you  shall  have 
ware;  as  many  sound  blows  as  your  skin  can  carry._ 

K.  Henry.  Is  that  the  plain  truth  ? 

Sir  John.  Sirrah,  no  more  ado;  come,  come, 
give  me  the  money  you  have.  Dispatch,  I  can- 
not stand  all  day* 

K.  Henry.  Well,  if  thou  wilt  needs  have  it, 
there  it  is.  Jiist  the  proverb,  one  thief  robs  an- 
other. Where  the  devil  are  all  my  old  tliieves? 
Falsta£(  that  villain,  is  so  fat,  he  cannot  get  on  his 
horse;  "  but  metbinks  Poins  and  Peto  should  b^ 
stirring  hereabouts. 


''  Where  th:  devil  are  all  mv  old  thlevcn  ?  FaJttaff,  that  villain^  U  to  fat,  he  cannot  gft  on  his  honer~~ 
From  this  passage  k  appeals  that  this  pby  was  not  written  till  after  Fabtaff  had  been  exhibited  oo  the 
stage  in  the  FitMt  Fart  of  Kin^  Henry  IV, — >|alone. 


Akonymous.] 


SIR  JOHN  OLDCASTLE- 


3SS 


Sir  John,  How  mach  is  there  oa't,  o'  thy  word  ?  I 

K.  Heury.  A  hundred  pound  in  angels,  on  my 
word. 
The  time  has  been  I  would  have  done  as  much 
iPor  thee,  if  thou  hadst  past  this  way,  as  I 
Have  now. 

Sir  John.  Sirrah,  what  art  thou?  thou  8eem*st 
k  gentleman  ? 

K.  Henry.  I  am  no  less ;  yet  a  poor  one  now, 
for  thou  hast  ail  my  money. 

Sir  John.  From  whence  cam*st  thou  ?  , 

K.  Henry.  From  the  court  at  Eltham. 

Sir  John.  Art  thou  one  of  the  king's  servants  ? 

K.  Henry,  Yes  that  I  am,  and  one  of  bis  cham- 
ber. 

Sir  John.  Tin  glad  thouVt  no  worse;  thou 
Aoa/st  the  better  spare  thy  money :  And  think 
y«u  thou  might'st  get  a  poor  thief  his  pardon,  if 
be  should  have  need? 

K.  Henry.  Yes,  that  I  can. 

Sir  John.  Wilt  thou  do  so  much  for  me,  when 
I  shall  have  occasion  ? 

K.  Henry.  Yes,  'faith  will  I,  so  it  be  for  no 
murder. 

Sir  John*  Nay,  I  am  a  pitiful  thief;  all  the  hurt 
I  do  a  man,  I  take  but  his  purse :  1*11  kill  no  man. 

K.  Henry.  Then,  on  my  word.  Til  do*t. 

Sir  John,  Give  me  thy  hnnd  on  the  same. 

K.  Henry.  Tliere  'tis. 

Sir  John.  Methiuks  the  king  should  be  good  to 
thieves,  because  he  has  been  a  thief  himself,  al- 
though I  think  now  he  be  turned  a  true  man. 

K.  Henry.  Taith,  I  have  heard  indeed  he  has 
had  an  ill  name  that  way  in  his  youth ;  but  how 
canst  thou  tell  that  he  has  been  a  thief? 

Sir  John,  Uow  ?  because  he  once  robbed  me 
before  I  fell  to  the  trade  myself,  whjttn  that  foul 
▼illainous  guts,  that  led  him  to  all  that  roguery, 
was  in  his  company  there,  that  Falstaffl 

X.  Henry,  Well,  if  be  did  rob  thee  then,  thou 


art  but  even  with  him  now.  Ill  be  vrorn.  [Aride^ 
Thou  knowest  not  the  king  now,  I  think,  if  tboa 
sawest  him  ? 

Sir  John.  Not  I,  i'faith. 

K.  Henry.  So  it  should  seem.  [Aiide* 

Sir  John.  Wcll^  if  old  king  ilarrjr  had  lived, 
this  king,  that  is  now,  had  made  thieving  the  best 
trade  in  England. 

K.Henry.  Why  so? 

Sir  John,  Because  he  was  the  chief  warden  of 
our  company.  It's  pity  that  e'er  he  should  have 
been  a  kmg,  he  was  so  brave  a  thief.  But,  sirrah, 
wilt  remember  my  pardon  if  need  be  ? 

K.  Henry.  Yes,  Yaith  will  1. 

Sir  John.  Wilt  thou  ?  well  then,  because  thoa 
shalt  go  safe,  for  thou  may'st  hap  (being  so  early) 
be  met  with  again  before  thou  come  to  Southwark^ 
if  any  man,  when  he  should  bid  thee  good  mor- 
row, bid  thee  stand,  say  thou  but  SirJohn^  and  they 
will  let  thee  pass. 

K.  Henry.  Is  that  the  word  ?  then  let  me  alone. 

Sir  John,  Nay,  sirrah,  l>ecause  I  think  indeed 
I  sliall  have  some  occasion  to  use  thee,  and  as 
thou  com'st  oft  this  way,  I  may  light  on  thee  ano* 
ther  time,  not  knowing  thee,  here  I'll  break  this 
angel :  take  thou  half  of  it ;  this  is  a  token  be- 
twixt thee  and  me.  '^ 

K.  Henry,  God-a-mercy ;  farewell.        [Exit. 

Sir  John.  O  my  fine  golden  slaves !  here's  for 
thee,  wench,  i'faith.  .  Now,  Doll,  we  will  revel  iii 
our  bever;  this  is  a  tithe  pig  of  my  vicarage. 
God-a-mercy,  neighbour  Shooter's-hiU,  you  ha* 
paid  your  tithe  honestly.  Well,  1  hear  there  is  a 
company  of  rebels  up  against  the  king,  got  toge- 
ther in  Ficket-field  near  Hoi  born ;  and,  as  it  is 
thought  here  in  Kent,  the  king  will  be  there  to- 
night in  his  own  person.  Well,  I'll  to  the  king's 
camp,  and  it  shall  go  hard,  if  there  be  any  doings, 
but  I'll  make  some  good  boot  among  them. 

[Exeunt, 


ACT  IV. 


SCENE  L^A  field  near  London,— King  Hen- 
ty*$  Camp, 

Enter  King  Hcnrt  ditguitedt  Suffolk,  Hun- 
TiNOTOK,  and  AUendantt  with  torches. 

K.  Henry.  My  lords  of  Suffolk  and  of  Hun- 
tington, 
Who  scouts  it  now  ?  or  wh6  stand  scntioeb? 


What  men  of  worth,  what  lords,  do  walk  the  round  f 
Svf.  May  it  please  your  highness — 
K.  Henry.  Peace,  no  more  of  that : 

Tlie  king's  asleep ;  wake  not  his  majesty 

With  terms,  nor  titles ;  he's  at  rest  in  bed. 

Kings  do  not  use  to  watch  themselves ;  they  sleep, 

And  let  rebellion  and  conspiracy 

Revel  and  havock  in  the  commonwealth. 

Is  London  look'd  unto? 


16  —  Xake  thou  half  of  it  f  thit  i$  a  token  betwixt  thee  and  me.^-K  token  was  not  a  coin,  but  a  piece  that 
pawfd  in  traffic  as  the  foQHh  part  of  a  penny.  It  is  mentioned  by  B.  Jonson,  in  his  Bartholomew  Fair: 
**  Bay  a  token' t  worth  of  great  pios  to  fasten  yourself  to  mjf  shoulder. '*  On  which  words  Mr  Wballey 
observes,  that  **  before  farthii^  were  coined  in  I67tf,  tradesmen  were  allowed  to  make  them  for  necessary 
change^  which  words  were  lometinies  circumscribed  on  the  reverse.  The  person's  name,  or  the  initial 
letters  of  It,  appeared  on  the  other  side^  and  he  wa«  obliged  to  receive  them  back  agahb  They  were 
commoBl  J  called  (oAefU*"*-*M a  lo  k  ^ 
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Hunt.  It  is,  my  lord ; 
Your  noWe  ancle  Exeter  is  there, 
Yoar  brother  Glocester,  and  my  lord  of  Warwick ; 
Who,  with  the  mayor  and  the  aldermen, 
Do  ^ard  the  gates,  and  keep  good  rule  within. 
The  earl  of  Cambridge  and  sir  Thomas  Grey 
Do  walk  the  round;  lord  Scroope  and  Butler 

scout : 
So,  though  it  please  your  majesty  to  jest. 
Were  you  in  bed,  well  might  you  take  your  rest. 

K.  Henty.  I  thank  ye,  lords ;  but  you  do  know 
•  of  old. 

That  I  have  been  a  perfect  night-walker. 
London,  you  say,  is  safely  looked  unto, 
(Alas,  poor  rebels,  there  ;|rour  aid  must  fail ;) 
And  the  Lord  Cobham,  sir  John  Oldcastle, 
Quiet  in  Kent.    Acton,  you  are  deceived ; 
Reckon  agfun,  yon  count  without  your  host ; 
To-morrow  you  shall  give  account  to  us : 
Till  when,  my  friends,  this  long'cold  winter's  night 
How  can  we  spend  ?  King  Harry  is  asleep. 
And  ail  his  loitis;  these  garments  tell  us  so ; 
All  friends  at  footpball,  fellows  all  in  field, 
Harry,  and  Dick,  and  George.  Bring  us  a  drum ; 
Give  us  square  dice;  we'll  keep  this  court  of 

guard 
For  all  good  fellows'  companies  that  come. 
Where's  that  mad  priest  ye  told  me  was  in  arms, 
To  fight  as  well  as  pray,  if  need  required  ? 

St^,  He*8  in  the  camp,  and  if  he  knew  of  this, 
I  undertake  he  would  not  be  long  hence. 

JT.  Henry.  Trip  Dick,  trip  George. 

Hunt.  I  must  have  the  dice:  what  do  we  play 
at? 

Snf.  Passage,  if  you  please.  '^ 

Hunt.  Set  round  then :  so ;  at  all. 

K.  Henry.  George,  you  are  out ; 
Give  me  the  dice,  I  pass  for  twpnty  pound : 
Here's  to  our  lucky  passage  into  France. 

Hunt.  Harry,  you  pass  indeed,  for  you  sweep 
all. 

Suf,  A  sign   king  Harry  shall  sweep  all    in 
France. 

Enter  Sir  Johit. 

Sir  John.  Edge  ye,  good  fellows;  take  a  fresh 

gamester  in. 
K.  Henry.  Master  parson,  we  play  nothing  but 

gold. 
•Sir  John.  And,  fellow,  I  tell  thee  that  the  priest 
hath  gold.    Gold !   what  ?  ye  are  but  be^arlv 
soldiers  to  me;  I  think  I  have  more  gold  than  all 
you  three. 

Hunt.  It  may  be  so;  but  we  believe  it  not. 
K.  Henry.  Set,  priest,  set :  I  pass  for  aU  that 

gold. 
Sir  John,  Yon  pass  indeed. 
K.  Henry,  Priest,  hast  any  more  ? 


Sir  John.  More  !  what  a  question's  that  ? 
I  teU  thee  I  have  more  than  all  yon  three. 
At  these  ten  angels. 

K.  Henry.  I  wonder  how  then  oom'st  by  all 
this  gold. 
How  many  benefices  hast  thou,  priest? 

Sir  John,  'Faith,  bat  one.  Dost  wonder  bow 
I  come  by  gold  ?  I  wonder  rather  how  poor  sol- 
diers should  have  gold.  For  I'll  tell  thee,  gQod 
fellow ;  we  have  every  day  tithes,  oflfinings,  chris- 
tenings, \^eddings,  burials;  and  you  poor  snakes 
come  seldom  to  a  booty.  V\\  speak  a  proud  word ; 
I  have  but  one  parsonage,  Wrotham ;  'tis  better 
than  the  bishoprick  of  Rochester :  there's  ne'er  a 
hill,  heath,  nor  down,  in  all  Kent,  but  'tis  in  my  pa* 
rish; — Barham-down,  Cobham-down,  Gads-hill, 
Wrotham-hill,  Black-heath,  Cocks-heath,  Birchen- 
wood,  all  pay  me  tithe.  Gold,  quoth-a?  ye  pass 
not  for  that. 

Suf.  Harry,  you  are  out :  now,  parson,  shake 
the  dice. 


at  all:— a 
and  dice,  and 


Sir  John.  Set,  set,  I'll  cover  ye  ;• 
plague  on't,  I  am  out  The  devil,  a 
a  wench,  who  will  trust  them  ? 

Suf.  Sa/stthou  so^  priest?  set  fair;  at  all  for 
once. 

K,  Henry.  Out,  sir;  pay  all. 

Sir  John.  Sir,  pay  me  angel  gold : 
I'll  none  of  your  cracked  French  crowns  nor  pis* 

tofets; 
Pay  me  fair  angel  gold,  as  I  pay  yon. 
•  A.  Henry.  No  cracked  Frendi  crowns !  I  hope 
to  see  more  cracked  French  crowns  ere  long. 

Sir  John.  Thou  mean'st  of  Frenchmen's  crowns, 
when  the  king's  in  France. 

Hun.  Set  round ;  at  all. 

Sir  John.  Pay  all.    This  is  some  luck. 

K.  Henry.  Give  me  the  dice;  'tis  I  must  shred 
the  priest : 
At  all,  sir  John. 

Sir  John.  The  devil  and  all  is  yours.    At  that. 
'Sdcath,  what  casting's  this  ? 

Suf  Well  thrown,  Harry,  i'faith. 

K.  Henry,  I'll  cast  better  yet. 

Sir  John.  Then  Fll  be  hanged.    Sirrah,  hast 
thou  not  given  thy  soul  to  the  devil  for  casting? 

K.  Henry.  1  pass  for  all. 

Sir  John.  Thou  passest  all  that  e'er  I  played 
withal. 
Sirrah,  dosi  thou  not  cog,  nor  foist,  nor  slur? 

K.  Henry.  Set,  parson,  set ;  the  dice  die  in  my 
hand. 
When,  parson,  when  ?  what,  can  vou  find  no  more  f 
Already  dry  ?  was't  you  bragged  of  your  store  ? 

&>  Jb&n.  All's  gone  but  that. 

Hun.  What?  half  a  broken  angel. 

Sir  John.  Why,  sir,  'tis  gold. 

K.  Henry.  Yea,  and  111  cover  it.    . 


f7  Parage,  if  you  pl$a$c.'^This  was  a  game  »t  tables.^STSTSE!i». 
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Sir  Johm,  The  deril  ghre  ye  good  ont !  I  am 
bibd: 
You  have  blown  me  op. 

K.  Henry,  Nay,  tarrj,  priest;  joa  shall  not 

leave  us  jet : 
Do  not  these  pieces  fit  each  other  well  ? 

Sir  John.  What  if  they  do  ? 

K.  Henry,  Thereby  begins  a  tale. 
There  was  a  thief,  in  face  much  like  sir  John, 
(But  'twas  not  he — that  thief  was  all  in  green,) 
Met  me,  last  day,  on  Black-heath  near  the  Park  ; 
With  him  a  woman.    I  was  all  alone 
And  weaponless;  my  boy  had  all  my  tools, 
And  was  before,  providing  me  a  boat 
Short  tale  to  make,  sir  John — the  thief  I  mean- 
Took  a  just  hundred  pound  in  gold  from  me. 
I  stormed  at  it,  and  swore  to  be  revenged, 
If  e'er  we  met.    He,  like  a  lusty  thief. 
Brake  with  his  teeth  this  angel  Just  in  two, 
To  be  a  token  at  our  meeting  next, 
Provided  T  should  charge  no  officer 
To  apprehend  him,  but  at  weapon's  point 
Recover  that  and  what  he  bad  beside.— 
Well  met,''sir  John ;  betake  you  to  your  tools, 

S  torch-light ;  for,  master  parson,  you  are  he 
At  had  my  (old.  •* 

Sir  John,  'Zounds,  I  won  it  in  play,  in  fair 
square  play,  of  the  keeper  of  Eltham-park ;  and 
:  that  I  will  maintain  with  this  poor  whynniard.  Be 
jou  two  honest  men,  to  stand  and  look  upon  us, 
and  let  us  alone,  and  take  neither  part. 

JL  Henry,  Aj^reed;  I  charge  you  do  not  budge 
a  foot 
Sir  John,  have  at  ye 

Sir  John,  Soldier,  'ware  your  sconce. 

[A$  they  are  preparing  to  engage.  But* 
LEA  entet%  and  draws  hu  sword  to 
part  them. 
But,  Hold,  villain,  hold ;  my  lords,  what  do  ye 
m^n. 
To  see  a  traitor  draw  against  the  king  ? 

Sir  John,  The  king?  God's  will,  I  am  in  a  pro- 
per pickle. 
K,  Henry,  Butler,  what  news  ?  why  dost  thou 

trouble  us? 
But,  Please  your  majesty,  it  is  break  of  day; 
And  as  J  scouted  near  to  Islington, 
The  grey-eyed  morning  gave  me  glimmering 
Of  armed  men  coming  down  Highgate-hill, 
Who  by  their  course  are  coasting  hitherward. 
K,  Henry,  Let  us  withdraw,  my  lords ;  prepare 
our  troops 
To  charge  the  rebels,  if  there  be  such  cause. 
For  this  lewd  priest,  this  devilish  hypocrite, 
That  b  a  thief,  a  gamester,  and  what  not, 
Jjel  him  be  hanged  up  for  example  sake. 

Sir  John,  Not  so,  my  aracious  sovereign.  I  con- 
fess I  am  a  frail  man,  flesh  and  blood  as  others 
fu« ;  but  set  my  imperfections  aside,  you  have 
not  a  taller  man,  nor  a  truer  subject  to  the  crown 
luid  state,  than  sir  John  of  Wrotham  is. 
JC  Henry,  Will  a  true  subject  rob  his  king  ? 

yOL.  !• 


Sir  John,  Alas,  'twas  ignorance  and  want,  my 
gmcious  liege. 

JL  Henry,  'Twas  want  of  grace.    Why,  you 
should  be  as  salt. 
To  season  others  with  good  document ; 
Your  lives,  as  lamps  to  eive  the  people  light; 
As  shepherds,  not  as  wolves  to  spoil  the  flock : 
Go  hang  him,  Butler.    Didst  thou  not  rob  me  ? 

Sir  John.  I  must  confess,  I  saw  some  of  your 
gold ;  but,  my  dread  lord,  1  am  inno  humour  for 
death.  God  wills  that  sinners  live ;  do  not  you 
cause  me  to  die.  Ouoe  in  their  lives  the  best 
may  go  astray ;  and  if  the  world  say  true,  your- 
self, my  liege,  have  been  a  thief. 

K,  Henry,  I  confess  I  have; 
But  I  repent,  and  have  reclaimed  myself. 

Sir  John,  So  will  I  do,  if  you  will  give  me  time. 

K,  Henry,  Wilt  tliou  ?  my  lords^  will  you  be 
his  sureties? 

Hunt.  That,  when  he  robs  again,  be  shall  be 
hanged. 

Sir  John,  I  ask  no  more. 

K,  Henry,  And  we  will  grant  thee  that* 
Live  and  repent,  and  prove  an  honest  man; 
Which  when  I  hear,  and  safe  return  from  France. 
I'll  give  thee  living.    Till  when,  take  thy  gold. 
But  spend  it  better  than  at  card%  or  wine ; 
For  better  virtues  fit  that  coat  of  thine. 

Sir  John,  Vivat  rex,  et  currat  lex.  My  liege, 
if  ye  have  cause  of  battle,  ye  shall  see  sir  Johu 
bestir  himself  in  your  quarrel.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IL 
A  Field  ef  Battle  near  London, 

Alarum.  Enter  King  Henut,  Suffolk,  Hunt- 
ington, and  Sir  John,  bringing Jorth  Acton, 
Beverlet,  and  Murley,  prisoners, 

K,  Henry.  Bring  in  those  traitors,  whose  as- 
piring minds 
Thought  to  have  triumphed  in  our  overthrow. 
But  now  ye  see,  base  viUain%  what  success 
Attends  ill  aciious  wrongfully  attempted. 
Sir  Eoger  Acton,  thou  rctain'st  the  name 
Of  knight,  and  sbouldst  be  more  discreetly  tem- 
pered 
Than  join  with  peasants ;  gentry  is  divine. 
But  thou  hast  made  it  more  than  popular. 
Act,  Pardon,  my  lord,  my  conscience  urged  me 

to  it; 
K,  Henry.  Thy  conscience !    then  thy  con- 
science is  corrupt; 
For  in  thy  conscience  thou  art  bound  to  us,  ^ 
And  in  thy  conscience  thou  shouldst  love  tSy 

country ; 
Else  what's  the  difference  'twlxt  a  Christian, 
And  the  uncivil  manners  of  the  Turk  ? 

Bev.  We  meant  no  hurt  unto  your  majesty^ 
But  reformation  of  religion. 

K,  Henry,  Reform  religion  ?  was  it  that  you 
sought? 

8  V 
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I  j^raji  Hho  garr«  yea  thtt  authority  ? 
Belike  then  \vc  do  hold  the  sceptre  op, 
And  flk  withhi  the  throoe  but  for  a  cipher. 
Time  was,  good  subjects  ivoQld  make  known  their 

grief. 
And  pnef  ameadaent,  not  enforce  the  same. 
Unless  their  kmg  w^re  ttrant ;  which  I  hope 
Yoti  cannot  jascfy  Mjf  that  Harry  is. 
What  is  that  other? 

Snf,  A  tnaftroan,  my  l<ml, 
And  dwelling  in  Dunstable,  as  he  tnys. 

K.  Henri/.  Sirrah,  what  Uade  yon  leave  yewr 
fa«rley-hroth,    * 
To  come  in  armour  thus  agahitt  your  king  ? 

Mur,  Fie,  paltry,  paltry,  to  and  fro,  in  and  out 
upon  occasion,  what  a  world  is  this !  Knighthood, 
my  Ke^e,  'twas  knighthood  broaght  me  hither ; 
mej  told  mel  had  wealth  enough  to  moke  tny 
wife  a  lady. 

K.  Benty.  And  so  you  brought  those  horses 
which  we  saw 
Trapped  all  in  costly  furniture  ;  and  meant 
To  wear  these  spurs  when  you  were  knighted 
once? 

JUttr.  In  and  out  npon  occasion,  I  did. 

K,  Henry,'  In  and  out  upon  occasion,  tlierefore 
You  shall  be  hang*d,  and  in  the  stead  of  wearii^ 
These  spurs  Upon  your  heels,  about  your  neck 
They  shoU  bewray  your  ff>11y  to  the  world. 

Sir  John.  In  and  out  upon  occasion,  that  goes 
hard. 

Mur.  Fie,  paltry,  paltry,  to  and  fro.  Good 
my  liege,  a  pardon ;  I  am  sorrow  for  my  fault. 

JC.  Henry,  That  comes  too  late.    But  tell  me, 
went  there  none 
Beside  sir  Roger  Acton,  upon  whom 
You  did  depend  to  be  your  governor  ? 

JIfar.  None,  my  good  lord,  but  sir  John  Old- 
castle. 

X.  Henry.  Bears  he  a  part  in  this  conspiracy  ? 

Act,  We  look*d,  my  lord,  that  he  would  meet 
us  here. 

K.  Henry.  But  did  he  promise  you  that  he 
would  come  ? 

Act,  Such  letters  we  received  forth  of  Kent. 

Enter  the  Bishop  of  Uochetter. 

Rock,  Where  is  my  lord  the  king?  Health  to 
your  grace. 
Examining,  my  lord,  soone  of  these  rebels. 
It  is  a  general  voice  among  them  all, 
That  they  had  never  come  into  this  place, 
But  to  have  met  their  valiant  general. 
The  good  lord  Cobbam,  as  they  title  him ; 
Whweby,  my  lord,  your  grace  mav  now  perceive, 
His  treason  is  apparent,  which  before 
He  soi^ht  to  colour  by  his  flattery. 

K,  Henry,  Now,  by  my  royalty  I  would  have 
sworn. 
But  for  his  conscience,  which  I  bear  withal, 
There  had  not  lived  a  more  true-hearted  subject. 

Roch,  It  is  but  counterfeit,  my  gracious  lord ; 
And  therefore  may  it  pleafe  your  majesty 


To  set  your  band  anto  ^bia  precefrt  here^ 
By  which  well  cause  him  forthwith  to  appear. 
And  answer  this  by  order.of  the  kw. 

JL  Henry.  Not  only  that,  bat  take  ooeamissioa 
To  search,  attach,  imprison,  and  condeflao 
This  most  notorious  traitor  as  yon  please. 

Roch,  It  shall  be  done,  my  lord^  without  delay. 
So,  now  I  hold,  lord  Cobbam,  in  my  hmidy 
That  which  shall  fioith  thy  disdaraed  fife.  [AMide. 

K,  Henry,  I  think  the  iron  age  be^os  bat  dow. 
Which  learned  jBoets  have  so  Mten  taaght; 
Wherein  there  is  nacredit  to  be  given 
To  either  words,  or  looks^  or  aolomi  oathe  ; 
For  if  there  were,  bow  often  had  he  twoniy 
How  gently  timed  the  monc  of  his  loogae ! 
And  with  what  aasiable  tee  beMd  be  me. 
When  all,  God  knowi^  was  but  hypocrisy  I 

Xnter  Cobhau. 

Cob,  Long  life  and  {n-oapcrout  vei^i  uato  my 

lord. 
K.  Henry,  Ah  viUaia  I  canst  tbon  wish  pitM- 
perity, 
Whose  heart  indudeth  noofiht  but  treachery  ? 
I  do  arrest  thee  bere  myself  false  knight. 
Of  treason,  capital  against  the  state. 

Cob,  Of  treason,  mighty  prince  ?  your  frmce 
mistakes; 
I  hope  it  is  but  in  the  way  of  mirth. 

JC.  Henry.  Thy  neck  shall  feel  it  b  in  earnest, 
shortly. 
Dar'st  tbon  intrude  into  our  presence,  knowing 
How  heinously  thou  hast  ofiended  us  ? 
But  this  is  thy  accustomed  deceit ; 
Now  thou  peroeiv'st  thy  pqrpose  is  in  vaiu, 
With  some  excuse  or  other  thou  wilt  come 
To  clear  thyself  of  this  rebellion. 

Cob,  Reitellion !  good  my  lord,  I  know  of 

none. 
K,  Henry.  If  you  deny  it,  here  is  evidence. 
See  you  these  men  ?  yon  never  counselled, 
Nor  oflfier*d  ihem  assistance  in  tlieir  wars  ? 

Cob,  Speak,  sirs,  not  one  bat  all ;  I  crave  urn 
favour; 
Have  ever  I  been  conversant  with  you. 
Or  written  letters  to  enoonrafe  you  ? 
Or  kindled  but  the  least  or  soaallest  part 
Of  this  your  late  mmataral  rebeUion  ? 
Speak«  for  I  dare  the  uttermost  jfou  can. 

Mur,  In  and  oot  npon  occasion,  I  kiKMr  yon 

not 
K,  Henry  No !  didst  thou  not  say,  that  Sir 
John  Oldoastle 
Was  one  with  whom  yon  purposed  to  hare  met? 
Mur,  True,  I  did  say  so ;  but  in  what  respect? 
Because  I  heard  it  was  reported  so. 
K,  Henry,  Was  there  no  other  ajwwient  but 

that? 
Act,  To  clear  my  oonsdenoe  ere  I  die,  niy 
lord,     f 
I  must  confess  we  have  no  Other  ground 
But  only  rumour,  to  accuse  this  lord ; 
Which  now  I  see  wes  merely  fabulous. 
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JL  Henry.  Tkt  mors  p^raicioiif  yM  to  taiot 

Whom  jou  know  was  not  faulty,  yea  or  no. 
C06.  Let  Ais,  my  l^td,  w}ikii  I  jMnceaat  your 

Speak  for  my  loyalty ;  rca«l  these  artides, 
Am  then  ^ve  sentence  of  my  life  or  death. 

K.  Heufy.  Earl  Cambrid^y  fcroopa,  and  Grey, 
corrapced 
With  bribes  from  Charles  of  France,  eitlier  to 

win 
My  crown  fram  me,  or  secretly  cootrive  . 
My  death  by  treason  f  Is  it  |M)ssible  f 

Cob,  There  is  the  platform,  and  their  hands, 
my  lord. 
Each  severaily  sobscribed  to  the  same. 

K,  Hittry.  oh  never-beard-of,  base  ingrati- 
tude! 
Evea  those  i  hug  within  my  bosom  most, 
An  readiest  eTermore  Co  stine  my  heart. 
Pardon  me,  Cobhau),  I  have  done  thee  wrong; 
Hereafter  I  wiii  lire  to  make  amends. 
Is  then  their  time  of  meeting  so  near  hand  ? 
We^l  meat  with  them,  butlktle  for  their  ease, 
If  God  permit.    Go  take  these  rebels  hence. 
Let  them  have  martial  law :  but  as  for  thee, 
Fnen((  to  thy  king  and  country,  still  be  free.     . 
[Exeunt  King  Hemry  aa^CoBiiAM. 

Mur.  Be  it  more  or  less,  what  a  lirorid  is  this? 
Would  I  had  cootinaed  still  of  the  order  of 

kOttTOS, 

And  ne'er  sought  knig^thood^  since  it  costs  so 

dear; 
Sir  Roger,  I  may  thank  you  for  all. 

Act.  Now  'tiS'too  late  to  have  it  remedied, 
I  prNthee,  Murley,  4I0  not  uege  me  with  it. 
Hunt.  Will  you  away,  and  make  no  more  to 

dof 
Mur.  Fie,  paltry,  paltry,  to  and  fro  as  occa- 
sion serves; 
If  you  be  so  hasty,  take  my  place. 

Hunt.  No,  good  sir  knight,  e'en  take  it  yourself. 
Mur.  I  eould  be  glad  to  give  my  betters  place. 

[  Exeunt. 

SCENE  in.— K^. 
Caur/  ifrfor^i  Lord  Coaham's  Hofue. 

Mnter  the  Bishop  of  Rochester,  Lord  Warden  of 
the  Cinque  Ports,  Cromer,  Ladj^  CoBUAMyUnd 
'  Attendants. 

Koch.  I  tell  ye,  lady,  'tis  not  possible 
9ot  you  shoirldknow  where  he  conveys  himself; 
And  you  have  lad  hkn  in  some  secret  place. 

X.  Cob.  My  lord,  believe  me,  as  i  have  a  soul, 
I  know  not  wheae  my  lord  my  husband  is. 

Roch.  Go  to,  go  to;  you  are  an  heretic, 
And  wiH  be  forced  by  torture  to  confess. 
If  fair  means  will  not  serve  to  make  you  tell. 

X.  Cob.  My  husband  is  a  noble  gentleman, 
Xnd  need  not  hide  himsejlf  for  any  fuct 
That  e'er  I  heard  of;  therefore  wrop^  him  not. 


Back.  Your  hdsband  is  a  dange^oas  schisraiatic, 
Traitor  to  God,  the  king,  and  commonwealth ; ' 
And  therefore,  master  Cromer,  shrieve  of  Kent, 
I  charge  yon  take  her  to  your  custody, 
And  seize  the  goods  of  sir  John  Oldcastle 
To  the  king's  use ;  let  her  go  in  no  more. 
To  fetch  so  much  os  her  apparel  out : 
lliere  is  your  warrant  from  his  majesty. 

X.  Wurm  Good  my  lord  bishop,  pacify  your 
wrath 
Agaipst  the  lady. 

RocK  Then  let  her  confess 
Where  Oldcastle  her  husband  Is  conceal'd. 

X.  War.  I  dare  engage  mine  honour  and  my 
Ufe, 
Poor  gentlewonmn,  she  is  ignorant 
And  jfinocent  of  all  his  practices, 
If  any  evil  by  him  be  practised. 

Mch.  If,  my  lord  warden  ?  Nay  then  I  charge 

That  all  cinqiie-ports,  whereof  you  are  chief. 
Be  iaid  forthwith,  that  he  escapes  ns  not; 
Shew  him  his  highness'  warrant,  master  sheriff. 

X.  War.  I  am  sorry  for  the  noble  gentleman. 

Roch.  Pence,  he  comes  here;  now  ^lo  your 
ofiice. 

Enter  Cosuam  and  Harpool. 

Cob.  Harpool,  what  business  have  we  here  in 
band? 
What  makes  the  bishop  and  the  sheriff  here  ? 
I  fear  my  coming  home  is  dangerous ; 
I  wqold  I  had  ntf  t  made  such  haste  to  Cobham. 

Har.  Be  of  good  cheer,  my  lord :  if  they  be 
foes,  we'll  scramble  shrewdly  with  them ;  if  th^ 
be  friends,  they  are  welcome. 

Oram.  Sir  John  Oldcastle,  lord  Cobham,  in  the 
king*s  name,  I  arrest  you  of  high  treason. 

Cob.  Treason,  master  Cromer ! 

Har.  Treason,  master  sheriff!  wliat  treason? 

Cob.  Harpool,  I  charge  thee  stir  not,  but  be 
<)U]et. 
Do  yon  arrcsc  me  of  treason,  master  sheriff? 

Roch.  Yea,  of  hagh  treason,  traitor,  heretic. 

Cob.  Defiance  in  his  face  that  caUs  me  so  {    . 
I  am  as  true  a  loya)  gentleman 
Unto  his  highness,  as  my  proudest  enemy. 
The  king  shall  witness  my  late  Eaith^  service. 
For  safety  of  Ins  sacred  majesty. 

Roch.  What  thou  art,  the  kiogfs  hand  shall 
testify; 
$hew  him,  lord  warden. 

Cob.  Jesu  defend  me !  " 

Is*t  possible  yonr  cunning  could  sd  temper 
The  princely  disposition  of  his  mind. 
To  sign  the  daraa^  of  a  loyal  sabject? 
Well,  the  beet  is,  it  bears  an  antedate. 
Procured  by  my  absence  and  yoor  malice. 
But  I,  since  that,  hove  shew'd  mvself  as  true 
As  any  ^hurrhn^np  that  dare  rhflll**ntf'*  roe. 
Let  me  be  brought  before  his  majesty ; 
If  he  acquit  me  not,'  then  do  your  worst? 
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PIRST  PART  OP 


[Anostmovs. 


Bock  We  are  not  boond  to  do  kind  offices 
For  any  traitor,  schismatic,  nor  heretic. 
Xbe  kiug's  hand  is  our  warrant  for  our  work. 
Who  is  departed  on  his  way  for  France, 
And  at  Southampton  doth  repose  this  night 

Har.  O  that  thou  and  I  were  within  twenty 
milesof  it,  on  Salisbury  plain !  I  would  lose  my  head 
if  thou  broQgbt*st  thy  head  hither  again.    [Aiuie, 

Cobn  My  lord  warden  of  the  cinque-ports,  and 
lord  of  Rochester,  ye  are  joint  commissioners ;  fa- 
vour me  so  much,  on  my  expense,  to  bring  me  to 
the  king. 

Roch,  What,  to  Southampton  ? 

Cob.  I'hither,  my  good  lord ; 
And  if  he  do  not  clear  me  of  all  guilt, 
And  nil  suspicion  of  conspiracy. 
Pawning  his  princely  warrant  for  ray  trnth, 
I  ask  no  favour,  hut  extreroest  torture. 
Bring  me,  or  send  me  to  him,  good  my  lord ; 
Good  my  lord  warden,  master  shrieve,  entreat ! 

[  They  both  entreat  for  him. 
Come  hither,  lady ;— nay,  sweet  wife,  forbear 
To  heap  one  sorrow  on  another's  neck. 
'Pis  grief  enough  falsely  to  be  accused. 
And  not  permitted  to  acquit  myself; 
Do  not  thou,  with  thy  kind  respective  tears. 
Torment  thy  husband's  heart,  that  bleeds  for  thee. 
But  be  of  comfort.    God  hath  help  in  store 
For  those  that  put  assured  trust  in  him. 
Dear  wife,  if  they  commit  me  to  tlie  Tower, 
Come  up  to  London,  to  your  sister's  house ; 
That  being  near  me,  you  may  comfort  me. 
One  solace  find  I  settled  in  my  soul. 
That  I  am  free  from  treason's  verv  thought. 
Only  my  conscience  for  the  gospel  s  sake 
Is  cause  of  ail  the  troubles  I  sustain. 

L  Cvb.  O  my  dear  lord,  wiiat  shall  betide  of  us? 
You  to  the  Tower,  and  I  tum'd  out  of  doors; 
Our  substance  seized  unto  his  highness'  use. 
Even  to  the  frarments  'longing  to  our  backs  ? 

Har,  Patience,  good  madam,  things  at  worst 
will  mend ; 
And  if  they  do  not,  yet  our  lives  may  end. 

Roch,  Urge  it  no  more ;  for  if  an  angel  spake, 
I  swear  by  sweet  Saint  Peter's  blessed  keys. 
First  goes  he  to  the  Tower,  then  to  the  stake. 

Crom,  But,  by  your  leave^  this  warrant  doth 
not  stretch 
To  imprison  her. 

Roch,  No ;  turn  her  oot  of  doors, 
Even  as  she  is,  and  lead  him  to  the  Tower^ 
Wiih  guard  enough,  for  fear  of  rescuing. 

X.  Cob,  O  God  requite  thee,  thou  blcxid-thirsty 
man! 

Cijh.  May  it  not  be,  ray  lord  of  Rochester  ? 
Wherein  have  1  incurred  your  hate  so  far, 
That  my  appeal  unto  the  king's  denied  ? 

Roch,  No  hate  of  mine,  but  power  of  holy 
church, 


Forbids  all  favour  to  6slse  heretics. 

Cob,  Your  private  malice,  more  tban  public 
power. 
Strikes  most  at  roe ;  but  with  my  life  it  ends* 

Har,  O  that  1  had  the  bishop  in  that  femr. 
That  once  I  had  his  suraner  by  ourselves ! 

[Andt. 

Crom,  "My  lord,  yet  grant  one  suit  nnto  us  all; 
That  this  same  ancient  serving-roao  may  wait 
Upon  my  lord  his  master,  in  the  Tower. 

Roch,  This  old  iniquity,  this  heretic. 
That,  in  contempt  of  our  church  disdpUae^ 
CompelI'd  my  sunmer  to  devour  his  process ! 
Old  ruffian  past-grace,  upstart  schismatic. 
Had  not  the  king  pray'd  us  to  pafdon  jou. 
Yon  had  frv'd  for't,  you  grizzled  heretic 

Har.  'Sblood,  my  lord  bishop,  you  wrong  me ;  I 
am  neither  heretic  nor  puritan,  but  of  the  cdd 
church.  rU  swear,  drink  ale,  kiM  a  wench,  go 
to  mass,  eat  fish  all  Lent,  and  fast  Fridays  with 
cakes  and  wine,  fruit  and  spicery ;  shrive  me  of 
niY  old  sins  afore  Easter,  and  begin  new  before 
VVbitsuntide. 

Crom.  A  merry  mad  conceited  knave,  my  lord. 

Har.  I'hat  knave  was  simply  put  upon  the 
bishop. 

Roch.  Well,  God  forgive  him,  and  I  pardoA 
him; 
Let  him  attend  his  master  b  the  Tower, 
For  I  in  charity  wish  his  soul  no  hurt. 

Cob.  God  bless  my  soul  from  such  cold  charity ! 

RocA.  To  the  town  with  him ;  and  when  loj 
leisure  serves, 
I  will  examine  him  of  articles. 
Look,  my  lord  warden,  as  you  have  in  cfaargc» 
The  shrieve  perform  his  office. 

War.  Ay,  my  lord. 

[Exeunt* Lord  Warden,  Ckombb,  and  Lord 

COBOAM. 

Enter  from  Lord  Cobham*s  house,  Sumner  with 
booki. 

Roch.  What  bring'st  thou  there?  what,  books 
of  heresy? 

Sum.  Yea,  my  lord,  here's  not  a  Latin  book, 
no  not  so  much  as  our  lady's  Psalter.  Here's  the 
Bible,  the  Testament,  the  Psalms  in  metre,  the 
Sick  Man's  Salve,  the  Treasure  of  Gladness,  all 
English;  no  not  so  much  but  the  Almanack's 
English. 

Roch.  Away  with  them,  to  the  fire  with  tbeniy 
Clun. 
Now  fye  upon  these  npetart  heretics ! 
All  English  !  bum  them,  bum  them  anickljr,ClDD« 

Har.  But  do  not,  sumner,  as  you'll  answer  it : 
for  I  have  there  English  books,  mjr  lord,  that  111 
not  part  withal  for  your  bishoprick;  Bevis  tf 
Hampton,  OwUglass^  The  Friar  and  the'  Bojf, 
Elinour  Rumndngf  Robin  Hood, "  and  other  sudi 


'•  BtvU 
roManees 


t  qf  Hampton,  OwUglast,  the  ¥)riar  and  the  "Binf,  Elinour  Humming,  Robin  Hood, — The  metrical 
of  Bevis  of  Hampton,  nod  Robin  Hood,  are  well  known.  Blinour  Humming  is  a  poeu  by  Skeltoi^ 

and  Owkmlau  a  translation  from  the  Dutch  UyU  Bpegtl*    The  Friar  and  the  Boy  is  printed  in  lUtsoas 

iUcces -01  ancient  popalar  Poetry,  ITtfl* 
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godly  stories,  which  if  je  bora,  by  this  flesh  Fll  \ 
make  tou  drink  their  ashes  in  Saint  Margaret's 
ale.    iBxeunt  Bighop  o^Rochbsteh,  Lady  Con- 
WAH,  Habpool,  and  Sumner, 

SCENE  IV. 

The  Entrtmee  of  the  Tbwer. 

Enter  the  Buhop  o^RocassTER,  attended. 

1  Ser.  Is  it  your  honour's  pleasure  we  shall  stay. 
Or  come  back  in  the  afternoon  to  fetch  you  ? 

Roch,  Now  you  have  brought  me  here  into 
the  Tower, 
You  voAj  go  back  unto  the  porter*s  lodge, 
Where,  if  I  have  occasion  to  employ  you^ 
rii  send  some  officer  to  call  you  to  me. 
Into  the  city  go  not,  I  command  vou  : 
Perhaps  I  may  have  present  neeu  to  use  you. 

2  Ser,  We  will  attend  your  honour  here  with- 

out 

3*5er.  Come,  we  may  have  a  quart  of  wine  at 
the  Rose  at  Barking,  and  come  back  an  hour  be- 
fore he*Ugo. 

1  Ser,  We  must  hie  us  then, 

3  Ser.  Let's  away.  [Exeunt. 
Roch.  Ho,  master  lieutenant. 

Enter  Lieutenant  of  the  Tower, 

Imu*  Who  calls  there? 

EocK  A  friend  of  yours. 

lieu.  My  lord  of  Rochester !  your  honour's 

welcome. 
Roch,  Sir,  here  is  my  warrant  from  the  council, 
For  conference  with  sir  John  Old&tstle, 
Upon  some  matter  of  great  eonsequeace. 
Lieu.  Ho,  sir  John. 
Ear.  \Within:\  WhocalU  there? 
Xioc.  Uarpool,  tell  sir  John,  that  my  lord  of 
Rochester 
Comes  from  the  council  to  confer  with  him, 
I  think  you  noay  as  safe  without  suspicion 
As  any  man  in  England,  as  I  hear, 
For  it  was  yon  most  fabour'd  his  commitment, 

RocK  I  did,  sir. 
And  nothing  do  repent  it,  I  assure  you. 

Enter  I/n-d  Cobbam  and  IIarpool. 
Master  lieutenant,  I  pray  you  give  us  leave ; 
J  must  confer  here  with  sir  John  a  little. 
Xietc  With  all  my  heart,  my  lord. 

[Exit  Lieutenant. 
i/or.  Mt  lord  be  ruled 
By  me;  take  this  occasion  while  'tis  ofier'd, 
Aiid  on  my  life  your  lordship  will  escape. 

[Aside. 
Coh.  No  more  I  say :  peace,  lest  he  should  sus- 

jpect  it 
Roch,  biF  John,  I  am  come  to  you  from  the 
lords  o'  the  council, 
To  know  if  vet  vou  do  recant  your  errors. 

Cob.  My  lord  of  Rochester,  on  good  advice, 
I  aee  my  error ;  but  vet  understand  me, 
I  flMtB  not  error  in  the  faith  I  liold, 


But  error  in  submittidg  Co  jom  pleasQre* 
Therefore  your  lordship,  without  more  to  dp. 
Must  be  a  means  to  help  me  to  escape, 

Roch.  What  means,  thou  heretic  ? 
Dar^st  thou  but  lift  thy  hand  against  my  calling  ? 
Cob.  No,  not  to  hurt  you  for  a  thousand  pound. 
Har.  Nothing  but  to  bqrrow  your  upper  gar- 
ments a  little :  not  a  word  more ;  peace  for  wa- 
kine  the -children. — There,  put  them  on ;  dispatch, 
my  lord ;  the  window  that  goes  out  into  the  leads 
is  sore  enough ;  as  for  you,  HI  bind  you  surely  in 
the  inner  mom. 

[Carriet  the  Bithop  into  the  Tomery  and 
returns. 
Cob,  This  is  weU  begun ;  God  send  us  happy 
speed; 
Ilard  shift,  you  see,  men  make  in  time  of  need. 
[Vut»  on  the  B'uhop't  cloaL 

Re-enter  the  Bithop  of  Rochester'!  Servants. 

1  Ser,  1  marvel  that  my  lord  should  stay  so 
long. 

2  Ser,  He  hath  sent  to  seek  us,  I  dare  lay  mj 
life.  ^ 

S  Ser,  We  come  in  good  time;  sea  where  he  is 
comings 

Har,  I  beseech  you,  good  my  lord  of  Bxh 
Chester, 
Be  favourable  to  my  lord  and  master. 

Cob.  The  inner  rooms  be  very  hot  and  closer 
I  do  not  like  this  air  here  itf  the  Tower. 

Har.  His  case  is  hard,  my  lord.  [Aside]  You 
shall  scarcely  get  out  of  the  Tower,  but  HI 
down  upon  them,  in  which  time  get  you  away^ 
Hard  under  Islington  wait  you  my  coming ;  I 
will  bring  my  lady  ready  with  horses  to  get  hence* 

Cob,  Fellow,  go  back  again  unto  thy  lord. 
And  counsel  him. 

Har.  Nay,  mv  good  lord  of  Rochester,  III 
bring  you  to  St  Alban's,  through  the  woods,  I  war^ 
rant  you; 

Cob.  Villain,  away. 

Har.  Nay,  since  I  am  past  the  Tower^s  lilierty, 
You  part  not  so.  [He  drawst^ 

Cob.  Clubs,  clubs,  clubs ! 

1  Ser.  Murder,  murder,  murder ! 

S  Ser.  Down  with  him. 

Har,  Out,  you  cowardly  roi^es. 

[CoBHAM  escapes^ 

Enter  Lieutenant  of  the  Tower  and  Warders, 

Lieu.  Who  is  so  bold  as  dare  to  draw  a  sword 
So  near  unto  the  entrance  of  the  Tower  ? 

1  Ser,  This  ruffian,  servant  to  sir  John  Oldt 
castle, 
Was  like  to  have  slain  my  lord. 
lieu.  Lay  hold  on  him. 
Har,  Stand  off,  if  you  love  your  puddings. 
Roch.  [Within^  Help,  help,  help,  master  lieu- 
tenant, help ! 
Imu,  Wbo*s  that  within  ?  some  treason  in  th^ 
Tower, 
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UpoD  mj  lifii.    look  m,  who's  that  which  c«Ug? 
[E^U  erne  of  the  Warden. 

"Reenter  Warder,  and  the  Bishop  ^Rochester 
bound* 

Xm».  Without  your  cloak,  my  lord  of  Rochester  ? 
Mar,  There,  now  I  see  it  works:  then  let  me 
speed, 
For  iioir*s  the  fittest  ttoie  to  scape  awav. 

[Ejfii  Harpooi.. 
JJeu.  Wh  J  do  yotf  look  so  ghastly  and  a&'m^tedi 
Roch,  Oldcastlc,  diat  traitor,  aod  his  man, 
When  you  had  left  me  to  coaler  with  him, 
Took,  bound,  and  stripp'd  me  as  you  see  I  am, 
And  left  mm  lying  in  his  inner  chfunher. 
And  so  departed. 
tSer.  Andl     ■ 

Lku,  And  you  now  my  that  the  lord  Cobham*s 
man 


Did  bene  MtoD  yon  Bfct  la  nimler  yonf 

1  Ser,  And  so  he  did. 

Boch.  It  was  upon  his  onter  than  he  did. 
That  in  the  brawl  the  traitor  mif^t  escape. 

Lieu.  Where  is  this  Uarpool  ? 

4t  Ser,  Here  he  was  even  now. 

Lieu.  Where  ied,  can  you  teU?— They  are 
both  escaped. 
Since  it  so  happens  that  he  is  escaped, 
I  am  glad  you  are  a  witness  of  the  same : 
It  might  have  else  been  laid  unto  mv  charge 
That  I  had  been  consenting  to  the  ntct. 

Roch,  Come; 
Search  shall  be  made  for  him  with  expedition. 
The  haven's  laid  that  he  shall  not  escape ; 
And  hue  and  cry  continue  throughout  England^ 
To  find  this  damned,  dangerous  heretic. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT  V. 


^ENE  L— il  Room  in  Lord  Cobham's  Houk 
in  Kent. 

Enter  Cambridge,  Scroope,  and  Grey.  They 
tit  down  at  a  table:  King  Henrt,  Sufpolk, 
CoBHAM,  and  other  Lords,  listening  at  the 
door, 

«     Cam,  In  mine  opinion,  Sc^oope  hadi  well  ad- 
vised; 
Poison  will  be  the  only  aptest  mean. 
And  fittest  for  oipr  parpose,  to  dispatch  him: 
Gr^.  But  yet  there  may  he  doubt  in  the  de- 
livery: 
Harry  is  wise ;  and  therefore,  earl  of  Cambridge, 
I  judge  that  way  not  so  convenient. 

6cro»pe.  What  think  ye  then  of  this  ?  I  am  his 
bedfellow. 
And  unsuspected  nightly  sleep  with  him. 
What  if  I  venture,  in  those  silent  hours 
When  sleep  hath  sealed  up  all  mortal  eyes, 
To  murder  him  in  bed  ?  how  like  ye  that  ? 

Cam,  Herein  consisu  no  safety  for  yourself: 
And  you  disck)sed,  what  shall  become  of  us  ? 
But  this  day,  as  ye  know,  he  will  aboard, 

fl'he  wind's  so  fair)  and  set  away  for  France: 
f,^as  he  Koesi  or  entering  in  the  ship, 
It  might  be  done,  then  were  it  excellent. 

Orey,  Why,  any  of  these;  or,  if  you  will,  Til 


A  present  sitting  o'the  coundl,  wherein 
I  wiM  pratead  some  natter  of  such  weight 
As  needs  must  have  his  royal  company ; 
And  so  dispatch  him  in  his  councii-cbimber. 

Cam.  Tush,  yet  I  hear  not  any  tluog  to  purpose. 
I  wonder  that  lord  Cobham  stays  so  long ; 
Uis  coaneal  in  ^s  caae  would  much  avail  us. 

t      [The  King  and  his  Lords  advance, 

Setrooft.  WlMt,  ahail  w«  rise  thos^  and  deter- 
mioe  nothing  ? 


K.  Henry,  That  were  a  shame  indeed :  no,  sit 
again, 
And  you  shall  have  my  counsel  in  this  case. 
If  you  can  find  no  way  to  kill  the  king. 
Then  you  shall  see  how  X  can  furnish  you. 
Scroope's  way  by  poison  was  indiffisrenc; 
But  yet^  being  beo-fellow  to  the  king. 
And  unsuspected  sleeping  in  his  bosom. 
In  mine  onioion  that's  the  likelier  way : 
For  such  false  friends  are  able  to  do  nuicli. 
And  silent  nijght  is  treason's  fittest  friend. 
Now,  Cambridge,  in  his  setting  hence  for  France, 
Or  by  the  way,  or  as  he  goes  aboard. 
To  do  the  deed,  that  was  indifferent  too, 
But  somewhat  doubtful. 
Marry,  lord  Grey  came  very  near  the  point, 
To  have  the  king  at  council,  and  thene  aaiirHer 

him. 
As  Caesar  was,  among  his  dearest  friends. 
Tell  me,  oh  tell  me,  you,  bright  honour's  stains. 
For  which  o£  all  my  kindnesses  to  you. 
Are  ye  become  thus  traitors  to  your  king, 
And  France  must  have  the  spoil  of  Harry's  life  ? 

All.  Oh  pardon  ns,  dread  ford. 

K,  Henry.  How  ?  pardon  yon  ?  that  were  a  ain 
indeed. 
Drag  them  to  death,  which  justly  they  deserve : 
And  France  shall  dearly  buy  this  villaifiy. 
So  soon  as  we  set  footing  on  her  breast. 
God  have  |3he  praise  far  oor  deliveranoe ! 
And  next  our  thanks,  lord  Cobham,  is  to  thee, 
True  perfect  mirror  of  ncfbihty.  [  Exeimt., 

SCENE  IL— J  High  Road  near  St  Albans. 

Enter  Sir  John  avd  Doll. 

Sir  John.  Come,  DoU,  oorasj  be  merry,  wenob. 
Farewell  Kent;  wt  are  noc  for  shoe.    Be  hsscy. 
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ihy.hm;  coney £in'LMicasfaMre:  we mmtttiftbe 
biuilB  for  these  cronrns. 

DaiL  Wby  uall  tlw  gokl  spent  elresdy,  that 
]ro«  bad  the  other  day  ? 

iSir  JoAn.  Gone,  Doll,  gone ;  flown,  spent,  va- 
nished. The  de?9,  drink,  and  Ace,  has  devoured 
alL 

DolL  Yon  DMght  have  left  me  in  Kent,  till  you 
had  been  better  provided. 

Sir  John.  No,  Doll,  no ;  Kent^s  too  hot,  Doll, 
Kent's  too  hot.  The  vreatbercock  of  Wrotfaara 
wiU  crow  no  longer;  we  luve  ptod^'d  fann,  he  has 
lost  Ids  ieatliers;  I  have  prun'd  him  baxe,  left 
him  tharioe;  he  is  mouked,  W  is  mooted,  wench. 

DolL  I  might  have  gone  to  service  again ;  old 
ma^er  Ilarpool  told  me  he  ivould  provide  me  a 
mistress. 

Sir  John.  Peace,  Doll,  peace.  Come,  mod 
wench,  ril  make  thee  an  honest  woman;  we'll 
into  Dmcashire  to  our  friends :  the  troth  is,  Til  I 
ftwrry  tbee.  We  wafit  but  a  little  money,  and  | 
money  we  will  have,  I  warrant  thee.  Stay ;  who 
comes  here  ?  8o«ie  Irish  villain  methinks,  that  has 
•bio  a  nran,  and  now  is  riding  of  him.  Stand 
ciose^  DoU;  we'll  see  the  end. 

Enter  an  Irishman  with  his  dead  Master,    He 
lays  him  downy  and  rifles  him. 

Irhhm.  Alas  poe  master,  sir  Richard  Lee ;  he 
Saint  Patrick,  I  se  rob  and  cut  thy  trote,  for  de 
shaiti,  ^  and  dy  laony,  and  dy  gold  ring.  Be  me 
trulv,  Ise  love  dee  well,  but  now  dow  be  kill,  dow 
be  snittcu  knave. 

Sir  John.  Stand,  sirrah;  what  art  thou  ? 

Irishm,  Be  Saint  Patrick,  mester,  Ise  poor 
Irishman;  Isealeufter.^ 

Sir  John.  Sirrah,  sirrah,  you're  a  damn'd  rogue; 
you  have  kill'd  a  man  here,  and  rifled  him  of  all 
that  he  has.  'SUood  you  rogue,  deliver,  or  111 
not  leave  you  so  much  as  a  Imir  above  your 
i^KKilders,  yoQ  whorson  Irish  dog.         [Robs  him. 

Irishm,  We's  me !  by  Saint  Patrict,  Ise  kill 
my  mester  for  his  shaib  aad  his  rii^ ;  and  m>w 
Ise  be  rob  of  all.    Me's  undo. 

Sir  John.  Avannt,  you  rascal ;  go  sirrah,  be 
walking.  Come  Doll,  the  devil  laoghs  when  one 
thief  robs  another.  Come  wench,  we'll  to  St 
Albans,  and  revel  in  our  bower,  my  brave  girl. 

VolL  O,  thou  art  old  sir  John,  when  all's  done, 
i'ftwth.  [Exeunt. 


SCEKB  niw^-^  JUbans.    7!&e  entmnee  afm 
Carriet^s  Inn. 

Enter  Host  and  the  Iriehmmi. 

hishm.  Be  me  tro,  mester,  Ise  poor  Irisman^ 
Ise  want  ludging.  lae  have  no  mony,  Ise  starve 
and  cold :  good  maater,  give  bar  some  meat;  Ise 
famise  and  tft. 

HoU*  'Faith,  fellow,  I  have  no  4odging,  hut 
what  I  keep  for  my  guests.  As  for  meat,  thou 
sbak  haf'e  as  much  as  there  is;  and  if  thou  wilt 
lie  in  the  bam,  there's  fair  straw,  and  room  enough. 

Irithm.  Ise  tank  my  mester  heafrcily. 

Ifoit.  Ho,  Robin. 

Enter  Robin. 

Rob.  Who  calls? 

Host.  Shew  this  poor  Irishman  to  the  bam ;  go^ 
strrah.  [Exeunt  RoBfN  and  Lri^iman^ 

Enter  Carrier  and  Kate. 

Car.  Who's  within  here?  who  looks  to  the 
horses?  Uds  heart,  here's  fine  work;  the  hens  in 
the  mauoger,  and  the  hogs  in  the  litter.  A  bote 
'found  you  all ;  here's  a  hou^  well  look'd  to,  i'Auth. 

*Kate.  Mas  gaff  Club,  Ise  very  cawd. 

Car.  Get  in,  Kate,  get  in  to  fire,  and  warm 
thee.    John  Ostler ! 

Host.  What,  gaffier  Chib  !  Welcome  to  St  Al- 
bans. 
How  does  all  our  friends  in  Lancashire  ? 

Enter  Ostler. 

Car.  Well,  God-a-mcrcy. — John,  how  does 
Tom  ?  where  is  he  ? 

OstL  Tom's  gone  from  hence ;  he's  at  the  three 
horse-loaves  ^'  at  Stony  Stratford.  How  does  old 
Diick  DunE 

Car.  Uds  heart,  old  Dun  has  bin  moyr'd  in  .a 
slough  in  Brick-hill-lane.  A  plague  Yonnd  it! 
yonder's  soch  abomination  weather  as  was  never 
seen. 

OstL  Uds  h«ut !  Thief!  'a  shall  have  one  half 
peck  of  pease  and  oats  more  for  that,  as  I  am 
John  Ostler;  he  has  been  ever  as  good  a  jade  at 
ever  travelled. 

Car.  'Faith,  wdl  said,  old  Jack;  thou  art  the 
old  Uid  still. 

OstL  Come,  gaflferClub,  uidoad,  unload,  and 
get  to  supper.  [Exeunti 


'9  F^r  it  fhane,— i.  e.  for  thy  ehmiiu — ^Malonb. 

^  Isea  leafiter.-^This  was  probably  anieteBtioaal  comptlon  i  tvat  I  know  not  what  word  it  was  put 

for.-^MALONB. 

"  At  tk€  tkres  AorM-loaves  at  Stmy.Stra^drd — It  appears' from  the  earl  of  Northamberlaod'slToiif- 
k»ld  Bo9k,  that  horaei  were  not  so  usually  fed  wHh  com  loose  in  the  manger^  In  the  present  mannerj  as 
srith  their  proveoder  made  Into  loaves*— Febot, 
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SCENEIV^nejam*.   AromintheCarrier*$ 


knter  Hmtf  Lord  Cobham ,  and  Harpool. 

•  Eo$t,  Sir,  jroa* re  welcome  to  this  house,  to  sach 
as  is  here  with  all  mjr  heart;  bat  I  fear  your 
lodging  will  be  the  worst  I  have  but  two  beds, 
and  they  are  both  in  a  chamber;  and  tlie.carrier 
%Dd  Ims  daughter  lies  in  the  one,  and  you  and 
your  wife  must  lie  in  the  other. 

Cob.  *  Faith,  sir,  for  myself  I  do  not  greatly  past : 
^y  wife  is  weary,  and  would  be  at  rest^ 
For  we  ha?e  travelled  very  far  to-<kiy; 
We  must  be  content  with  such  as  you  have. 

Hott.  But  I  cannot  tell  what  to  do  with  your 
man. 

Har.  What?  hast  thou  never  ao  empty j-oom 
lo  thy  house  for  me  ? 

. .  Hott,  Not  a  bed  in  troth.  There  came  a  poor 
Irishman,  and  I  lodg'd  him  in  the  barn,  where  he 
bas  fair  straw,  although  he  have  nothing  else. 

Har.  Well,  miue  host,  I  prVtbee  help  me  to  a 
pair  of  dean  sheets,  and  Til  go  lodge  with  him. 

.Hott.  By  the  mass,  that  thou  shalr,  a  good  pair 
of  hempen  shoots  were  ue*er  lain  in:  come. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  V^Tkctame.  A  Street. 
Enter  Mayor,  Conttahley  and  Watch. 

Mayor.  What  ?  have  jrou  searched  the  town  ? 

Con.  All  the  town,  sir;  we  have  not  left  a 
liouse  unsearched  that  uses  to  lodge. 

Mayor*  Surely  my  lord  of  Rochester  was  then 
deceived, 
Or  ill  informed  of  sir  John  CNdcastle ; 
Or  if  he  came  this  way,  he's  past  the  town : 
He  could  not  else  have  'scaped  you  in  the  search. 

Com.  The  privy  watch  hath'  been  abroad  all 
night; 
And  not  a  stranger  lodgeth  in  the  town 
But  he  is  known;  only  a  lusty  priest 
We  found  in  bed  with  a  young  pretty  wench, 
That  says  she  is  his  wife,'yonder  at  the  Shears : 
But  we  have  charged  the  host  wiih  his  forth-coming 
To-morrow  morning. 

Mt^or.  What  thmk  you  best  to  do  ? 

Con.  'Faith,  master  mayor,  here's  a  few  strag- 
gling h^sef  ^yowi  the  bridge>  and  a  little  inn 
where  earners  use  to  lodge;  although  I  think 
surely  he  would  oe'er  iodg^  there :  but  we'll  go 
learcby  and  the  rather  because  there  came  notice 


to  the  town  last  night  of  an  Irishman,  that  had 
done  a  murther,  whom  we  are  to  make  search  for. 
Mayor.  Come  then,  I  pray  you,  and  be  cir- 
cumspect. [Exeunt  Mayor yConxtabU^  &c. 

SCENE  VL-^-The  same.    Before  the  Carria^t 
Inn. 

Enter  Watch. 

1  Watch.  First  beset  the  bouse,  before  yon  be- 
gin to  search. 

t  Watch.  Content ;  every  man  take  a  several 
place.  [A  noite  witkim. 

Keepy  ketpf  itrike  him  down  there^  down  miitk  kkm. 

Enter,  from  the  Inn,  the  Mayor  and  ConttahU^ 
with  the  Irithman  in  IIarpool's  appareL  ** 

Con.  Come,  you  villainous  heretic^  tell  us 
where  your  master  is. 

Irithm.  Vat  mester  ? 

Mayor.  Vat  mester,  you  counterfeit  rebel? 
This  shall  not  serve  your  turn. 

Irithm.  Be  Sent  Patrick  1  ha'  no  mester. 

Con.  Where's  the  lord  Cobham,  sir  John  Old^ 
castle,  that  lately  escaped  out  of  the  Tower? 

Irithm.  Vat  lort  Cobbam  ? 

Mayor.  You  counterfeit,  this  shall  not  serve 
you  ;  we'll  torture  you,  we'll  make  you  to  confess 
w  here  that  arch-heretic  is.     Cixnc,  bind  him  fast. 

Irithm.  A  hone,  ahone,  ahone,  a  cree. 

Con,  Ahoae !  you  crafty  ra&cal  ?        [Exettnt. 

SCENE  Vn.^The  tame.    The  Yard  of  the  Inn. 
Enter  Lord  Cobham  in  hit  night-gown. 

Cob.  Harpool,  Harpool,  I  hear  a  marvellous 
noise 
About  the  house.    God  warrant  us  I  fear 
We  are  pursued.    What,  Harpool  ? 

Har.  \from  the  Bam.]  Who  calls  there  ? 

Cob.  Tis  I ;  dost  thuu  not  hear  a  noise  about 
the  house  ? 

Har.  [from  the  Bam.]  Yes,  iparry  do  I.  'Zoonds 
I  cannot  find 
My  hose.    This  Irish  rascal,  that  lodged  with  me 
All  night,  hath  stolen  my  apparel,  and 
Has  left  me  nothing  but  a  lowsy  mantle,  ^^ 
And  a  pair  of  brogues.    Get  up,  get  up,  and,  if 
The  carrier  And  his  wench  be  yet  asleep, 
Change  jrou  with  him,  as  he  hath  done  with  me* 
And  see  if  we  can  'scape.   [£x»^  Lord  Cobham, 


^*  With  the  Irithman  in  BarppoVt  apparel. — ^Thc  Irishman  must  be  supposed  to  have  risen  early^ 

and  have  gone  from  the  barn,  where  he  lay,  into  the  house,  in  which  he  is  found  by  the  mayor,  &c. 

JMalohb. 

*^  Hat  left  mt  nothing  hut  a  louay  mantle. — The  numtte,  or  long  cloak,  was  the  common  dress  of  the 
ancient  Irish.  Speitser  was  much  oiifrnded  with  this  garmeitf;  /^  It  is  (says  he)  a  fit  boose  for  an  out- 
law, a  meet  bed  for  a  rebel,  and  ao  apt  cloak  for  a  thief. — for  a  had  huswife  it  is  no  lesse  convenient  i 
tor  tome  of  them  that  be  wandering  women,  called  of  them  mcma^hul,  it  is  half  a  wardrobe  t  for  in  som* 
mer  yofii  shall  find  her  arrayed  commonly  but  in  her  smock  and  mantte,  to  be  more  ready  for  her  light 
services;  in  winter  and  in  her'travaile,  it  is  her  cloake  and  ^eguardi  and  also  a-coverlet  for  ber  lc^4 
exercise*"    rMwo/lreiaad^edit  16i9|p.  37.— Malohb. 
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SCENE  Vin— 2%c  same. 

A  fioiie  about  the  house  for  some  time.  Then  enter 
Harpool  in  the  Irishman's  apparel;  the  Mayor j 
Constable,  and  Watch  of  St  Alban's  meeting 


Con.  Stand  close,  here  comes  the  Irishmiin  that 
did  the  murder ;  by  ail  tokens  this  is  he. 

Mayor.  And  perceiving  the  bouse  beset,  wotild 
get  away.    Stand,  sirrah. 

Ear.  What  art  thon  that  bidd'st  me  stand? 

Con.  I  am  the  oflioer ;  and  am  come  to  search 
for  an  Irishman,  such  a  villain  as  thyself,  that 
hast  murdered  a  man  this  last  night  by  the  high- 
way. 

Har.  'Sblood,  constable,  art  thou  mad  ?  am  I 
mn  Irishman? 

Jlfoyor.  Sirrah,  we'll  find  you  an  Irishman  be- 
fore we  part : 
Lay  hold  upon  him. 

Can.  Make  him  fiist    O  thou  bloody  rogue ! 

Enter  Lord  and  Lady  Cobham,  in  the  apparel  of 
the  Carrier  and  his  Daughter. 

Cob.  What,  will  these  ostlers  sleep  all  day? 
Good  morrow,  good  mofrow.  Come  wench,  come. 
Saddle,  saddle ;  now  afore  God  two  fair  days,  ha  ? 

Con.  Who  ^oeo  there  ? 

Mayor,  O  'us  Lancashire  carrier ;  let  them  pas& 

Cob.  What,  will  nobody  ope  the  gates  here  ? 
Come,  let's  into  stable,  to  look  to  our  capons. 

[Exeunt  Lord  and  Lady  Cobham. 

Car.  [WUhin.]  Host!  Why  ostler!  Zooks 
liere's  such  abomination  company  of  boys.  A 
pox  of  this  pigstye  at  the  bouse'  end ;  it  fills  all 
the  house  full  of  fleas.    Ostler,  ostler. 

Enter  Ostler. 

Ost.  Who  calls  there  ?  what  would  you  have? 

Cta:  [WUhin.]  Zooks,  do  you  rob  your  guests? 
Do  you  lodge  rogues,  and  slaves,  and  scoundrels, 
lia  ?  They  ha'  stolen  our  clothes  here.  Why  ostler ! 

Ost.  A  murrain  choke  you;  what  a  bawling 
jou  keep! 

Enter  Host. 

Host.  How  now  ?  what  would  the  carrier  have? 
Look  up  there. 

Oit.  They  say  that  the  man  and  the  woman 
that  lay  by  them,  have  st^en  their  clothes. 

Host.  What,  are  the  strange  folks  up,  that 
CMiM  in  yesternight? 

Con.  What,  mme  host,  up  so  early  ? 

Hott.  What,  master  mayor,  and  master  con- 
stable? 

Mc^or.  We  are  come  to  seek  for  some  sus- 
pected persons, 
And  such  as  here  we  fbirod  have  apprehended. 

Enter  Carrier  and  Kate,  in  Lord  and  Lady 
Cobham's  clothes. 
Con.  Who  comes  here? 
VOI^  I, 


Car.  Who  coaes  here  ?  a  plague  'found  'em  ! 
You  bawl,  quoth-a  ?  odds  heart  I'll  forswear  your 
house ;  you  lodged  a  fellow  and  bis  wife  by  us^ 
that  ha'  run  away  with  our  'parel,  and  left  us  such 
gewgaws  here :— -Come  Kate,  oome  to  me ;  thou's 
dizeard,  i'faith. 

Mayor.  Mine  host,  know  you  this  man  ? 

Host,  Yes,  master  mayor.  111  give  my  word  for 
him.  Why  neighbour  Club,  how  comes  this  gear 
about? 

Kate.  Now  a  foul  on't,  I  cannot  make  this 
gewgaw  stand  on  my  head. 

Mayor,  How  came  this  man  and  womao  thai 
attired? 

Host.  Here  came  a  man  and  womau  hither  this 
last  night. 
Which  I  did  take  for  substantial  people. 
And  lodged  all  in  one  chamber  by  these  folks ; 
Metbinks  they  have  been  so  bold  to  change  apparel, 
And  gone  away  this  morning  ere  they  rose. 

Mayor.  That  was  that  traitor  Oldcastle,  chat 
thus 
Escaped  us.    Make  hue  and  cry  yet  after  him ; 
Keep  fast  that  traitorous  rebel  his  servant  there : 
Farewell,  mine  host.  [Exit  Mayor. 

Car.  Come  Kate  Owdham,  thou  and  I's  trhnly 
dizard. 

Kate.  I'faith,  neam  Club,  Ise  wot  near  what  to 
do,  Ise  be  so  flouted  and  so  shouted  at;  but  by 
the  mess  Ise  cry. 

[Exeunt  Carrier  and  his  Daughhr, 
Host,  Harpool,  Constables,  ^a 

SCENE  IX.— il  Wood  naar  St  Albans. 
Enter  Lord  and  Lady  Cobhah  disguised. 

Cob.  Come,  madam,  happily  escaped.    Here 
let  us  sit ; 
This  place  is  far  remote  from  aty  path ; 
And  here  a  while  our  weary  limbs  may  rest- 
To  take  refreshing,  free  from  the  pursuit 
Of  envious  Rochester. 

L.  Cob.  But  where,  my  lord. 
Shall  we  find  rest  for  our  disquiet  minds  ? 
There  dwell  untamed  thoughts,  that  hardly  stoop 
To  such  abasement  of  disdained  rags : 
We  were  not  wont  to  travel  thus  by  nighty 
Especially  on  foot. 

Cob.  No  matter,  love ; 
Extremities  admit  no  better  choice, 
And,  were  it  not  for  thee,  say  froward  time 
Imposed  a  greater  task,  I  would  esteem  it 
As  lightly  as  the  wind  that  blows  upon  us. 
But  in  thy  sufferance  I  am  doubly  tasked ; 
Thou  wast  not  wont  to  have  the  earth  thy  stoo}^   ' 
Nor  the  moist  dewy  grass  thy  pillow,  nor 
Thy  chamber  to  be  the  wide  horizon.' 

jL  Cob.  How  can  it  seem  a  trouble,  having  you 
A  partner  with  me  in  the  worst  I  feel? 
No,  gentle  lord,  your  presence  would  |tve  ease 
To  death  itself,  should  he  now  seize  upon.  me. 

[She  produces  some  bread  and  cheese,  dhd 
a  bottle. 
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Behold*  whikt  my  foresight  hath  anderta'en, 
fw  fear  we  faint ;  they  are  but  homely  cates ; 
Yet,  sauced  with  hunger,  they  may  seem  as  sweet 
As  greater  dainties  we  were  wont  to  taste.     , 
Cob.  Praise  be  to  him  whose  plenty  sends  both 
tliis, 
And  all  things  else  our  mortal  bodies  need .! 
Nor  scorn  we  this  poor  fRediog,  nor  the  state 
We  now  are  in ;  for  what  is  it  on  earth. 
Nay  under  heaven,  continues  at  a  stay  ? 
Ebbs  not  the  sea,  when  it  hath  overflowed  f 
Follows  not  darkness,  when  the  day  is  gone  f 
And  see  we  not  sometimes  the  eye  of  heaved 
Dimmed  with  o'er-flying  clouds?  There's  not  that 

work 
Of  careful  nature,  or  of  cunning  art. 
How  stroog,  how  beauteous,  or  how  rich  it  be. 
But  falls  in  time  to  ruin.    Here,  gentle  madam, 
In  this  one  draught  I  wash  my  sorrow  down. 

[Drinks. 
X.  Cob»  And  I,  eucouraged  with  your  cbearful 
speech, 
Will  do  the  like. 

Cob.  Tray  God,  poor  Harpool  come. 
If  he  should  fall  into  the  bishop's  hands. 
Or  not  remember  where  we  hade  him  meet  U9^ 
It  were  the  thing  of  all  things  else,  that  now 
Could  breed  revolt  in  this  new  peace  of  mind. 

L.  Cob,  Fear  not,  my  lord,  he  s  witty  to  devise, 
And  strong  to  execute  a  present  sliift. 

Cob.  That  power  be  stdi  his  guide>  hath  guided 
us!      . 
My  drowsy  eyes  wax  heavy;  early  rising, 
Together  with  the  travel  we  have  had, 
Makies  me  that  I  could  gladly  take  a  nap, 
Wene  I  persuaded  we  might  be^secure. 

L.  Cob.  Let  that  depend  on  roe :  whibt  you  do 
sleep, 
ril  watch  that  no  misfortune  happen  us. 

Cob.  I  shall,  dear  wife^  be  too  much  trouble  to 

theev 
L.Cob.  Urge  not  that; 
My  duty  binds  me,  and  your  love  commands. 
I  would  I  had  the  skill,  with  tuned  voice 
To  draw  on  sleep  with  some  sweet  melody. 
But  imperfection,  and  unaptness  too, 
Are  both  repugnant :  fear  inserts  the  one ; 
The  other  nature  hath  denied  me  use. — 
But  what  talk  I  of  means  to  purchase  that 
Is  freely  happened  ?  Sleep  with  gentle  hand 
Hath  shut  his  eye-lids.    O  victorious  labour, 
How  soon  thy  power  can  charm  the  body's  sense  ! 
And  now  thou  likewise  cUmb'st  unto  my  brain, 
Making  my  heavy  temples  stoop  to  thee. 
•  Great  God  of  heaven,  from  danger  keep  us  free  ! 

[FalU  oileep. 


Enter  Sir  Richard  Lee,  and  his  Servants. 

Sir  Rick.  A  murder  closely  done  ?  and  in  my 
ground  ? 
Search  carefully ;  if  any  where  it  were. 
This  obscure  thicket  is  the  likeliest  place. 

[Exit  a  Servant. 

Re-enter  Servant  bearing  a  dead  body. 

Ser.  Sir,  I  have  found  the  body  stiff  with  cold. 
And  mangled  cruelly  with  many  wounds. 
&r  Rich.  Look,  if  thou  know'st  him :  torn  his 
body  up. 
Alack,  it  b  my  son  !  my  son  and  heir. 
Whom  two  years  since  I  sent  to  IreUuidy 
To  practise  there  the  discipline  of  war ; 
And  coming  home,  (for  so  he  wrote  to  ine,) 
Some  savage  heart,  some  bloodjr  devilish  hand, 
Either  in  luite^  or  thirsting  for  his  coin. 
Hath  here  sluiced  out  his  blood.  Unhappy  hour ! 
Accursed  place !  but  most  unconstant  nue. 
That  hast  rescirved  him  from  the  bullet's  fire, 
And  suffered  him  to  'scape  the  wood-kerns'  fury,^ 
Didst  here  ordain  the  treasure  of  his  life. 
Even  here  within  the  arms  of  tender  peace. 
To  be  consumed  by  treason's  wasteful  hand ! 
And,  whicli  is  most  afflictlhg  to  my  soul. 
That  this  his  deatli  and  munler  should  be  wrought 
Without  the  knowledge  by  whose  means  'twas 
done. 
2  Ser.  Not  so,  sir ;  I  have  foond  t^e  authors 
of  it. 
See  where  they  sit ;  and  in  their  bloody  fists 
The  fatal  instruments  of  death  and  sid. 

Sir  Rich.  Just  judgment  of  that  power,  wbbse 
gracious  eye. 
Loathing  the  sight  of  such  a  heinous  fact. 
Dazzled  their  senses  with  benumbing  sleep, 
Till  their  unhallowed  treachery  was  known. — 
Awake,  ye  monsters  1  murderers,  awake  ! 
Tremble  for  horror ;  blush,  you  cannot  choose, 
Beholding  this  unhuman  deed  of  yours. 

Cob.  What  mean  you,  sir,  to  trouble  weary 
souls. 
And  interrupt  us  of  our  quiet  sleep  } 

Sir  Rich.  O  devilish !  can  you  boast  unto  yoap- 
selves 
Of  quiet  sleep,  having  within  your  hearts 
The  guilt  of  murder  waking,  that  with  cries 
Deafs  the  loud  thunder,  and  solicits  heaven 
With  more  than  mandrakes'  shrieks  for  yoor  of« 
fence? 
JL  Cob.  What  murder?  You  upbraid  us  wr<ttg- 

fully. 
Sir  Rich,  Can  you  deny  the  fact?  see  yon  not 
here 


f^  The  kern  was  the  Irish  light-armed  foot-soldier* 
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The  body  of  my  son,  by  too  mtsdone  ? 

Look  on  his  wounds,  look  on  his  purple  hue : 

Do  wc  not  find  you  where  the  deed  was  done  ? 

Were  not  your  knives  fast  closed  in  your  bands  ? 

Is  not  this  cloth  an  argument  beside, 

Thus  stained  and  spotted  with  his  innocent  blood  ? 

These  speaking  characters,  were  there  nothing 

else 
To  plead  against  you,  would  convict  you  both. — 
To  .Hertford  with  them,  where  the  'sizes  now 
Are  kept ;  their  lives  shall  answer  for  my  son's 
Lost  life. 

Cob.  As  we  are  innocent,  so  may  we  speed. 

Sir  Rich,  As  I  am  wronged,  so  may  the  law 
proceed.  [Exeunt 

SCENE  X.— 5^  Alban$. 

Enter  the  Bishop  ^Rochester,  Constable  of  St 
Albans,  with  Sir  John  and  Doll,  and  the 
,  Irishman  in  IIar pool's  apparel 

Roeh.  What  intricate  confusion  have  we  here  ? 
Not  two  hours  since  we  apprehended  one 
In  habit  Irish,  but  in  speech  not  so; 
And  now  you  bring  another,  that  in  speech 
Is  Irish,  but  in  habit  Engli&h  :  yea. 
And  more  than  so,  the*servant  of  that  heretic 
Z^rd  Cobharo. 

Irishm.  Fait  me  be  no  servant  of  de  lort  Cob- 
ham  ;  me  be  Mack-Shane  of  Ulster. 

JRocA.  Otherwise  called  Harpool  of  Kent;  go 
to,  sir, 
You  cannot  blind  us  with  your  broken  Irish. 

iSir  John.  Trust  roe,  lord  bishop,  whether  Irish 
or  English, 
Harpool  or  not  llarpool,  that  I  leave  to  the  trial : 
But  sure  I  am,  this  man  by  face  and  speech. 
Is  he  that  murdered  young  sir  Richard  Lee ; 
(I  met  him  presently  upon  the  fact) 
And  that  he  slew  his  master  for  that  gold. 
Those  iewels,  and  that  chain,  I  took  from  him. 

Roch,  Well,  our  affairs  do  call  us  back  to  Lon- 
don, 
So  that  we  cannot  prosecute  the  cause. 
As  we  desire  to  do;  therefore  we  leave 
The  charge  with  you,  tu  see  they  be  conveyed 

[7b  the  Constable, 
To  Hertford  'sizes  t  both  this  counterfeit. 
And  you,  sir  John  of  Wrotham,  and  your  wench ; 
For  you  are  culpable  as  well  as  they. 
Though  not  for  murder,  yet  for  felony. 
But  since  vou  are  the  means  to  bring  to  li^ht 
This  graceless  murder,  you  shall  bear  with  you 
Our  letters  to  the  judges  of  the  bench, 
To  be  your  friends  in  what  they  lawful  may. 

Sir  John.  I  thank  your  lordship.         [Exeunt, 

-SCENE  \l-^Hertford.    A  Hall  of  Justice. 

Enter  a  Gaoler  and  his  Servant ^  bringing  forth 
Lord  Cob u AM  in  irotts. 

Qaol  Bring  forth  the  prisoners,  jjce  the  court 
prepared ; 


The  justices  are  coming  to  the  bench  : 
So,  let  him  stand ;  away  and  fetch  the  rest 

[Exit  Servant. 
Cob.  O,  give  me  patience  to  endure  this  scourge, 
Thou  that  art  fountain  of  this  virtuous  stream ; 
And  though  contempt,  false  witness,  and  reproach^ 
Ifang  on  these  iron  gyves,  to  press  my  life 
As  low  as  earth,  yet  strengthen  mc  with  faith, 
That  I  may  mount  in  spirit  above  the  clouds, 

Re-enter  GaolerU  Servant,  bringing  in  iMdy 

COBHAM  and  H^BPOOL. 

Here  comes  my  lady.    Sorrow,  'tis  for  her 
Thy  wound  is  grievous ;  else  I  scoff  at  thee. 
What,  and  poor  Harpool,  art  thou  i*the  briars  too  f 

/far.  I'faith,  my  lord,  I  am  in,  get  out  how  I  can. 

L.  Cob.  Say,  gentle  lord,  (for  now  we  are  alone, 
And  may  confer,)  shall  we  confess  in  brief 
Of  whence,  and  what  we  are,  and  so  prevent 
The  accusation  is  commenced  against  us  ? 

Cob,  What  will  that  help  us  ?    Being  known, 
sweet  love. 
We  shall  for  heresy  be  put  to  death. 
For  so  they  term  the  religion  we  profess. 
No,  if  we  die,  let  this  our  comfort  be, 
That  of  the  guilt  imposed  our  souls  are  free. 

Har,  Ay,  ay,  my  lord ;  Harpool  is  so  resolved. 
I  reck  of  death  the  less,  in  that  I  die 
Not  by  the  sentence  of  that  envious  priest. 

L,  Cob,  Welly  be  it  then  according  as  heaven 
please. 

Enter  the  Judse  of  Assize,  and  Justices ;  the  May- 
or of  St  Atbafis,  Lard  and  Lady  Powis,  and 
Str  Richard  Lei:.  The  Judge  and  Justices 
take  their  places  on  the  Bench, 

Judge,  Now,  master  mayor,  what  gentleman  is 
that 
You  bring  with  you  before  us  to  the  bench  ? 

A/a  vor.  The  lord  Powis,  and  if  it  likeyonr  honour. 
And  this  his  lady  travelling  toward  Wales, 
Who,  ftu"  they  lodged  last  night  within  my  house^ 
And  my  lord  bishop  did  lay  wait  for  such, 
Were  very  willing  to  come  on  with  me. 
Lest,  for  their  sakes,  supicion  we  might  wrong. 

Judge,  We  cfy  your  honour  mercy ;  good  my 
lord, 
WilFt  please  you  take  your  place  ?  Madam,  your 

ladyship 
May  here,  or  where  you  will,  repose  yourself, 
Until  this  business  now  in  hand  be  past. 

L  Pow,  I  will  withdraw  unto  some  other  room, 
So  that  your  lordship  and  the  rest  be  pleased. 

Judge.  With  all  our  hearts :  attend  the  lady  there. 

Fow,  Wife,  I  have  eyed  yon  prisoners  all  this 
while. 
And  my  conceit  doth  tell  me,  'tis  our  friend 
The  noble  Cobham,  and  his  virtuous  lady.  [Aside. 

L,  Pow,  I  think  no  less:  are  they*su$pected 
for  this  murder  ? 

Pow.  What  it  means 
I  cannot  tell,  but  we  shall  know  anoa. 
Mean  time,  as  you  pass  by  (ben9|  as^  the  question; 
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But  do  it  secretlj,  that  you  be  not  seeoy 
And  make  some  sigo,  that  I  may  know  your  mind. 
[She  passes  over  the  Stage  by  them, 
X.  Pow,  My  lord  Cobham !  Madam ! 
Cob.  No  Cobham  now,  nor  madam,  as  you  love 
us; 
But  John  of  Lancashire,  and  Joan  his  wife. 

L.  Pom,  O  tell,  what  is  it  that  our  lo?e  can  do 
To  pleasure  ^ou,  for  we  are  bound  to  you  ? 
Cob.  Nothing  but  this,  that  you  conceal  oor 
names; 
So,  gentle  lady,  pass ;  for  being  spied^— 
X.  Pom,  My  heart  I  leave,  to  bear  part  of  your 
grief.  [ExU  Lady  Powrs. 

Judge,  Call  the  prisoners  to  the  bar.   Sir  Rich- 
ard Lee, 
What  evidence  can  you  bring  agahist  these  people. 
To  prove  them  guilty  of  the  murder  doner 
&r  Rick,  This  bloody  towel,  and  these  naked 
knives : 
Beside,  we  found  them  sitting  by  the  place 
Where  the  dead  body  lay  within  a  bush. 
Judge,  What  answer  you,  why  law  should  not 
proceed. 
According  to  this  evidence  given  in. 
To  tax  you  with  the  penalty  of  death  ? 

Cob.  That  we  nre  free  from  murder's  very 
thought, 
And  know  not  how  the  gentleman  was  slain. 
1  Jai/,  How  came  this  linen-cloth  so  bloody 

then? 
X.  Cob,  My  husband  hot  with  travelling,  my 
lord, 
His  nose  gushed  out  a  bleeding ;  that  was  it. 
3  Just,  But  how  came  your  sharp-edged  knives 

unsheathed  ? 
X.  Cob.  To  cut  such  simple  victual  as  we  had. 
Judge,  Say  we  admit  tins  answer  to  those  ar- 
ticles, 
What  made  you  in  so  private  a  dark  nook. 
So  far  remote  from  any  common  path. 
As  was  the  thick  where  the  dead  corpse  was 
thrown? 
Cob.  Journeying,  my  lord,  from  London,  from 
the  term, 
Down  into  Lancashire,  where  we  do  dwell, 
And  what  with  age  and  travel  being  faint, 
We  gladly  sought  a  place  where  we  might  rest, 
Free  from  resort  of  other  passengers ; 
And  so  we  strayed  into  that  secret  comer. 

Judjge.  These  are  but  ambages  to  drive  off  time. 
And  linger  justice  from  her  purposed  end. 

Enter  Constable^  with  the  Irishmatiy  Sir  John, 
and  Doll. 

But  who  are  these  ? 

Con.  Stay  judgment^  and  release  those  inno- 
cents ; 
For  here  is  he  whose  hand  hath  done  the  deed 


For  which  they  stand  indicted  at  the  bar ; 
This  savage  villain,  this  rude  Irish  slave : 
Hts  tongue  already  hath  confessed  the  fact^ 
And  here  is  witness  to  confirm  as  much. 

Sir  John.  Yes,  my  good  lord ;  no  sooner  bnd  he 
slain 
His  loving  master  for  the  wealth  he  bad. 
But  I  upon  the  instant  met  with  him : 
And  what  he  purchased  with  the  loss  of  blood. 
With  strokes  I  presently  bereaved  him  of:. 
Some  of  the  which  is  spent ;  the  rest  remaining 
I  willingly  surrender  to  the  hands 
Of  old  sir  Richard  Lee,  as  being  bis : 
Beside,  my  lord  judge,  I  do  sreet  your  boooiir 
With  letters  from  my  lord  of  Rochester. 

[Deiivers  a  Letter, 

Sir  Rich,  Is  thn  the  wolf  whose  thirsty  throat 
did  drink 
My  dear  son's  blood  ?  art  thou  the  cursed  snake 
He  cherished,  yet  with  envious  piercrog  sting 
Assaild*st  him  mortally  ?  Wer^t  not  that  the  law 
Stands  ready  to  revenge  thy  croelty. 
Traitor  to  God,  thy  master,  and  to  me, 
These  hands  should  be  thy  executioner. 

JtM^ge.  Patience,  sir  Richard  L^ ;  yon  shall 
have  justice. 
The  fact  b  odious;  therefore  take  him  hencc^ 
And  being  hanged  until  the  wretch  be  dead. 
His  body  after  shall  be  hanged  in  chains. 
Near  to  the  place  where  he  did  act  the  murder. 

Iriskm,  Pr*thee,  lord  shodge,  let  me  have  mine 
own  cloaths,  my  strouces  there;  ^'  and  let  me 
be  hanged  in  a  wyth  after  my  own  country,  the 
Irish  fa^ion. 

Judge,  Gro  to ;  away  with  him. — And  now,  sir 
John,      [Exeunt  Gaoler  and  Irishman, 
Although  by  you  this  murder  came  to  lights 
Yet  upright  law  will  not  hold  you  excused. 
For  you  did  rob  the  Irishman;  by  which 
You  stand  attainted  here  of  felony : 
Beside,  you  have  been  lewd,  and  many  years 
Led  a  lascivious,  unbeseeming  life. 

Sir  John,  O  but,  my  lord,  sir  John  repents,  and 
he  will  mend. 

Judge.  In  hope  thereof,  togiether  with  the  fa- 
vour 
My  lord  of  Rochester  intreats  for  you. 
We  are  contented  tliat  you  shall  be  proved. 

Sir  John,  I  thank  your  lordship. 

Judge.  These  other,  falsely  here 
Accused,  and  brought  in  peril  wrongfully. 
We  in  like  sort  do  set  at  liberty* 

Sir  Rich,  And  for  amends, 
Touching  the  wrong  unwittingly  I  have  done, 
I  give  these  few  crowns. 

Judge.  Your  kindness  merits  praise,  sir  Rich* 
ard  Lee: 
So  let  us  hence.     [Exeunt  all  axctpt  Powis  mid 
Cobham. 
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Pow.  But  Powis  sdll  must  stay. 
There  jtt  remains  a  port  of  that  trae  love 
He  owes  his  noble  friend,  unsatisfied 
And  unperformed ;  which  first  of  all  doth  bind  me 
To  gratulate  jour  lordship's  safe  delivery ; 
And  then  entreat,  that  since  unlook'd-for  thus 
We  here  are  met,  jour  honour  would  vouduafe 
To  ride  with  me  to  Wales,  where,  to  mj  power,** 
Though  not  to  quittance  those  ereat  benefits 
I  have  received  of  jou,  jet  both  mj  house, 
Mj  pors^  mj  servants^  and  what  else  I  have. 


Are  all  at  jour  command.    Denj  me  not : 
I  know  the  bishop's  hate  pursues  joa  so^ 
As  there's  no  safety  in  abiding  here. 

Cob.  Tis  true,  mj  lord,  and  God  forgive  him 

for  it. 
Pow.  Then  let  us  hence.  You  shall  be  straight 
provided 
Of  lustj  gelding :  and  once  entered  Wales, 
Weil  may  the  bishop  hunt ;  but,  spite  his  face. 
He  never  more  shall  have  the  game  in  chaoe. 

[Exeunt. 


^  — Whmrt^  to  mf  jM»wer,— The  old  copies  read—where  iko^k  my  power.    This  cannot,  I  thiok,  be 
right.    Perhaps  we  ought  to  read. 


•  where  though  my  power 


Ma^  not  tkcfHitUmiM  those  great  benefits 
I  have  received  of  you,  yet  both  my  boose, 
Af  y  purse,  &c. 

- — where  though  it  be  not  ia  my  power  to  repay  all  the  obligations  that  I  have  received  from  you,  yet 
f  will  do  my  utmost  to  shew  my  gratitude. — Malons. 


I  would  read. 


where  thnmgh  my  power, 

Though  not,  &c* 
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LIFE  AND  DEATH 

OF 


THOMAS  LORD  CROMWELL. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Ihike  of  NouFOLK. 

Ihike  qfSvTfoLK, 

Marl  rf  Bedford, 

Cardinai  Wolsey. 

Gardiner,  Buhop  qfWincheUer. 

Sir  Thomas  More 

5rr  Christopher  Hales. 

Sir  Ralph  Sadler. 

Sir  Richard  Radcliff. 

Old  Cromwell,  a  Blacksmith  qfPuinejf> 

Thomas  Cromwell,  hit  Son, 

Bannister^     ^ 

mwTON,  UngUsh  Merchants 

Crosby,  J 

Bagot,  a  Money- Broker^ 


Frescobald,  a  Florentine  Merchant: 

The  Governor  of  the  English  Factory  at  Antwerp^ 

Governor  and  other  States  of  Bononia, 

Master  of  an  Hotel  in  Bononia. 

Seely,  a  Publican  of  HoumlooK 

Lieutenant  of  the  Tnifer. 

Young  Cromwell,  the  Son  of  Thomas. 

Ho;>CE,  Will,  and  Tom,  OU  Cromwell's  &fh 

vant$. 
Two  Citizens. 

Mrs  Banister, 
Joan,  Wife  to  Seely. 

Tbpo  Witnesses^  a  Serjeant  at  Arms,  a  Herald^  a 
Hangman,  a  Past,  Mesungers,  OJUcecs,  Ushers^ 
and  Attendants. 


SCENE — Partly  in  London,  and  the  adjoining  District ;  partly  in  Antwerp  oni  Bononia, 


'  A  booke  called  the  Ljife  amd  Death  of  the  Lord  Cromwell^  at  yt  was  lately  acted  by  the  Lord  Chmmberfeyn 
hit  Servantes,  was  entered  on  the  Stationers*  Books,  by  William  Cotton,  August  1 1 ,  l6(hS ;  and  the  play, 
I  am  informed,  was  printed  in  tliat  year.  I  liave  met  with  no  ^iMrlier  edition  than  that  puhlisbed  in  1613, 
in  the  title  of  which  it  is  said  to  be  written  by  W.  S.  I  bel|e?e  these  letters  were  not  the  Initials  of  the 
real  author's  name,  bi|t  added  merely  with  n  view  to  deceive  the  public,  and  to  induce  theqa  to  suppose 
this  piece  the  composition  of  Shaliespeare.  The  fraud  was,  I  imagine,  suggested  by  the  appearance  of  our 
author's  King  Henry  VIII,,  to  which  the  printer  probably  entertained  a  hope  that  this  play  would  be 
considered  as  a  sequel  or  second  part.  Viewed  in  this  light,  the  date  of  the  first  edition  of  the  present  per- 
formance in  sonic  measure  confirms  that  which  has  been  assigned  to  King  Henry  VIII;  which,  for  the 
reasons  stated  in  the  Attempt  to  ascertain  the  order  in  which  the  Plays  of  Shakespeare  were  written,  (Vol.  I. 
p.  301).  last  edit.)  is  supposed  to  have  been  first  acted  in  16()1,  or  1602.  The  present  piece,  we  find,  fbl* 
lowed  close  after  it.  King  Henry  VIII,  it  appears,  was,  afler  its  first  exhibition,  laid  by  for  some  years, 
and  revived  with  great  splendour  in  1613.  Toe  attention  of  the  town  beii\g  now  a  second  time  called  to 
the  story  and  age  of  Wolsey,  so  favourable  an  opportunity  was  not  tq  be  lost  i  accordingly  a  second  iai» 
pression  of  Me  Life  and  Death  of  Lord  Cromwell  was  issue4  out  in  that  ye^r. 

This  play  has  been  hitherto  printed  without  any  division  of  acts  or  scenes. — MtLoqE. 

The  part  of  h'tstory  on  which  fhis  play  is  founded,  occurs  in  Fuller,  Stow,  Speed,  Holiosbed,  &c. 
bnt  more  amply  in  Fox*s  Book  of  Martyrs.  The  particulari  relating  to  Francesco  Frescabaldi,  (whom  oar 
author,  or  his  printer,  so  familiarly  has  styled  Friskiball,)  were  first  published  by  Baodello  the  novelist, 
in  1554.  **  Fram-esro  Frescobaldi  fa  corte«iaad  un  straniero,e  ndben  remeritato.essendo  colui  diueouto 
ron(eFtabiled*lnghilterra."    Seconda  Parte,  Novel).  2)4.    This  story  is  translaM  t>y  FoYj  edit.  l5tHJw 

Vol.  II.  p.  108::.— glEEYENS, 
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^£N£  I.— Ptitfiey.    The  entrance  of  a  Smith's 
Shop. 

Enter  Hodge,  Will,  and  Tom. 

Ho(^.  Come,  masters,  I  think  it  be  past  fife 
oVlock ;  is  it  not  time  we  were  at  work?  my  old 
master,  he*ll  be  stirring  anon. 

WilL  I  cannot  tell  whether  my  old  master  will 
be  stirring  or  oo ;  but  I  am  sure  I  can  hardly  take 
my  afternoon's  nap,  for  my  young  master  Thomas. 
He  keeps  such  a  coil  in  his  study,  with  the  son, 
and  the  moon,  and  the  seven  stars^  that  I  do  verily 
think  he'll  read  out  his  wits. 

Hodge.  He  skill  of  the  stars  ?  There's  goodman 
Car  of  Fulham,  (he  that  carried  us  to  the  strong 
ale,  Fhere  goody  Thindel  had  her  maid  got  with 
child)  O,  he  knows  the  stars;  he'll  tickle  you 
Charles's  wain  in  nine  degrees :  that  same  roan 
will  tell  goody  Trundel  when  her  ale  shall  miscar- 
ry, only  by  the  stars. 

Tom,  Ay !  that's  a  great  virtue  indeed ;  I  think, 
Thomas  be  nobody  in  comparison  to  biou 

WilL  Well,  masters,  come;  shall  we  to  our 
hammers? 

Hod^,  Ay,  content :  first  let's  take  our  mom- 
aog's  draught,  and  then  to  work  roundly. 
•   Tom,  Ay,  agreed.    Go  in,  Hodge.      [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IL— TAe  scmie. 

Enter  Toung  Cromwell. 

Crom.  Good  morrow,  mom;  I  do  salute  thy 
brightness. 
The  night  seems  tedious  to  my  troubled  soul, 
Whose  black  obscurity  binds  in  my  mind 
A  thousand  sundry  cogitations  : 
And  pow  Aurora  with  a  lively  dye 
Adds  comfort  to  my  spirit,  tlmt  mounts  on  high ; 
Top  high  indeed,  ray  state  being  so  mean* 
My  study,  like  a  mineral  of  gold, 
Makes  my  heart  proud,  wherein  my  hope's  enrolled ; 
My  books  are  all  the  wealth  I  do  possess, 
And  uqto  them  I  have  engaged  my  heart. 
O,  Learning,  how  divine  thou  seem'st  to  me, 
lYithin  whose  arms  is  all  felicity  I 

[The  Smiths  beat  with  their  hammers,  within. 
Peace  with  your  hammers !  leave  your  knocking 

there! 
You  do  disturb  my  study  and  my  rest : 
Leave  off,  I  say  :  you  mad  me  witi)  the  wAse, 

Enter  Hodge,  Will,  and  Tom. 

Hodge.  Why,  how  now,  master  Thomas?  how 
now  ?  will  you  not  let  us  work  for  yon  ? 

Crom.  Yoo  fret  my  heart  with  making  of  this 
noise. 

Hodge.  How,  fret  your  heart  ?  ay,  but  Thomas, 
you'll  fret  your  father's  purse,  if  you  let  us  from 
working. 


Tom.  Ay,  this  'tis  for  him  to  make  him  a  ^n- 
tleman.  Shalt  we  leave  work  for  your  musing  f 
that*s  well^i'faith^^But  here  comes  my  old  master 
now. 

Enter  Old  Cromwell* 

Old  Crom.  You  idle  knaves,  what  are  yoa 


loit'ring  now  ? 
No  hammers  walking:,  and  my  work  to  do  ! 
What,  not  a  heat  among  your  work  to-day  ? 

Hddge,  Marry^  sir,  your  son  Thomas  will  aot 
let  us  work  at  all. 

Old  Crom.  Why  knave,  I  say,  have  I  thus 
cark'd  and  cared. 
And  all  to  keep  thee  like  a  gentleman ; 
And  d(»st  thou  let  my  servants  at  their  work, 
That  sweat  for  thee,  knave,  labour  thus  for  thee? 
Crom.  Father,  their  hammers  doofiend  mystodyk 
Old  Crom,  Out  of  my  doors,  knave,  if  thou  lik'sc 
it  not. 
I  cry  you  mercy ;  are  your  ears  so  fine  ? 
I  tell  thee,  knave,  these  get  when  I  do  sleep ; 
L  will  not  have  my  anvil  stand  for  thee. 

Crom.  There's  money,  father;  I  will  pay  your 
men.  [Throws  money  among  them. 

Old  Crom.  Have  I  thus  brought  thee  up  unto 
my  cost. 
In  hope  that  one  day  thou'dst  relieve  my  age; 
And  art  thou  now  so  lavish  of  thy  coin. 
To  «catter  it  among  these  idle  knaves? 

Crom,  Fatlier,  be  patient,  and  content  yourself: 
The  time  will  come  I  shall  hold  gold  as  trashy 
And  here  I  speak  with  a  presaging  soul. 
To  build  a  palace  where  this  cuttage  stands. 
As  fine  as  is  king  Henri's  house  at  Sheen. 

Old  Crom.  You  build  a  house?  you  knav^ 
you'll  be  a  beggar.— 
Now,  afore  God,  all  is  but  cast  away. 
That  is  bestowed  upon  this  thriftless  lad  ! 
Well,  had  I  bound  him  to  some  honest  trade. 
This  had  not  been ;  but  'twas  his  mother's  doings 
To  send  him  to  the  university. 
How  ?  build  a  house  where  now  this  cottage  stands, 
As  fair  as  that  at  Sheen? — They  shall  not  hear 
me*  [Aside. 

A  jSood  boy  TotJi,  T  con  thee  thank,  Tom ; 
WeH  said,  Tom ;  gramercy,  Tom.— 
In  to  your  work,  ktiaves  !  Hence,  you  saucy  boy ! 
[Exeunt  all  but  Young  Cromwell. 
Crom.  Why  should  my  birth  keep  down  my 
mounting  spirit  ? 
Are  not  all  creatures  subject  unto  time. 
To  time,  who  doth  abuse  the  cheated  world, 
And  fills  it  full  of  hodge-podge  bastardy? 
There's  legions  now  of  beggars  on  the  earth, 
That  their  original  did  spring  from  kings ; 
And  many  monarchs  now,  whose  fathers  were 
The  riff-raff  of  their  age :  for  time  and  fortune 
Wears  out  a  noble  train  to  beggary ; 
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[Anontmooi. 


And  from  the  daoghill  minions  do  advance 
To  state  and  mark  in  this  admiring  world. 
This  is  but  course,  which  in  the  name  of  fate 
Is  seen  as  often  as  it  whirls  about. 
The  river  Thames,  that  by  our  door  doth  pass. 
His  first  beginning  is  but  small  and  shallow ;  * 
Yet,  keeping  on  his  course,  grows  to  a  sea. 
And  likewise  Wolsey,  the  wonder  of  our  age, 
His  birth  as  mean  as  mine,  a  butcher*s  son; 
Now  who  within  this  land  a  greater  man  ? 
Then,  Cromwell,  cheer  thee  up,  and  tell  thy  soul. 
That  thou  may'st  live  to  flourish  and  controuL 

Enter  Old  Cromwell. 

Old  Cram,  Tom  Cromwell;  what,  Tom,  I  say. 

Crom.  Do  you  call,  sir  ? 

Old  Crom,  Here  is  master  Bowser  come  to 
know  if  you  have  dispatched  his  petition  for  the 
lords  of  the  council,  or  no. 

Crom.  Father,  I  have ;  please  you  to  call  him  in. 

Old  Crom.  That's  well  said,  Tom ;  a  good  lad, 
Tom. 

Enter  Bowser. 

Bow,  Now,  master  Cromwell,  have  you  dis- 
patched this  petition  f 

Crom.  I  have,  sir;  here  it  is:  please  you  pe* 
rase  it. 

Bow.  It  shall  not  need ;  we'll  read  it  as  we  go 
by  water. 
And,  master  Cromwell,  I  have  made  a  motion 
May  do  you  good,  and  if  you  like  of  it. 
Our  secretary  at  Antwerp,  sir,  is  dead ; 
And  the  merchants  there  have  sent  to  me. 
For  to  provide  a  man  fit  for  the  place : 
Now  I  do  know  none  fitter  than  yourself. 
If  with  your  liking  it  stand,  master  Cromwell. 

Crom.  With  all  my  heart,  sir ;  and  I  much  am 
bound 
la  love  and  duiy,  for  your  kindness  shown. 

Old  Crom.  Body  of  me,  Tom,  make  haste,  lest 
some  body  get  between  thee  and  home,  Tom.  I 
thank  you,  good  master  Bowser,  I  thank  you  for 
xny  boy ;  I  thank  you  always,  I  thank  you  most 
h^rtily,  sir:  ho,  a  cup  of  beer  here  for  master 
Bowser. 

^  Bow.  It  shall  not  need,  sir. — Master  Cromwell, 
will  you  go  ? 

Crom,  I  will  attend  you,  sir. 

Old  Crom.  Farewell,  Tom:  God  bless  thee, 
Tom!  God  speed  thee^  good  Tom  !       [Exeunt. 


SCENE  lU^London.    A  Street  bifore  Fres- 
cobald's  Houte. 

Enter  Bagot. 

Bag.  I  hope  this  day  is  fatal  unto  soine, 
And  by  their  loss  must  Bagot  seek  to  gain. 
This  is  the  lodging  of  master  Frescobald,  * 
A  liberal  merchant,  and  a  Florentine; 
To  whom  Banbter  owes  a  thousand  pound, 
A  merchant-bankrupt,  whose  fnther  was  my  mas* 

ten. 
What  do  I  care  for  pity  or  regard  ? 
He  once  was  wealthy,  but  he  now  is  fallen ; 
And  I  this  morning  have  got  him  arrested 
At  suit  of  this  Same  master  Frescobald  ; 
And  by  this  means  shall  I  be  sure  of  coin. 
For  doing  this  same  good  to  htm  unknown : 
And  in  good  time,  see  where  the  merchant  ooaes* 

Enter  Frescobald. 

Good  morrow  to  kind  master  Frescobald. 

Fre$.  Good  morrow  to  yoarself,  good  maiter 
Baeot. 
And  what's  the  news, you  are  so  early  stirring? 
It  is  for  gain,  I  make  no  doubt  of  that. 

Bag.  Tis  for  the  love,  sir,  that  I  bear  to  yov. 
When  did  you  see  your  debtor  Banister  ? 

Fret.  I  promise  vou,  I  have  not  seen  the  ouui 
This  two  months  day :  his  poverty  is  such. 
As  I  do  think  he  shames  to  see  his  friends.  ' 

Bag,  Whjr  then  assure  yourself  to  see  him 
straight, 
For  at  your  suit  I  have  arrested  him. 
And  here  they  will  be  with  him  presently. 

Fret.  Arrest  him  at  my  suit  ?  you  were  to  blsone. 
I  know  the  man's  misfortunes  to  be  such^ 
As  he's  not  able  for  to  pay  the  debt ; 
And  were  it  known  to  some,  he  woe  ondoae. 

Bag.  This  is  vour  pitiful  heart  to  think  it  so  ; 
But  you  are  much  deceived  in  Banister. 
Why,  such  as  he  will  break  for  fashion-sake. 
And  unto  those  they  owe  a  thousand  pound. 
Pay  scarce  a  hundred.    O,  sir,  beware  of  him« 
The  man  is  lewdly  given  to  dice  and  drabs; 
Spends  all  he  hath  in  harlots'  companies. 
It  is  no  mercy  for  to  pity  him. 
I  speak  the  truth  of  oim,  for  nothing  else^ 
But  for  the  kindness  that  I  bear  to  you. 

Fret.  If  it  be  so,  he  hath  deceived  me  much; 
And  to  deal  strictly  with  such  a  one  as  hc^ 
Better  severe  than  too  moch  lenity. 


^  This  is  the  lodging  of  matter  Frescobald.— la  all  the  copies  of  this  play,  (that  I  have  seen)  this  Ita 
lian  merchant  to  called  FrukibalL     But  as  his  oame  to  given  rightly  (onlttiog  only  the  Itallaa  terai- 
uation)  in  Fox's  Book  of  Martyrt^  and  the  other  Engltoh  narratives  ia  which  be  to  Deatioaed,  (siMBe  of 
which  the  author  of  this  piece  had  probably  rrad,)  1  soppose  that  the  corruption  was  owi^g  either  to  the 
transcriber  or  printer,  and  therefore  have  not  followed  St.— Ma&ovc* 


Akom^movs.J 


W)RD  CROMWELL. 


US 


Bat  here  is  master  Banister  him^elfy 
And  with  him,  as  I  take  it|  the  officers. 

Enter  Mr  and  Mrs  Banister,  and  two  Officer$. 

.  Ban.  O,  master  Fresoobald,  yoa  have  undone 

me! 
My  state  was  well-nigh  overthrown  before ; 
Now  altogether  downcast  by  your  means. 

Mrs  Ban,  O,  master  Frescbbald,  pity  my  hus- 
band's case. 
He  is  a  man  hath  lived  as  well  as  any. 
Till  envious  Fortune  and  the  ravenous 'sea 
Did  roby  disrobe,  and  spoil  us  of  our  own.  - 

Fres,  Mistress  Banister,  I  envy  not  your  hu9> 
band, 
Nor  willingly  would  I  have  used  him  thus, 
But  that  I  hear  he  is  so  lewdly  given  ; 
Haunts  wicked  company,  and  hath  enough 
To  pay  his  debts,  vet  will  not  be  known  thereof. 

Ban.  This  is  that  damned  broker,  that  same 
Bagot, 
Whom  I  have  often  from  my  trencher  fed. 
Ungrateful  villain  for' to  use  me  thus! 

Bag.  What  I  have  said  to  him  is  nought  but 
truth. 

Mrs  Ban.  What  thou  hast  said  springs  from  an 
envious  heart ; 
A  cannibal,  that  doth  eat  men  alive ! 
But  here  upon  my  knee  believe  me,  sir, 
(And  what  I  speak,  so  help  me  God,  is  true,) 
We  scarce  have  meat  to  feed  our  little  babes. 
Most  of  our  plate  is  in  that  broker's  hand  ; 
Which,  had  we  money  to  defray  our  debts, 
O  think,  we  would  not  'bide  that  penury. 
Be  merciful,  kind  master  Frescobald ; 
"My  husband,  children,  and  myself,  will  eat 
But  one  meal  a  day ;  the  other  will  we  keep, 
And  sell,  as  part  to  pay  the  debt  we  owe  you. 
Jf  ever  tears  did  pierce  a  tender  mind, 
Be  pitiful ;  let  roe  some  favour  find. 

Fres.  Go  to,'  I  see  thou  art  an  envious  man.—* 
Good  mistress  Banister,  kneel  not  to  me; 


T  pray  rise  up;  you  shall  have  your  desire. — 
Hold,  officers ;  be  gone ;  there^s  for  your  pains. 
You  know  you  owe  to  me  a  thousand  pound ; 
Here;  take  ray  hand ;  if  e'er  God  make  you  able, 
And  place  you  in  your  former  state  again. 
Pay  me ;  but  yet  if  still  your  fortune  frown^ 
Upon  my  faith  I'll  never  ask  a  crown. 
I  never  yet  did  wrong  to  men  in  thrall. 
For  God  doth  know  what  to  myself  may  falL 

Ban.  Thb  unexpected  favour,  undeserved, 
Doth  make  my  heart  bleed  inwardly  with  joy* 
Ne'er  may  aught  prosper  with  me  is  my  own, 
If  I  forget  this  kindness  you  have  shown. 

Mrs  Bdn.  My  children  in  their  prayers,  both 
night  and  day» 
For  your  good  fortune  and  success  shall  pray. 

Fres^  I  thank  you  both ;  I  pray  go  dine  with  me. 
Within  these  three  days,  if  God  give  me  leave, 
I  will  to  Florence,  to  my  native  home. 
Hold,  Bagot,  there's  a  portague  to  drink,^ 
Although  you  ill  deserved  it  by  your  merit. 
Give  not  such  cruel  scope  unto  your  heaft; 
Be  sure  the  ill  you  do  will  be  requited ; 
Remember  what  I  say,  Bagot ;  farewell- 
Come,  master  Banister,  you  shall  with  me ; 
My  fare's  but  simple,  but  welcome  heartily. 

i  Exeunt  all  but  Bacot. 
^ r    o      r,         *  y®"^  would  you  had 

eat  your  last ! 
Is  this  the  thanks  I  have  for  all  my  nains  ? 
Confusion  light  upon  ypvi  aH  for  me ! 
Where  he  had  wont  to  give  a  score  of  crowns, 
Doth  he  now  foist  me  with  a  portague  ? 
Well,  I  will  be  revenged  upon  this  Banister. 
Ill  to  his  creditors;  buy  all  the  debts  he  ow^ 
As  seeming  that  I  do  it  for  good  will ; 
I  am  sure  to  have  them  at  an  easy  rate ; 
And  when  'tis  done,  in  Christendom  he  stays  not. 
But  I'll  make  his  heart  to  ache  with  sorrow. 
And  if  that  Banister  become  my  debtor. 
By  heaven  and  earth  I'll  make  his  plague  the 

greater.  \Exitm 


ACT  IX. 


inter  Chorus. 


Ch».  Now,*  gentlemen,  imagine  that  youne 
Cromwell's  * 

In  Antwerp,  leiger  for  the  English  merchants; 
And  Banister,  to  shun  this  Bagot's  bate. 
Hearing  that  he  hath  got  some  of  his  debts. 
Is  fled  to  Antwerp,  with  his  wife  and  children  j 
Which  Bagot  hearing,  is  gone  after  them. 
And  thither  sends  his  bills  of  debt  before^ 
To  be  revenged  on  wretched  Banister. 
What  doth  fall  out,  with  patience  sit  and  See, 
A  just  requital  of  false  treachery.  [Exit. 


SCtNE  Ij^Antwerp, 
CaoMWtLL  discovered  in  his  Study,  sitting  at  9 

table,  on  which  are  placed  money-bags  and  ^k9 

of  account, 

Crom.  Thus  far  my  reckoning  doth  go  straight 
and  even. 
But,  Cromwell,  this  same  plodding  fits  not  thee; 
Thy  mind  is  altogether  set  on  travel. 
And  not  to  lite  thus  cloyster'd  like  a  nun. 
It  is  not  Uiis  same  trash  that  I  regard  ; 
Experience  is  the  jewel  of  my  heart* 


3  Hold,  Bagot,  there's  a  portagae  to  drHik.'^A  pitrtarm  Was  a  gold  coin  of  Portugal,  worth  aboot  font 
founds  ten  shlUlngs,  »terlh%.  Portugaisu.  Fr. 
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Enter  a  Post 

Post.  I  praj,  sir,  are  voa  ready  to  dispatch  me? 
Ctom,  Yes ;  here's  chose  sums  of  money  you 
must  carry. 
You  go  so  far  as  Frankfort,  do  you  not  ? 
Post.  I  do,  sir. 

Crom.  Well,  pr'ythee  make  then  all  the  haste 
thou  canst; 
For  there  be  certain  English  gentlemen 
^ re  bound  for  Venice,  and  may  happily  want, 
An  if  that  you  should  linger  by  the  way ; 
But  in  the  hope  that  you  will  make  good  speed, 
There's  two  angels,  to  buy  you  spurs  and  wand8> 
Post,  I  thank  you,  sir ;  this  will  add  wings  in- 
deed. [Exit  Post, 
Crom,  Gold  is  of  power  to  make  an  eagle's 
•peed 

Enter  Mrs  Banister. 

What  gentlewoman  is  this  that  grieves  so  much 
It  seems  she  doth  address  herself  to  me. 

Mrs  Ban.  God  save  you,  sir.    Pray  is  your 
name  master  Cromwell  ? 

Crom.  My  name  is  Thomas  Cromwell,  gentle- 
woman. 
Mrs  Ban  .Know  you  one  Bagot,  sir,  that's 

come  to  Antwerp  ? 
Crom.  No,  trust  me,  I  ne'er  saw  the  man ;  but 
here 
Are  bills  of  debt  I  have  received  against 
One  Banister,  a  merchant  fallen  to  decay. 

Jkfn   Ban.  luto  decay  indeed,  'long  of  that 
wretch. 
I  am  the  wile  to  woeful  Banister, 
And  by  that  bloody  villain  am  pursued, 
From  London,  here  to  Antwerp.    My  husband 
He  is  in  the  governor's  hands;  and  God 
Of  heaven  knows  how  he  will  deal  with  him. 
Now,  sir.  your  heart  is  framed  of  milder  temper; 
Be  merciful  to  a  distressed  soul. 
And  God  no  doubt  will  treble  bless  your  gain. 
Crom.  Good  mistress  Banister,  what  I  can,  I 
will. 
In  any  thing  that  lies  within  my  power. 

Mrs  Ban.  O  speak  to  Bagot,  that  same  wicked 
wretch; 
An  angel's  voice  may  move  a  damned  devil. 
Crom.  Why   is  he  come  to  Antwerp,  as  you 

hear? 
Mrs  Ban.  I  heard  he  landed  some  two  hours 

since. 
Crom.  Well,  mistress  Banister,  assure  yourself 
111  speak  to  Bagot  in  your  own  behalf. 
And  win  him  to  all  the  pity  that  I  can. 
Mean  time,  to  comfort  you  in  your  distress, 
Receive  these  angels  to  relieve  your  need ; 
And  be  assured,  that  what  I  can  effect, 
To  do  you  good,  no  way  I  will  neglect. 


Mrs  Ban.  That  mighty  Go4,  that  knows  eac^ 
mortal's  heart, 
Keep  you  from  trouble,  sorrow,  grief,  and  smart ! 
[Exit  Mistress  Banister. 
Crom.  Thank8,cottrteous  woman,  for  thy  hearty 
prayer. 
It  grieves  my  soul  to  see  her  misery ; 
But  we  that  live  under  the  work  of  fate. 
May  hope  the  best,  yet  know  not  to  what  state 
Our  stars  and  destinies  have  us  assigned ; 
Fickle  is  Fortune,  and  her  face  is  blind.      [ExU. 

SCENE  II.— ul  Street  in  Antwerp. 

Enter  Bagot. 

Bag.  So,  all  goes  well ;  it  is  as  I  would  have  it 
Banister,  he  is  with  the  governor. 
And  shortly  shall  have  gyves  upon  his  heels. 
It  glads  my  heart  to  think  upon  the  slave; 
I  hope  to  have  his  body  rot  m  prison. 
And  after  hear  his  wife  to  hang  herself. 
And  all  his  children  die  for  want  of  food. 
The  jewels  I  have  with  me  brought  to  Antwerp, 
Are  reckon'd  to  be  worth  five  thousand  pound ; 
Which  scarcely  stood  me  in  three  hundred  pound. 
I  bought  them  at  an  easy  kind  of  rate ; 
I  care  not  much  which  way  they  came  by  them. 
That  sold  them  me ;  it  comes  not  near  my  heart; 
And  lest  they  should  be  stolen,  (as  sure  they  are,) 
I  thought  it  meet  to  sell  them  here  in  Antwerp; 
And  so  have  left  them  in  the  governor's  hand. 
Who  offers  me  within  two  hnndred  pound 
Of  all  ray  price ;  but  now  no  more  of  that.— 
I  must  go  see  an  if  my  bills  be  safe, 
The  which  I  sent  before  to  master  Cromwell ; 
That  if  the  wind  should  keep  me  on  the  sea» 
He  might  arrest  him  here  before  I  came ; 
And  in  good  time,  see  where  he  is. 

Enter  Cromwell. 

God  save  you,  sir. 

Crom.  And  you. — Pray  pardon  me,  I  know 
you  not. 

Bag.  It  may  be  so,  sir ;  but  my  name  is  Bagot; 
The  man  that  sent  to  you  the  bills  of  debt. 

Crom,  O,  you're  the  man  that  pursues  Banister. 
Here  are  the  bills  of  debt  you  sent  to  me ; 
As  for  the  man,  you  know  best  where  he  is. 
It  is  reported  you  have  a  flinty  heart, 
A  mind  that  will  not  stoop  to  any  pity. 
An  eye  that  knows  not  how  to  shea  a  tear, 
A  hajod  that's  always  open  for  reward. 
But,  master  Bagot,  would  you  be  ruled  by  me. 
You  should  turn  all  these  to  the  contrary ; 
Your  heart  should  still  have  feeling  of  remorse^ 
Your  mind,  according  to  your  state,  be  liberal 
To  those  that  stand  in  need  and  in  distress; 


^Tohtyyou  spurs  and  wands*— L  e.  switches.       Malohb. 
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Tour  hand  to  help  them  that  do  stand  in  want, 
Kather  than  with  your  poise  to  hold  them  down; 
For  every  ill  turn  show  yourself  more  kind. 
Thus  should  I  do ;  pardon,  I  speak  my  mind. 
Bag,  Ay,  sir,  yon  speak  to  hear  what  I  would 
say; 
Bat  you  must  hve,  I  know,  as  well  as  L 
I  know  this  place  to  be  extortion ; 
And  'tis  not  for  a  man  to  keep  safe  here, 
Bot  he  must  he,  cog  with  his  dearest  friend. 
And  as  for  pity,  sscorn  it;  hate  ail  conscience  :— 
But  yet  I  do  cogimend  your  wit  in  this, 
To  make  a  show  of  what  I  hope  you  are  not; 
But  I  commend  you,  and  it  is  weU  done : 
This  is  the  only  way  to  bring  your  gain. 

Crom.  My  gain  ?  I  had  rather  chain  me  to  an 
oar, 
And,  like  a  slave,  there  toil  out  all  my  life, 
Before  I'd  live  so  base  a  slave  as  thou. 
I,  like  an  hypocrite,  to  make  a  show 
Of  seeming  virtue,  and  a  devil  within  ! 
No,  Bagot ;  if  thy  conscience  were  as  clear, 
Poor  Banister  neW  had  been  troubled  here. 
Bag.  Nay,  good  master  Cromwell,  be  not 
angry,  sir, 
I  know  full  well  that  you  are  no  such  man ; 
But  if  your  conscience  were  fis  white  as  snow, 
It  will  be  thought  that  you  are  otherwise. 

Cronu  Will  it  be  thought  that  I  am  otherwise  ? 
Let  them  that  think  so,  know  they  are  deceived. 
Shall  Cromwell  live  to  have  his  faith  miscon- 
strued ? 
Antwerp,  for  all  the  wealth  within  thy  town, 
I  will  not  stay  here  full  two  hours  longer. — 
As  good  luck  serves,  my  accounts  are  all  made 

even; 
Therefore  FU  straight  unto  the  treasurer. 
Bagot,  I  know  you'll  to  the  governor  : 
Commend  me  to  him ;  say  I  am  bound  to  travel. 
To  see  the  fruitful  parts  of  Italy ; 
And  as  jrou  ever  bore  a  Christian  mind, 
Let  Banister  some  favour  of  you  find. 

Bag.  For^our  sake,  sir,  1*11  help  him  all  I  can — 
To  starve  his  heart  out  ere  he  gets  a  groat ; 

[Aside. 
So,  master  Cromwell,  do  I  take  my  leave. 
For  I  most  straight  unto  the  governor. 

Crom,  Farewell,  sir ;  pray  you  remember  what 
.   I  said,  [£ri/BAOOT. 

No,  Cromwell,  no;  thy  heart  was  ne'er  so  base. 
To  live  by  falsehood,  or  by  brokery. 
But  it  falls  out  well ;  I  little  it  repent ; 
Hereafter  time  in  travel  shall  be  spenL 

Enter  Hodge. 

Hodge.  Tour  son  Thomas,  quoth  you !  I  have 
been  Tbomass'd.  I  had  thought  it  had  been  no 
such  matter  to  ha'  gone  by  water;  for  at  Putney, 
I'll  go  you  to  Parish- Garden  for  two-pence;  sit  as 
still  as  may  be,  without  any  wagging  or  jolting  in 
my  guts,  in  a  little  boat  too :  here,  we  were  scarce 
four  Dules  in  the  great  green  water,  but  I,  thinking 


to  go  to  my  afternoon's  nuncheon,  as  'twas  my 
manner  at  home,  felt  a  kind  of  rising  in  my  guts. 
At  last  one  of  the  sailors  spying  of  me — be  oc 
good  cheer,  says  he ;  set  down  thy  victuals,  and 
up  with  it;  thou  hast  nothing  but  an  eel  id  thy 
belly.  Well,  to't  went  I,  to  ray  victuals  went  the 
sailors;  and  thinking  me  to  bo  a  man  of  better 
experience  than  any  in  the  ship,  ask*d  me  ^hat 
wood  the  ship  was  made  of;  they  all  swore  I 
told  them  as  right  as  if  I  had  been  acquaihted 
with  the  carpenter  that  made  it.  At  last  we  g^ew 
near  land,  and  I  grew  villainous  hungry,  and 
went  to  mv  bag.  The  devil  a  bit  there  was.  the: 
sailors  had  tickled  me;  yet  I  cannot  blame  u\etd 
it  was  a  part  of  kindness ;  for  I  in  kindness  tbid 
them  what  wood  the  ship  was  made  of,  and  they 
in  kindness  eat  up  my  victuals  ;  as  indeed  one 
good  turn  asketh  another.  Well,  would  I  could 
find  my  master  Thomaa  in  this  Dutch  town  !  he 
might  put  some  English  beer  into  ray  belly. 
Crom.  What,  Hodge,  my  father's  man !  by  my 
hand  welcome. 
How  doth  my  father  ?  what's  the  news  at  home? 

Hodge.   Master  Thomas,  O  God  !    Master 
Thomas,  your  hand,  glove  and  all ;  This  is  to  give 
you  to  understanding,  that  your  father  is  in  health, 
and  Alice  Downing  here  hath  sent  you  a  nutmeg 
and  Bess  Make-water  a  race  of  ginger ;  my  fel- 
lows Will  and  Tom  hath  between  them  sent  you 
a  dozen  of  points;  and  goodman  Toll,  of  th^ 
goat,  a  pair  of  mittens ;  myself  came  in  person ; 
and  this  is  all  the  news. 
Crom.  Gramercy  good  Hodge,  and  thou  art 
welcome  to  me. 
But  in  as  ill  a  time  thou  comest  as  may  be; 
For  I  am  travelling  into  Italy. 
What  say'st  tliou,  Hodge?  wilt  thou  bear  di^ 
company  ? 
Hodge.  Will  I  bear  thee  company,  Torti  ?  what 
tell'st  me  of  Italy  ?  Were  it  to  die  farthest  part 
of  Flanders,  I  would  go  with  thee, Tom;  I  aiA 
thine  in  all  weal  and  woe ;  thy  own  to  command. 
What,  Tom !  I  have  pass'd  the  rigorous  waves  of 
Neptune's  blasts.    I  tell  you,  Thomas,  I  have 
been  in  danger  of  the  floods;  and  when  I  have 
seen  Boreas  begin  to  play  the  ruffian  with  us, 
then  would  I  down  a'  my  knees,  and  call  upon 
Vulcan, 

Crom.  And  why  upon  him  ? 

Hodge.  Because,  as  this  same  fellow  Neptune 

is  ^od  of  the  seas,  so  Vulcan  is  lord  over  the 

smiths ;  and  therefore  I;  being  a  smith,  thought 

his  godhead  would  have  some  care  yet  of  me. 

Crom.  A  good  conceit ;  but  tell  me  hast  thou 

dined  yet  ? 
Hodge.  Thomas,  to  speak  the  truth,  not  a  bit 
yet,  I. 

Crom.  Come  go  with  me,  thou  shalt  have  cheer, 
good  store; 
And  farewell,  Antwerp,  if  I  come  noihore* 
Hodge.  I  follow  thee^  sweet  Tom^  I  follow  thee. 

[Exeunt, 
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SCENE  in.-^ Another  Street  in  the$ame. 

Enter  the  Governor  of  the  English  Factory, 
Bagot,  Mr  and  Mrs  Bakister,  and  two  Of- 
ficers, 

Gov.  Is  Cromwell  gone  then,  say  you,  master 
Bafot? 
On  what  dislike,  I  pray  you  ?  what  was  the  cause  ? 

Bag.  To  tell  you  true,  a  wild  brain  of  his  own ; 
Such  youth  as  he  can't  see  when  they  are  well. 
He  is  all  bent  to  travel,  (that's  his  reason,) 
And  doth  not  love  to  eat  his  bread  at  home. 

Gov.  Well,  good  fortune  with  him,  if  the  man 
be  gone. 
We  hardly  shall  find  such  {^  one  as  he, 
To  fit  our  turns,  his  dealings  were  so  honest. 
But  now,  sir,  for  your  jewels  that  I  have, — 
What  do  you  say  ?  what,  will  you  take  my  price  ? 

Bag,  Q,  sir,  you  offer  too  much  under  foot. 

Gov.  'Tis  but  two  hundred  pound  between  us, 
roan; 
What's  that  in  p^ymept  of  five  thousand  pound  ? 

Bag.  Two  hundred  pound !  by'r  Lady,  sir,  'tis 
great ; 
Before  I  got  so  much  it  made  me  sweat. 

Gov.  Well,  master  Bagot,  I'll  proffer  you  fairly. 
You  see  this  merchant,  master  Banister, 
Is  going  now  to  prison  at  your  suit; 
His  substance  all  is  gone ;  what  would  you  have  ? 
Yet,  in  regard  I  knew  the  man  of  wealth, 
(Never  dishonest  dealing,  but  such  mishaps 
Have  fall'n  on  him,  may  light  on  me  or  you) 
There  is  two  hundred  p(mnd  between  us  two ; 
We  will  divide  the  same ;  I'll  give  you  one^ 
On  that  condition  you  will  set  him  free. 
His  state  is  nothing ;  that  you  see  yourself; 
And  where  nought  is,  the  king  must  lose  his  right. 

3ag.Sir,  sir,  I  know  you  sp^rak  out  of  your  love; 
ms  foolish  love,  sir,  sure,  to  pity  him. 
Therefore  content  yourself;  this  is  my  mind ; 
To  do  him  good  1  will  not  bate  a  penny. 

jBafi.  This  is  my  comfort,  though  fhou  dost  no 
good, 
A  mighty  ebb  follows  a  mighty  flood. 

4^rs  Ban,  p  thoq  ba^e  wretch,  whom  we  have 
fostered. 
Even  as  a  serpent,  for  to  poison  us ! 
If  Go^  did  ever  rjght  a  woman's  wrong. 
To  th^t  same  God  X  bend  and  bow  my  heart. 
To  let  hb)ieavy  wrath  fall  on  thy  head. 
By  whom  my  hopes  and  joys  are  butchered. 

Bag,  Alas,  foqd  woms^n  !  I  pr'ythee  pray  thy 
worst ; 
The  fox  fares  better  ^till  when  he  is  curst 

Enter  Bowser. 

Gov.  Master   Bowser!   you're  welcome,  sir, 
from  England. 
What's  the  best  news?  and  how  do  all  our  friends? 
fiow.  They  are  all  well,  and  do  commend  them 
to  you. 
Jh^re's  letters  from  your  brother  and  your  son ; 


So,  fare  yon  well,  sir ;  I  must  take  my  leave ; 
My  haste  and  business  doth  require  so. 

Gov.  Before  you  dine,  sir  ?  Wlwt,  go  you  out  of 
town? 

Bow.  I'faith,  unless  I  hear  some  news  in  town, 
I  must  away  ;  there  is  no  remedy. 

Gov.  Master  Bowser,  what  is  your  bofliness  ? 
may  I  know  it  ? 

Bow,  You  may  so,  sir,  and  so  shall  all  tbe  dty. 
The  king  of  late  hath  bad  his  treasury  robb'd, 
And  of  the  choicest  jewels  that  he  had ; 
The  value  of  them  was  seven  thpusand  pounds. 
The  fellow  that  did  steal  these  jewels  is  nan^ied ; 
And  did  confess,  that  for  three  hundred  pound 
He  sold  them  to  one  Bagot  dwelling  in  London. 
Now  Bagot's  fled,  and,  as  we  hear,  to  Antwerp; 
And  hither  am  I  come  to  seek  him  out ; 
And  they  that  first  can  tell  me  of  his  news, 
Shall  have  a  hundred  pound  for  their  reward. 

Ban.  How  just  is  God  to  right  tbe  innocent! 

Gov.  Master  Bowser,  you  come  in  happy  time ; 
Here  is  tbe  villain  Bagot  that  you  seek, 
And  all  those  jewels  have  I  in  my  hands. — 
Here,  officers,  look  to  him,  hold  him  fast. 

Bag,  The  devil  owed  me  a  shame,  and  now 
bath  paid  it 

Bow.  Is  this  that  Bagot?  Fellows,  bear  lum 
hence ; 
We  will  not  now  stand  here  for  his  reply. 
Lade  him  with  irons;  we  will  have  him  tried 
In  England,  where  his  villanies  are  known. 

Bag.  Mischief,  confu^on,  light  upon  you  all ! 
O  hang  roe,  drown  me,  let  me  kill  myself; 
Let  go  my  arms,  let  me  run  quick  to  hell. 

Bow.  Away ;  bear  biro  away;  stop  tlie  slave^» 
mouth.      [Exeunt  Officers  and  Bagot. 

Mrs  Ban.  Thy  works  are  infinite,  great  God  of 
heaven ! 

Gov.  1  heard  this  Bagot  was  a  wealthy  fellow. 

Boa?.  He  was  indeed ;  for  when  his  goods  were 
seized. 
Of  jewels,  coin,  and  plate,  within  his  house 
Was  found  the  value  of  five  thousand  pound  ; 
His  furniture  fully  worth  half  so  much ; 
Which  being  all  distrained  for  the  king, 
He  frankly  gave  it  to  the  Antwerp  merchants ; 
And  they  again,  out  of  their  bounteous  mind. 
Have  to  a  brother  of  their  company, 
A  man  decayed  by  fortune  of  the  seas. 
Given  Bagors  wealth,  to  set  him  up  again. 
And  keep  it  for  him ;  his  name  is  Banister. 

Gov,  Master  Bowser,  with  this  most  happy 
news 
You  have  revived  two  from  the  gates  of  death : 
This  is  that  Banister,  and  this  his  wife. 

Bow.  Sir,  I  am  glad  my  fortune  is  so  good 
To  bring  such  tidings  as  may  comfort  you. 

Ban.  You  have  given  life  unto  a  man  deeai''d 
dead; 
For  by  these  news  my  life  is  newly  bred. 

Mrs  Ban.  Thanks  to  my  God,  next  to  my  sov^ 
reign  king; 
And  last  to  you,  that  these  good  news  do  bringi 
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Gov. The  bandred  poand  I  must  receive,  as  due 
f'or  AndiDg  Bagot,  I  freeljr  give  to  jou. 

£010.  And,  master  Banister,  if  so  you  please, 
ril  bear  you  company,  wben  you  cross  the  sens. 

Ban.  If  it  please  you,  sir ; — my  company  is  but 
mean : 
Stands  with  your  liking,  I  will  wait  on  you.  ^ 


Gov.  I  am  glad  that  all  things  do  accord  so  well 
Come,  roaster  Bowser,  let  us  in  to  dinner ; 
And,  mistress  Banister,  be  merry,  woman. 
Come,  after  sorrow  now  let's  cheer  your  spirit; 
Knaves  have  their  due,  and  you  but  what  you 
merit. 


ACT  in. 


6CENE  I*— 1%«  principal  Bridge  at  Florence. 

Enter  Cromwell  and  Hodge  in  their  $hirts,and 
without  hat$» 

Hodge.  Call  you  this  seeing  of  fashions  ?  marry 
would  I  had  staid  at  Putney  still.  O,  master 
Thomas,  we  are  spoiled,  we  are  gone. 

Crom.  Content  thee,  man ;  this  is  but  fortune. 
Hodge.  Fortune  !  a  plague  of  this  fortune,  it 
makes  me  go  wet-shod;  the  rogues  would  not 
leave  me  a  shoe  to  my  feet. 
For  my  hose, 

They  scorned  them  with  their  heels : 
But  for  my  doublet  and  hat, 
O  Lord,  they  embraced  me, ' 
And  unlaced  me, 
And  took  away  my  clothes. 
And  so  disgraced  me. 
Crom.  Well,  U^e,  what  remedy?  what  shift 
aball  we  make  now  ? 

Hodge.  Nay,  I  know  not.  For  begging,  I  am 
naught ;  for  stealing,  worse.  By  my  troth,  I  must 
even  fall  to  my  old  trade,  to  the  hammer  and  the 
horse- heels  again : — But  now  the  worst  is,  I  am 
not  acquainted  with  the  humour  of  the  horses  in 
this  country ;  whether  they  are  not  coltish,  given 
much  to  kicking,  or  no :  for  when  I  have  one  leg 
in  my  hand,  if  he  should  up  and  lay  t'other  on  my 
chaps,  I  were  gone ;  there  lay  I,  there  lay  Hodge. 
Cronu  Hodge,  1  believe  thou  must  work  for  us 
both. 

Hodge.  O,  master  Thomas,  have  not  I  told  you 
of  this  r  Have  not  I  many  a  time  and  often  said, 
Tom,  or  master  ThonuM,  learn  to  make  a  horse* 
shoe,  it  will  be  your  own  another  day :  this  was 
not  regarded.  Hark  you,  Thomas !  what  do  you 
call  the  fellows  that  robb'd  us  ? 
Crom.  The  banditti. 

Hodge.  The  banditti  do  you  call  them  ?  I  know 
not  what  they  are  call'd  here,  but  I  am  sure  we 
call  them  plain  thieves  in  England.  O,  Tom,  that 
we  were  now  at  Putney,  at  the  ale  there ! 


Crom.  Content  thee,  mtflk :  here,  set  np  the^e 
two  bills. 
And  let  us  keep  our  stiqidio^  on  the  bridge. 
The  fashion  of  this  country  is  such, 
If  any  stranger  be  oppressed  with  want. 
To  write  the  manner  of  his  misery ; 
And  such  as  are  disposed  to  sdccour  him, 

J  [Hodge  sett  up  the  Bilk, 
ge,  hast  thou  set  them  up  ? 
Hodge.  Ay,  they  are  up ;  God  send  some  to 
read  them,  and  not  only  to  read  them,  but  also  to 
look  on  us :  and  not  altogether  look  on  us,  but  to 
relieve  us.    O,  cold,  cold,  cold ! 

{Cromwell  stands  at  one  end  •/*  the 
Bridge,  and  Hodge  at  the  otier^ 

Enter  Frescobald. 

Fres.  [reads  the  Bills.]  What'3  bere  ? 
Two  Ensiishmen,  and  robb'd  by  the  banditti ! 
One  of  them  seems  to  be  a  gentleman, 
^Tis  pity  tliat  his  fortune  was  so  hard. 
To  fall  into  the  desperate  hands  of  thieves: 
ril  question  him  of  what  estate  he  is. — 
God  save  you,  sir.    Are  you  an  Englishmaiv 

Crom,  {  am,  sir,  a  distressed  Englishnjuui. 

Fres.  And  what  are  yoii,  my  frieqd? 

Hodge.  Who,  I,  sir  ?  by  my  troth  I  do  not  know 
myself,  what  I  am  now ;  but,  sir,  I  was  a  smith, 
sir,  a  poor  farrier  of  Putney.  That's  m^  master, 
sir,  yonder;  I  wasrobb'd  for  his  sake,  sir. 

Fres.  I  see  you  have  been  met  by  the  banditti. 
And  therefore  need  not  ask  how  you  came  thus. 
But,  Frescobald,  why  dost  thou  question  them 
Of  their  estate,  and  not  relieve  their  need? 
Sir,  the  coin  I  have  about  me  is  not  much: 
There's  sixteen  ducats  for  to  clothe  yourselves, 
There's  sii^teen  more  to  buy  your  diet  with. 
And  there's  sixteen  to  pay  for  your  horse-hire. 
'TIS  all  (he  wealth,  you  see,  my  purse  possesses; 
But  if  you  please  for  to  enquire  me  out, 
Yqu  shall  not  want  for  aught  that  I  can  do. 
My  name  b  Frescobald,  a  Florence  merchant 
J^  man  that  always  loved  your  nation. 

Crom.  This  unexpected  favour  at  your  hand^ 
Which  God  doth  know  if  e'er  I  shall  requite— 


5  Stands  with  your  liking,  I  will  wait  on  j^ou;— Elliptical,  for— J/  U  stands,  &c.  Percy* 


Sd8 


LORD  CROMWELU 


[Anontmoui* 


Necessity  makefl  me  to  take  yoor  bounty, 
And  for  yoargold  can  yield  you  nought  bat  thanks. 
Your  charity  hath  helped  me  from  despair ; 
Tour  name  shall  stili  be  in  my  hearty  prayer. 

Iret,  It  is  not  worth  such  thanks:  come  to  my 
house; 
Yoor  want  shall  better  be  relieved  than  thus. 

Crom,  I  proy,  excuse  me;  this  shall  well  suf- 
fice. 
To  bear  my  charges  to  Bononia, 
"Whereas  a  noble  earl  is  much  distressed. 
An  Englishman,  Russel,  the  earl  of  Bedford, 
Is  by  the  French  king  sold  unto  his  death. 
It  may  fall  out,  that  I  may  do  him  good ; 
To  save  his  life,  Fll  hazard  my  heart-blood. 
Therefore,  kind  sir,  thanks  for  your  liberal  gift ; 
I  must  be  gone  to  aid  him ;  there's  no  shift. 

Freu  ni  be  no  hinderer  to  so  good  an  act. 
Heaven  prosper  you  in  that  you  go  about ! 
If  fortune  brmg  you  this  way  back  again. 
Pray  let  me  see  you :  so  I  take  my  leave; 
All  good  a  num  can  wish,  I  do  bequeath. 

[Exit  Frebcobald. 

Crcm.  All  good  that  God  doth  send,  light  on 
your  head  1 
Thcnre^s  few  such  men  within  our  climate  bred. 
How  say  you,  Hodge  ?  is  not  this  good  fortune  ? 

Hodge,  How  say  you  ?  1*11  tell  you  what,  master 
Thomas ;  if  all  men  be  of  this  gentleman's  mind, 
let's  keep  our  standings  ujson  this  bridge ;  we  shall 
get  more  here,  with  negging,  in  one  day,  than  I 
shall  with  making  horse-shoes  in  a  whole  year. 

Crom.  No,  Hodge,  we  must  be  gone  unto  Bo- 
nonia. 
There  to  relieve  the  noble  earl  of  Bedford ; 
Where,  if  I  fail  not  in  my  policy, 
I  shall  deceive  their  subtle  treachery. 

Hodge,  Na^,  Til  follow  you.  God  bless  us 
from  the  tbievmg  banditti  again !  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  IL — Bononia,   (i.  e.  Bolognia,)  A  room 
in  a  Hotel, 

Enter  Bedford  and  Hott, 

Bed.  Am  I  betrayed  ?  was  Bedford  borii  to  die 
By  such  base  slaves,  in  such  a  place  as  this? 
Jlave  I  escaped  so  many  times  in  France, 
So  many  battles  have  I  over-passed. 
And  made  the  French  stir,  wnen  they  heard  my 

name; 
And  am  I  now  betrayed  unto  my  death  ? 
Some  of  their  heart's-btood  first  shall  pay  for  it. 

Host.  They  do  desire,  my  lord,  to  speak  with 
you. 

Bed.  The  traitors  do  desire  to  have  my  blood ; 
But  by  my  birth,  roy  honour,  and  my  name. 
By  all  my  hopes,  my  life  shall  cost  them  dear. 
Open  the  door;  Fll  venture  out  upon  them, 
And  if  I  must  die,  then  Til  die  with  honour. 

Hott.  Alas,  my  lord,  that  is  a  desperate  course; 
They  have  b^irt  you  round  about  the  house. 
Their  meaning  is,  to  take  you  prisoner, 
And  to  to  send  your  body  uoto  France. 


Bed,  First  shall  the  ocean  be  at  dry  as  sand. 
Before  alive  they  send  me  unto  France, 
ril  have  my  body  first  bored  like  a  sieve. 
And  die  as  Hector,  'gainst  the  Mymiidoos, 
Ere  France  shall  boast,  Bedford's  their  prisoner. 
Treacherous  France !  that,  'gainst  the  law  of  arms^ 
Hath  here  betrayed  thine  enemy  to  death. 
But  be  assured,  my  blood  shall  be  revenged 
Upon  the  best  lives  that  remain  in  France. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Stand  back,  or  else  thou  rnn'st  upon  thy  death. 

Ser.  Paitlon,  my  lord ;  I  come  to  teU  your  bo* 
nour, 
That  they  have  hired  a  Neapolitan, 
Who  by  his  oratory  hath  promised  diem. 
Without  the  shedding  of  one  drop  of  blood. 
Into  their  bauds  safe  to  deliver  you ; 
And  therefore  craves  none  but  himself  may  enter. 
And  a  poor  swain  that  attends  upon  him. 

Bed.  A  Neapolitan  ?  bid  him  come  in. 

[Exit  Servmt. 
Were  he  as  cunning  in  his  eloquence, 
As  Cicero,  the  famous  man  of  Rome, 
His  words  would  be  as  chaff  against  the  wind. 
Sweet-tongued  Ulysses,  that  made  Ajax  mad. 
Were  he,  and  his  tongue  in  this  speaker's  head. 
Alive  he  wins  me  not ;  then  'tis  no  conquest,  doid. 

Enter  Cromwell  in  a  Neapolitan  haUt,  and 
Hodge. 

Crom,  Sir,  are  you  the  master  of  the  bouse  ? 

Host.  1  am,  sir. 

Crom.  By  this  same  token  yoo  must  leave  this 
place, 
And  leave  none  but  the  earl  and  I  together. 
And  this  m^  peasant  here  to  tend  on  us. 

Host.  With  all  my  heart :  God  grant  yoo  do 
some  good. 
[Exit  Host.    Cromwell  shuts  the  door. 

Bed,  Now,  sir,  what  is  your  will  with  roe  ? 

Crom,  Intends  your  honour  not  to  yield  your- 
self? 

Bed,  No,  goodman  goose,  not  while  my  sword 
doth  last. 
Is  this  your  eloquence  for  to  persuade  me  ? 

Crom.  My  lord,  my  eloquence  is  for  to  save  you : 
I  am  not,  as  you  judge,  a  Neapolitan, 
But  Cromwell,  your  servant,  and  an  Englishman. 

Bed.  How  I  Cromwell  ?  not  my  farrier's  ton  ? 

Crom.  The  same,  sir ;  and  am  come  to  succour 
you. 

Hodge.  Yes  'faith,  sir ;  and  I  am  Hodge,  your 
poor  smidi :  many  a  time  and  oft  have  I  shod  your 
dapple-grey.    . 

Bed,  And  what  avails  it  me  that  tlioo  art  here  ? 

Crom.  It  may  avail,  if  you'll  be  ruled  by  me. 
My  lord,  you  know,  the  men  of  Mantua 
And  these  Bononians  are  at  deadly  strife; 
And  they,  my  lord,  both  love  and  honour  yoo. 
Could  you  but  get  out  of  the  Mantua  port, 
Then  were  you  safe,  despite  of  all  their  force. 

Bed,  Tut,  man,  thou  talk'st  of  things  impossible; 
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Dost  thou  not  see,  that  wc  are  rooiid  beset  i 
How  then  is't  pobsible  we  should  escape  ? 

Crom.  By  force  we  caoiiot,  but  bj  policy. 
Put  on  the  apparel  here  that  HoJge  doth  wei 
And  give  him  yours :  The  states,  they  know  you  not, 
(For,  as  1  think,  they  never  sawYour  face;) 
And  at  a  watch-word  must  i  call  them  in. 
And  will  desire  that  we  two  safe  may  pass 
To  Mantua,  where  I'll  say  my  business  lies. 
Uow  doth  your  honour  like  of  thi«  device  ? 

Bed,  O,  wond*rous  good.    Bat  wilt  than  ven- 
ture, Uodge  ? 

Hodge.  Willi? 

0  noble  lord, 

1  do  accord, 

In  any  thing  I  can : 
And  do  agree, 
To  set  thee  free, 
Do  Fortune  what  she  can. 
Bed.  Come  then,  let  us  change  our  apparel 

straight 
Crom,  Gro,  Hodge ;  make  haste,  lest  they  should 

chance  to  calL 
Hodge,  I  warrant  you  I'll  fit  him  with  a  suit. 
[Hdretifi^  Bedford  and  Uodge. 
Crom,  Heavens  grant  this  policy  doth  take  suc- 
cess, 
And  that  the  earl  may  safely  'scape  away ! 
And  vet  it  grieves  me  for  this  simple  wretch. 
For  fear  lest  they  should  ofier  him  violence : 
But  of  two  evils,  'tis  best  to  shun  the  greatest; 
And  better  is  it  that  he  live  in  thrall. 
Than  such  a  noble  eari  as  he  shoold  fall. 
Their  stubborn  hearts,  it  mav  be,  will  relent. 
Since  be  is  gone,  to  whom  their  hate  is  bent. 

Renter  Bedford  and  Hodob, 

My  lord,  have  you  dispatched  ? 

^  Bed,  liqw  diwt  thou  like  us,  Cromwell  ?  is  it 

Crom,  9,  my  good  lord,  excellent  Hodge,  how 
dost  feel  thyself? 

Hodge,  How  do  I  feel  myself?  why,  as  a  no- 
bleman should  *do.  O  how  I  feel  honour  come 
creeping  on !  My  nobility  is  wonderful  mehin- 
choly :  Is  it  not  most  gentletnan-like  to  be  me- 
Jancholy? 

Bed,  Yes,  Hodge:  now  go  sit  down  in  the  study, 
ftnd  take  state  upon  thee. 

Hodge.  I  warrant  you,  my  lord ;  let  me  alone 
to  take  state  upon  me:  But  hark,  my  lord,  do 
you  feel  nothing  bite  about  you  ? 

BeeL  No,  trust  me,  Hodge. 

Hodge,  Ay,  they  know  they  want  their  old  pas- 
tore.  Tis  a  Strang  thin^  of  this  venhin,  they 
dare  not  meddle  with  nobdity. 

Crom,  Go  take  thy  place,  Hodge ;  I  will  call 
them  in. 
Now  all  is  done :— Enter  an  if  yon  please. 

Enter  the  Governor  and  other  States  and  Ci- 
tixeni  ofBononioy  and  Officers  with  halberts. 

Gov*  What,  have  you  won  him  ?  will  he  yield 
himKlf? 


Cronu  I  have,  an't  please  you;  and  the  quiet 
earl 
Doth  yield  himself  to  be  disposed  by  you. 

Gov,  Give  him  the  money  tliat  we  promised  him; 
So  let  him  go,  whither  it  please  himself. 

Crom,  My  business,  sir,  lies  unto  Mantua; 
Please  you  to  give  me  a  safe  conduct  thither. 

Gfov.  Go,  and  conduct  him  to  the  Mantua  port^ 
And  see  him  safe  delivered  presently. 

[Erfvat Cromwell,  Bedford,  and  an  Officer. 
Go  draw  the  curtains,  let  us  see  the  earl  :• 

[An  Attendant  opens  the  aurtains, 
O,  he  is  writing;  stand  apart  a  while. 

Hodee.  [reads.]  ^  Fellow  Williain,  I  amnot  a» 
I  have  been ;  I  went  from  yon  a  smith,  I  write  to 
you  as  a  lord.  I  am  at  this  present  writing,  among 
the  Polonian  sausages.  I  do  commend  my  lord- 
ship to  Ralph  and  to  Roger,  to  Bridget  and  to 
Dorothy,  and  so  to  all  the  youth  of  Putney.'' 

Got.  Sure  these  are  the  names  of  English  no- 
blemen. 
Some  of  his  special  friends,  to  whom  he  writes :— • 
[HoDOE  sounds  a  note* 
But  stay,  he  doth  address  himself  to  sing. 

[HoDGE  sings  a  Song» 
My  lord,  I  am  glad  you  are  so  frolic  and  so  blithe: 
Believe  me,  noble  lord,  if  you  knew  all. 
You'd  change  your  merry  vein  to  sudden  sorrow. 

Hodge,  Iclumgemy  merry  vfin?  No^thonBo- 
nonian,  no ; 
I  am  a  lord,  and  therefore  let  me  go. 
I  do  defy  thee  and  thy  sausages; 
Therefore  stand  ofi^and  come  not  near  myhonoor. 

Gov,  My  lord,  this  jesting  cannot  serve  your 
turn. 

Hodge,  Dost  think,  thou  black  Bononian  beasl^ 
That  I  do  flout,  do  gibe,  or  jest  ? 
No,  no,  thou  beer^pot,  know  that  I, 
A  noble  earl,  a  lord  par-dy— 

[A  Trumpet  soundt. 

Goo,  What  means  this  trumpet's  sound  ? 

Enter  a  Messenger, 

Cit,  One  is  come  from  the  states  of  Mantua. 

Gov,  What  would  you  with  us  ?  speak,  thoa 
man  of  Mantua. 

ilfet.  Men  of  Bononia,  this  my  message  is  ; 
To  let  you  know,  the  noble  earl  of  Bedford 
Is  safe  within  the  town  of  Mantua, 
And  wills  you  send  the  peasant  that  you  have^ 
Who  hath  deceived  your  expectation : 
Or  else  the  states  of'^Mantua  have  vowed. 
They  will  recal  the  truce  that  they  have  made; 
And  not  a  man  shall  stir  from  forth  your  town. 
That  shall  return,  unless  you  send  him  back. 

Gov,  O  this  misfortune,  how  it  mads  my  heart  I 
The  Neapolitan  hath  beguiled  us  all* 
Hence  with  this  fool.  What  shall  we  do  with  him^ 
The  earl  being  gone  ?  A  plague  upon  it  all ! 

Hodge,  No,  I'll  assure  you,  I  am  no  earl,  but 
a  smith,  sir,  one  Hodge,  a  smith  at  Putney,  sir ; 
one  that  hath  gulled  ^oo,that  hath  bored  vou,  sir. 

Gov,  Away  with  him ;  take  hence  the  fool  yon 
came  for. 
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Hodge.  Aj,  sir,  and  111  leave  the  greater  fool 

with  you. 
Met.  Farewell,  Bononians.  Come,  friend,  along 

with  me. 
Hodge.  My  friend,  afore ;  my  lordship  will  fol- 
low thee. 

[Exeunt  Hodge  and.  Meuengef. 
Gov,  Well,  Mantua,  since  by  thee  the  earl  is 
lost, 
Within  few  days  I  hope  to  see  thee  crost. 

[Exeunt  Governor,  State$f  Attendants,  4rc. 

Enter  Chorus. 

Cho.  Thus  far  you  see  how  Cromwell's  fortune 
passed. 
The  earl  of  Bedford,  being  safe  in  Mantua, 
Desires  Cromwell's  company  into  France, 
To  make  requital  for  his  courtesy; 
But  Cromwell  doth  deny  the  earl  his  suit. 
And  tells  him  that  those  parts  he  meant  to  see, 
He  had  not  yet  set  footing  on  the  land ; 
And  so  directly  takes  his  way  to  Spain ; 
The  earl  to  France;  and  so  they  both  do  part. 
Now  let  your  thoughts,  as  swift  as  is  the  wind, 
Skip  some  few  years  that  Cromwell  spent  in  tra- 
vel; 
And  now  imagine  him  to  be  in  England, 
Servant  unto  the  master  of  the  rolls ; 
Where  in  short  time  he  there  began  to  flourish ; 
An  hour  shall  show  you  what  few  years  did  che- 
rish. [Exit. 

SCENE  UL-^London.    A  Room  in  Sir  Chris- 
topher  Haleit  House, 

Music  plays  ;  then  a  Banquet  is  brought  in. 
Enter  Sir  Christopher  Hales,  Cromwell, 
and  two  Servants. 

Hales.  Come,  sirs,  be  careful  of  your  master's 
credit; 
And  as  our  bounty  now  exceeds  the  figure 
Of  common  entertainment,  so  do  you, 
With  looks  as  free  as  is  your  master's  soul. 
Give  formal  welcome  to  the  thronged  tables, 
That  shall  receive  the  cardinal's  foUowers, 
And  the  attendants  of  the  great  lord  chancellor. 
But  all  my  care,  Cromwell,  depends  on  thee: 
Thou  art  a  man  differing  from  vulgar  form. 
And  by  how  much  thy  spirit's>ranked  'bove  these. 
In  rules  of  art,  by  so  much  it  shines  brighter 
By  travel,  whose  observance  pleads  his  merit, 
In  a  most  learned,  yet  unaflecting  spirit 
Good  Cromwell,  cast  an  eye  of  &r  regard 
'Bout  all  my  house ;  and  what  thb  ruder  flesh, 
Throush  ignorance,  or  wine,  do  miscreate. 
Salve  Uiou  with  courtesy.    If  welcome  want, 
Full  bowls  and  ample  banquets  will  seem  scant 

Crom.  Sir,  as  to  whatsoever  lies  on  me. 
Assure  you,  I  will  shew  my  utmost  duty. 

Haies.  About  it  then ;  the  lords  will  straight 

be  here.  [Exit  Cromweli.. 

Cromwell,  thou  hast  those  parts  would  rather  suit 


The  service  of  the  state  than  of  my  bouse ; 
I  look  upon  thee  with  a  loving  eye. 
That  one  day  will  prefer  thy  destiny. 

Enter  a  Servant. 
Ser,  Sir,  the  lords  be  at  hand. 
Haies.    They  are  welcome :    bid  Cromwell 
straight  attend  us. 
And  look  you  all  things  be  in  perfect  readiness. 

[Exit  Servant, 

2%c  Music  plays.  Enter  Cardinal  Wolset,  Sir 
Thomas  More,  Gardiner,  Cromwel^  and 
other  Attendants. 

WoL  O,  sir  Christopher, 
You  are  too  liberal :  What !  a  banquet  too  ? 

Hales.  My  lords,  if  words  could  shew  U»e  ample 
welcome 
That  my  free  heart  afibrds  you,  I  could  then 
Become  a  prater;  but  I  now  must  deaf 
Like  a  feast-politician  with  your  lordships ; 
Defer  your  welcome  till  the  banquet  end,^ 
That  it  may  then  salve  our  defect  of  fare : 
Yet  welcome  now,  and  all  that  tend  on  yoo« 

WoL  Our  thanks  to  the  kind  master  of  the  rolls. 
Come  and  sit  down ;  sit  down,  sir  Thomas  M«re. 
Tis  strange,  how  that  we  and  the  Spaniard  difler^ 
Their  dinner  is  our  banquet  after  dinner. 
And  they  are  men  of  active  disposition. 
This  I  gather,  that,  by  their  sparing  meat. 
Their  bodies  are  more  fitter  for  the  wars ; 
And  if  that  famine  chance  to  pinch  their  maws^ 
Being  used  to  fast,  it  breeds  in  them  less  patn. 

Hales,  Fill  me  some  wine ;  I'll  answer  eard>- 
nal  Wolsey. 
My  lord,  we  English  are  of  more  freer  souls, 
Than  hunger-starved  and  iil-complexioned  Spa* 

niards. 
They  that  are  rich  in  Spain,  spare  belly- food. 
To  deck  their  backs  with  aa  Italian  huo4> 
And  silks  of  Seville;  and  the  pooresf  snake. 
That  feeds  on  lemons,  pilchards,  and  ne'er  heated 
His  palate  with  sweet  flesh,  will  bear  a  case 
More  fat  and  g^lant  than  his  starved  face. 
Pride,  the  inquisition,  and  this  belly-evil. 
Are,  in  my  judgment,  Spain's  three-headed  deviL 

More.  Indeed  it  is  a  plague  unto  their  nation^ 
Who  stagger  after  in  blind  imitation. 

Hales,  My  lords,  with  welcome,  I  present  your 
lordships   . 
A  solemn  health. 

More.  I  love  healths  well ;  but  wlien  as  healtbt 
do  bring 
Pain  to  the  head,  and  body's  surfeiting 
Then  cease  I  healths : 
Nay  spill  not,  friend ;  for  though  the  drops  be 

small, 
Yet  have  they  force  to  force  men  to  the  wall. 

WoL  Sir  Christopher,  is  that  your  man  ? 

Hales.  An't  like 
Your  grace,  he  is  a  scholar,  and  a  linguist; 
One  that  bath  travelled  through  many  partf 
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Of  Christendom,  my  lord* 

WoL  My  friend,  come  nearer :  ha?e  you  been 
a  trareller  ? 

Crom,  My  lord, 
I  have  added  to  my  knowledge,  the  Low  Countries, 
With  France,  Spain,  Germany,  and  Italy ; 
And  though  small  gain  of  profit  1  did  find, 
Yet  it  did  please  my  eye,  content  my  mind. 

WoL  What  do  you  think,  then,  of  the  several 
states, 
And  princes'  courts,  as  you  have  travelled  ? 

Crwm,  My  lord,  no  court  with  England  may 
compare. 
Neither  for  state,  nor  civil  government. 
Lust  dwells  in  France,  in  luly,  and  Spain, 
From  the  poor  peasant,  to  the  prince^  train. 
In  Germany  and  Holland,  riot  serves; 
And  he,  that  most  can  drink,  most  he  deserves. 
England  I  praise  not  for  I  here  was  born. 
But  that  she  laughs  the  others  unto  scorn. 

WoL  My  lord,  there  dwells  within  that  spirit 
more 
Than  can  be  discerned  by  the  outward  eye  :— 
Sir  Christopher,  will  you  part  with  your  man  i 

HaUi.  I  have  sought  to  profler  him  unto  your 
lordship; 


And  now  I  see  he  hath  preferred  himself. 
Wol   What  is  thy  name  ? 
Crom,  Cromwell,  my  lord. 
WoL  Then,  Cromwell,  here  we  make  thee  so- 
licitor 
Of  our  causes,  and  nearest,  n^xt  qurself : 
Gardiner,  give  you  kind  welcome  to  the  man. 

[Gardtner  embraces  him. 

More.  My  lord  cardinal,  you  are  a  royi^  wifH 

ner. 

Have  got  a  man,  besides  your  bounteous  dinnei^ 

Well,  my  good  knight,  pray,  that  we  come  no 

more ; 
If  we  come  of^en,  thou  may'st  shut  thy  door. 
WoL  Sir  Christopher,  hadst  thou  given  me  half 
thy  lands, 
Thou  could^st  not  have  pleased  me  so  much  ^s 

vith 
This  man  of  thine.    Mv  infant  thoughts  do  spell^ 
Shortly  his  fortune  shall  be  lifted  higher ; 
True  industry  doth  kindle  honour's  fire  : 
And  so,  kind  master  of  the  rolls,  farewell. 
Ifalet.  Cromwell,  farewell. 
Crom.  Cn)mwell  takes- his  leave  of  you, 
That  ne'er  will  leave  to  love  and  lv>i)our  you. 
[Exeunt.    The  Mu$ic  play\  oi  they  go  ouf. 


ACT  IV. 


Enter  Chorui. 


Cko.  Now  Cromwell's  highest  fortunes  do  be- 
gin. 
Wolsey,  that  loved  him  as  he  did  his  life, 
CofDQUtted  all  his  treasure  to  his  hands : 
Wolsey  is  dead ;  and  Gardiner,  his  roan. 
Is  DOW  created  bishop  of  Winchester. 
Pardon  if  we  omit  all  Wolsey's  life. 
Because  our  play  depends  on  Cromwell's  death. 
Now  sit,  and  see  his  highest  state  of  all, 
Ilis  height  of  rising,  and  his  sudden  falL 
Pardon  the  errors  are  already  past. 
And  live  in  hope,  the  best  doth  come  at  last. 
My  hope  upon  your  favour  doth  depend. 
And  looks  to  have  your  liking  ere  the  end.  ^Esit. 

SCENE  h-^Thettime.   ^  Public  Walk. 

Enter  Gardiver  Bitkop  of  Winchester,  the 
Dukes  of  SouFOLK  and  ©^Suffolk,  Sir  Tho- 
mas More,  Sir  Cbristopber  Hales,  and 
Crohwell. 

Nor.  Master  Cromwell,  since  cardinal  Wolsey's 
death. 
His  Majesty  is  given  to  understand. 
There's  cefuin  bills  and  writings  in  your  hand. 
That  mttcb  concern  the  state  of  England. 
My  lord  of  Wiochester,  is  it  not  so  ? 

Gar.  My  lord  of  Norfolk,  we  two  were  whilom 
fellows: 
And,  master  Cromwell,  thoog|i  our  master's  love 
Did  bind  as,  while  his  love  was  to  the  king, 
^  is  no  boot  now  to  deny  those  things, 
YOL.  I. 


Which  may  be  prejudicial  to  the  state : 

And  though  that  God  hath  raised  iny  fortune 

higher 
Than  anv  way  I  looked  for,  or  deserved. 
Yet  may  my  life  no  longer  with  me  dwell, 
Than  I  prove  true  unto  my  sovereign  ! 
What  say  Vou,  master  Cromwell  f  liave  you  tliose 
Writings,  ay,  or  no? 

Crom.  Here  are  the  writings : 
And  on  my  knees  I  eive  them  up  unto 
The  worthy  dukes  of  Suffoll?,  and  of  Norfolk. 
He  was  my  master,  and  each  virtuous  part 
That  lived  in  him,  I  tendered  with  my  heart; 
But  wliat  his  head  complotted  'gainst  the  state. 
My  countr/s  love  commands  me  that  to  hate. 
His  sudden  death  I  grieve  fur,  not  his  fall. 
Because  he  sought  to  work  my  country's  thrall. 

Suf.  Cromwell,  the  king  shall  hear  of  this  thy 
duty; 
Who,  I  assure  myself,  will  well  reward  thee. 
My  lord,  let's  go  onto  his  majesty. 
And  show  those  writings  which  he  longs  to  see. 
[Eseunt  Norfolk  aiu/ Suffolk. 

Enter  Beoforp  hastily. 

Bed.  How  now,  who  is  this?  Cromwell?  By 
my  foul, 
Welcome  to  England :  thou  once  didst  save  mj 

life; 
Didst  not,  Cromwell  ? 

Crom.  If  I  did  so,  'tis  greater  glory  for  mc. 
TJiat  you  remember  i^  than  for  myself 
Vainly  to  report  it. 
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Bed,  Well,  Cromwell,  now^s  the  time, 
I  shall  commend  thee  to  ray  sovereign. 
Cheer  up  thyself,  for  I  will  raise  thy  state; 
A  Hussel  yet  was  never  found  ingrate.        [Exit 

Hales,  O  how  uncertain  is  the  wheel  of  state ! 
Who  lately  (greater  than  the  cardinal. 
For  fear  and  love?  and  now  who  lower  lies ! 
Gay  honours  are  but  Fortune*s  flatteries ; 
And  whom  this  day  pride  and  ambitkm  swells, 
To-morrow  envy  and  ambition  quells. 

More.  Who  sees  the  cobweb  tangle  the  poor  fly. 
May  boldly  say,  the  wretch's  death  is  nigh. 

Gard,  I  knew  his  state  and  proud  ambition 
Were  too  too  violent  to  last  o'er-long. 

Hales.  Who  soars  too  near  the  sun  with  golden 
wings, 
Melts  them ;  to  ruin  his  own  fortune  brings. 

Enter  the  Duke  ^Suffolk. 

Suf,  Cromwell,  kneel  down.    In  King  Henry's 
name  arise 
Sir  Thomas  Cromwell ;  thus  begins  thy  fame. 

Enter  the  Duke  o/'Norfolk. 

Nor.  Cromwell^  the  gracious  majesty  of  Eng- 
land, 
For  the  good  liking  he  conceives  of  thee, 
Makes  thee  the  master  of  the  jewel-house, 
Chief  secretary  to  himself,  and  withal 
Creates  thee  one  of  bis  highness*  privy-council. 

Enter  the  JEar/o/* Bedford. 

Bed,  Where  is  sir  Thomas  Cromwell  ?  is  he 
knighted  ? 

Suf.  He  is,  my  lord. 

Bed.  Then,  to  add  honour  to 
His  name,  the  king  creates  him  the  lord  keeper 
Of  his  privy  seal,  ®  and  master  of  the  rolls. 
Which  you,  sir  Christopher,  do  now  enjoy :  ' 
The  king  determines  higher  place  for  you. 

Crom,  My  lords, 
These  honours  are  too  high  for  my  desert 

More.  O  content  thee,  man;  who  would  not 
choose  it  ? 
Yet  thou  art  wise  in  seeming  to  refuse  it. 


Gard.  Here's  honour^  tides,  and  promotm»  I 
I  fear  this  climbing  will  have  sudden  ML 
Nor.  Then  come,  my  lords;  let's  all  together 
bring 
This  new>ma(k  counsellor  to  Enghmd's  king. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Gabdikbs. 
Gard.  But  Gardiner  mftaos  his  glory  sbaii  be 
dimmed. 
Shall  Cromwell  live  a  greater  man  than  I  f 
My  envy  with  his  honour  now  is  bred  : 
I  hope  to  shorten  Cromwell  by  the  head.   [RmU. 

SCENE  ll.—London.    A  Street  before  Ckom* 
well's  HouMe. 

Enter  Frescobald. 

Fres.  O  Frescobald,  what  shall  become  of  thee  f 
Where  shalt  thou  go,  or  which  way  shall  tboa 

turn? 
Fortune,  that  turns  her  too  unconstant  wheel. 
Hath  turned  thy  wealth  and  riches  in  the  sea. 
All  parts  abroad,  wherever  I  have  been. 
Grow  weary  of  me,  and  deny  me  succour. 
My  debtors,  they  that  should  relieve  my  wan^ 
Forswear  my  money,  say  they  owe  roe  none ; 
They  know  my  state  too  mean  to  liear  out  law : 
And  here  in  London,  where  I  oft  have  been. 
And  have  done  good  to  many  a  wretched  man, 
I  am  now  roost  wretched  here,  despised  myself, 
[n  vain  it  is  more  of  their  hearts  to  try ; 
Be  patient  therefore^  lay  tbee  down  and  die. 

[Lieidotm. 

Enter  Seely  and  Joan. 

Seely.  Come,  Joan,  come ;  let's  see  what  hell 
do  for  us  now.  i  wis  we  have  done  for  him,  when 
many  a  time  and  often  he  might  have  gone  a-hun- 
gry  to  bed. 

Joan.  Alas,  man,  now  he  is  made  a  lord,  hell 
never  look  upon  us ;  he'll  fulfil  the  old  proverb, 
Set  beggars  a  hortebaek  and  thej/ll  ride —  A  well- 
a^day  for  my  cow  !  such  as  he  hath  made  us  come 
behind  hand ;  we  had  never  pawned  our  cow  else 
to  pay  our  rent. 


*  Thfn,toadd  h&nourlo 

His  name^  the  king  ereaten  him  the  lord  keeper 

Of  his  priv^  sealj  a^c — The  rise  of  Cromwell  to  the  highest  bononrs  of  the  state  was 
certainly  sudden,  but  not  quite  so  rapid  as  this  author  has  repretenttrd.  In  1531  he  was  made  a  privy 
counsellor,  and  master  of  the  jewel-house;  and  the  next  year  clerk  of  Che  iMUiaper,  aod  chancellor  of  the 
exchequer  :  in  1534,  principal  secretary  of  state,  and  master  of  the  rolls.  The  following  year  be  was 
appointed  vicar-general  over  all  the  spiiitualities  in  England,  under  the  king ;  on  the  second  of  Jely, 
1536,  lord  keeper  of  the  privy-seal  $  and  soon  afterwards  be  was  advanced  to  the  dignity  of  %banMi.  Jn 
15S7  be  was  created  knight  of  the  garter,  and  in  1540,  earl  of  Essex,  and  lord  high  chamberlaiB  of  Eng- 
land.— Ma  LOME. 

'  Which  yoUf  sir  Christopher,  do  now  enjoy : — The  feet  was  exactly  the  reverse  of  what  is  here  stated. 
Cromwells  predecessor  in  this  office  was  not  sir  Christopher  Hales,  but  Dr  Taylor;  and  Hales,  (who 
was  the  king^s  attorney-general,)  succeeded  Cromwell  in  the  rolls ;  not,  however,  immediately  on  bis  ad* 
vaocement  te  the  office  of  keeper  of  the  privy-seat-^-MALONB. 
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Seefy,  Welly  Joan,  hell  come  this  way;  and  by 
God's  dickers  111  tell  him  roundly  of  it,  an  if  he 
were  ten  lords :  *a  shall  know  that  I  had  not  my 
cheese  and  my  bacon  for  nothing. 

Joan.  Do  you  remember,  husband,  how  he 
would  mouch  up  my  cheese-cakes  ?  He  hath  for- 
got this  now ;  but  now  we'll  remember  him. 

Seely.  Ay,  we  shall  have  now  three  flaps  with 
a  ft»-tail  :'but  iYaith  HI  jibber  a  joint,*  but  Til 
tell  him  his  own. — Stay,  who  comes  here?  O, 
stand  up,  here  he  comes ;  stand  up. 

Enter  Hodge,  wUh  a  lip-staff';  CkouwelLj  with 
the  mace  carried  before  him;  the  Duke$  of 
Norfolk  and  Suffolk,  and  Attendants 

Hodge.  Come;  away  with  these  beggars  here. 
Rise  up,  sirrah;  come  out,  good  people;  run 
afore  there,  ho. 

[Frescobald  rittSf  and  standi  at  a  distance. 

Seefy,  Ay,  we  are  kicked  away,  now  we  come 
for  our  own ;  the  time  hath  been,  he  would  ha* 
looked  more  friendly  npon  us :  And  you,  Hodge, 
we  know  you  well  enough,  though  you  are  so  fine. 

Crom.  Uume  hither,  sirrah  :~-Stay,  what  men 
are  the:)e? 
My  honest  host  of  Hounslow,  and  his  wife  ? 
I  owe  thee  money,  father,  do  I  not  ? 

Seeiy.  Ay,  by  tlie  body  uf  me,  dost  thou.  Would 
thou  would'st  pay  me :  good  four  pound  it  is ;  I 
hav^t  o'  the  post  at  home. 

Crom.  I  know  'tis  true.    Sirrah,  give  him  ten 
angels : — 
And  look  your  wife  and  you  do  stay  to  dinner; ' 
And  while  you  live,  I  freely  give  to  you 
Four  pound  a  year,  for  the  four  pound  I  odght, 
you. 

Seely.  Art  not  changed  ?  Art  old  Tom  Still  ? 
Now  God  bless  thee,  good  lord  Tom.  Home, 
Joan,  hoofie ;  I'll  dine  with  my  lord  Tom  to-day, 
and  thou  shalt  come  neit  week.  Fetch  my  cow ; 
hcMoe,  Joan,  home. 

Joan.  Now  God  bless  thee,  my  good  lord  Tom : 
rU  fetch  my  cow  presently.  [Exit  Joam. 

Enter  Gardiner. 

Crom.  Sirrah,  go  to  yon  stranger;  tell  him,  I 
Desire  him  stay  to  dinner :  I  must  speak 
Witir  him.  [2b  Hodge. 

Oard.  My  lord  of  Norfolk,  see  you  this 
Same  bubble  ?  that  same  puff?  but  mark  the  end, 
My  lord ;  mark  the  end. 

Nor.  I  promise  you,  I  like  not  something  he 
bath  done ; 
Bot  lot  that  pass;*  the  king  doth  love  him  well. 


Crom.  Good  morrow  to  my  lord  of  Winchester : 
I  know 
You  bear  me  hard  about  the  abbey  lands. 

Gard.    Have  I   not  reason,  when   religion's 
wronged? 
You  had  no  colour  for  what  you  have  done* 

Crom.  Yes,  the  abolishing  of  antichrist. 
And  of  his  popish  order  from  oar  realm. 
I  am  no  enemy  to  religion ; 
But  what  is  done,  it  is  for  England's  good. 
What  did  they  serve  for,  but  to  feed  a  sort 
Of  lazy  abbots,  and  of  full-fed  friars  ? 
They  neither  plow  nor  sow,  and  yet  they  reap 
The  fat  of  all  the  land,  and  suck  the  poor. 
Look,  what  was  theirs  is  in  kins;  Henry's  hands; 
His  wealth  before  lay  in  the  abbey  lands. 

Gard.  Indeed  these  things  you  have  alleged, 
my  lord ; 
When,  God  doih  know,  the  iufant  yet  unborn 
Will  curse  the  time  the  abbeys  were  pulled  down* 
I  pray  now  where  is  hospitality  } 
Where  now  may  poor  distressed  people  go, 
For  to  relieve  their  need,  or  rest  their  bones. 
When  weary  travel  doth  oppress  their  limbs? 
And  where  religious  men  should  take  them  in. 
Shall  now  be  kept  back  with  a  mastiff  dog ; 
And  thousand,  thousand 

Nor,  O,  my  lord,  no  more : 
Things  past  redress  'tis  bootless  to  complain. 

Crom.  What,  shall  we  to  the  convocation-house  ? 

Nor,  We'll  follow  you,  my  lord ;  pray  lead  the 
way. 

Enter  Did  Cromwell,  in  the  dress  of  a  Farmer, 

Old  Crom.  How  !  one  Cromwell  made  lord 
keeper,  since  I  left  Putney,  and  dwelt  in  York- 
shire ?  I  never  heard  better  news :  I'll  see  that 
Cromwell,  or  it  shall  go  hard. 

Crom.  My  aged  father !  State  then  set  aside, 
Father,  upon  my  knee  I  crave  your  blessing. 
One  of  my  servants,  go,  and  have  him  in ; 
At  betted  leisure  will  we  talk  with  him. 
Old  Crom,  Now  if  I  die,  how  happy  were  the 
day ! 
To  see  this  comfort,  rains  forth  showers  of  joy. 
[Exeunt  Old  Cromwell  and  Servant. 
Nor.  This  duty  in  him  shows  a  kind  of  grace. 

[Aside; 
Crom,  Go  on  before,  for  time  draws  on  apace. 
[Exeunt  all  but  Frescobald. 
Fres.  I  wonder  what  this  lord  would  have  with 
me, 
His  man  so  strictly  gave  me  charge  to  stay : 
I  never  did  offend  him  to  my  knowledge^ 


*  Jeopard  a  jointy  1.  e.  ran  a  risqae. 

•  And  look  your  wife  and  you  do  slay  to  dinner  :--Stow  says  (Smvey  of  lAmdon^  p,\^.)  that  "  he  had 
kimself  often  seen  at  lord  Cromwcirs  gate,  more  than  two  bimdred  persons  served  twice  every  day  with 
¥read,  mcmti  and  drink  6ttfficieiit.*'«»J!dAL0iifi. 
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Well,  good  or  bad,  T  mean  to  hide  it  all ; 
Worse  than  I  am,  now  never  can  befall. 

Enter  Banister  and  his  Wife. 

Ban.  Come,  wife, 
I  take  it  to  be  almtist  dinner-time ; 
For  master  Newton,  and  master  Crosby,  sent 
To  me  last  night,  they  would  come  dine  with  me, 
And  take  their  bond  in.    I  pray  thee,  hie  thee 

home. 
And  see  that  all  thin^  be  in  readiness. 

Mrt  Ban.  They  shall  be  welcome,  husband; 
1*11  go  before : 
But  is  not  that  man  master  Frescobald  ? 

[She  runf  and  embracet  him. 
Ban.  O  heavens  !  it  is  kind  master  Frescobald : 
Say,  sir,  what  hap  hath  brought  you  to  this  pass  ? 
Fres,  The  same  that  brought  you  to  your  mi- 
sery. 
]Ban.  Why  would  you  not  acquaint  me  witli 
your  state  ? 
Is  Banister,  your  poor  friend,  then  forgot, 
Whose  goods,  whose  love^  whose  life,  and  all  is 
yours? 
Frei.  I  thought  your  us^gc  would  be  as  the  rest. 
That  had  more  kindness  at  my  hands  than  you. 
Yet  looked  askance  when  as  they  saw  me  poor. 
Mrt  Ban.  If  Banister  would  bear  so  base  a 
heart, 
I  nc*er  woold  look  my  husband  in  the  face, 
But  hate  him  as  I  would  a  cockatrice. 

Ban,  And  well  thou  might'st,  should  Banister 
deal  so. 
Since  that  I  saw  you,  sir,  my  state  is  mended; 
And  for  the  thousand  pound  I  owe  to  you, 
I  have  it  ready  for  you,  sir,  at  home: 
And  tbough  I  grieve  your  fortune  is  so  b4d, 
Vet  that  my  hap^s  to  help  you,  makes  me  glad. 
And  now,  sir,  will  it  please  you  walk  with  me  ? 

Fret.  Not  yet  I  cannot,  for  the  lord  chancellor 
Hath  here  commanded  me  to  wait  on  him  : 
For  what  I  know  not ;  pray  God  it  be  for  good. 
Ban.  Never  make  doubt  of  that;  Til  warrant 
you, 
He  is  as  kind  and  noble  gentleman, 
As  ever  did  p<)ssess  the  place  he  hath. 


Mn  Ban.  Sir,  my  brother  is  his  steward :  if 
you  please. 
We'll  go  along  and  bear  you  company ; 
1  know  we  shall  not  want  for  welcome  there. 
Fret.  With  all  my  heart :  but  what's  become 

of  Bagot } 
Ban.  He  is  banged  for  baying  jewels  of  tbe 

king's. 
Fret.  A  just  reward  for  one  so  impious. 
The  time  draws  on :  sir,  will  you  go  along? 
Ban,  ni  follow  you,  kind  master  FrescobaUL 

[Exeuni. 

SCENE  llL-^The  tame.— Another  Sireci, 
Enter  Newton  and  CaosBT. 

New.  Now,  master  Crosby,  I  see  you  have  « 
care 
To  keep  your  word,  in  payment  of  your  laonej. 

Crot.  By  my  faith  1  have  reason  on  a  bond. 
Three  thousand  pound  is  far  too  much  to  foiiieit; 
And  yet  I  do.ubt  not  master  Banister. 

New.  By  my  faith,  sir,  your  sum  is  more  thwi 
mine; 
And  yet  I  am  not  much  behind  yon  too. 
Considering  that  to-day  I  paid  at  conrt. 

Crot.  Mass,  and  well  remembered:  What  is 
the  reason 
Lord  Cromwell's  men  wear  such  long  skirts  apon 
Their  coats  ?  they  reach  down  to  their  verjf  Imiis. 

New.  I  will  resolve  you,  sir ;  and  thus  it  is : 
The  bisliop  of  Winchester,  that  loves  not  Crom- 
well, 
(As  great  men  ore  envied  as  well  as  less) 
A  while  ago  there  was  ajar  between  them ; 
And  it  was  brought  to  my  lord  Cromwell's  ear, 

Shat  bishop  Ganliner  would  sit  on  bis  skirts  \ 
poo  which  wor#  he  made  his  men  long  blue 
coats. 
And  in  the  court  wore  one  of  them  himself; 
And  meeting  with  the  bishop,  ^uoth  he,  my  lord. 
Here's  skirts  enough  now  for  your  grace  to  sit  on ; 
Which  vexed  the  bishop  to  the  very  heart 
This  is  the  reason  why  they  wear  long  coats.  '^ 

Crot.  'Tis  always  teen,  and  ntark  it  for  a  nile^ 
That  one  great  man  will  envy  still  another; 


*^  ThU  it  the  reaton  why  they  yaear  long  coats. — Whatever  might  have  been  the  reason,  the  flsct  is  as  hen 
represented.  Stowe,  who  tells  us  he  remembered  Cromweirs  hoosebold,  says,  that  the  tkirtt  of  kit  yemnm 
in  livery  were  large  enough  for  their  friends  to  sit  upon  them.  Survey  of  London,  IS9,  edit.  1618.  M  Ai.ohb. 

Is  not  this  story  of  the  buhop  sitting  on  hb  skirts  told  of  the  difference  between  tbe  duke  of  Backior- 
liam  and  cardinal  Wolsey  ?    PcacY. 

1  he  story  told  of  the  duke  of  Buckingham  and  cardinal  Wolsey  b  somewhat  ditferent.  It  is  this.  Tbe 
doke  one  day  holding  a  bason  for  the  king  to  wash,  as  soon  as  his  majesty  bad  done,  tbe  cardinal  dipped 
bis  bands  in  the  tame  water  The  doke,  resenting  this  as  an  indignity,  vpllted  some  of  tbe  water  Id  WoU 
scy's  shoes,  wMh  which  the  cardinal  being  provoked,  threatened  him  that  lie  would  sit  on  bis  skirts.  Back- 
Ingham  («me  thre  next  day  to  court  very  richly  dressed,  bat  without  skirts  to  bis  doublet ;  at  which 
Henry  iieing  surprised  asked  hini  what  he  meant  by  that  stranee  fashion  |  to  which  he  renliedy  that  bis 
parpose  was  to  prevent  cardinal  Wolsey  from  Sitting  on  his  skiit% 
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Bat  'tis  a  thing  that  nothinK  concerns  me  t«- 
What,  shall  we  now  to  master  Banister's } 

New.  Ay,  come,  we'll  pay  him  royally  for  our 
dinner.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.— ^^5  Mome.—A  Room  in  Cbom- 
well's  House. 

Enter  the  Vther^  mnd  the  Semer,    Several  Ser- 
vants crou  the  Stage  with  dishes  in  their  hands. 

Ush.  Uncover  there,  gentlemen. 

Enter  Cromwell,  Bedford,  Suffolk,  Old 
Cromwell,  Frescobald,  Seely,  and  Attend- 
ants. 

Crrnn.  My  noble  lords  of  Su^olk  and  of  Bed- 
ford, 
Tour  honours  are  welcome  to  poor  Cromwell's 

house. 
Where  is  my  father?  nay,  be  covered,  father; . 
Although  that  duty  to  these  noblemen 
Doth  challenge  it,  yet  I'll  make  bold  with  them. 
Your  head  doth  bear  the  calendar  of  care. 
What !  Cromwell  covered,  and  his  father  bare  ? 
It  must  not  be. — Now,  sir,  to  you :  is  not 
Your  name  Frescobald.  and  a  Florentine  ? 

Fres.  My  name  was  Frescobald,  till  cruel  fate 
Did  rob  me  of  my  name,  and  of  my  state. 

Cram.  What  fortune  brought  you  to  this  coun- 
try now  ? 

Fres,  All  other  parts  have  left  me  succonrless, 
Save  only  this.    Because  of  debu  I  have, 
1  hope  to  gain  for  to  relieve  ray  want. 

Crom.  Did  you  not  once  upon  your  Florence 
bridge 
Help  a  distressed  man,  robb'd  by  the  banditti  ? 
His  name  was  Cromwell. 

Fres,  I  ne'er  made  my  brain  * 
A  calendar  of  any  good  I  did; 
I  always  loved  this  nation  with  my  heart. 

Crom.  I  am  that  Cromwell  that  you  there  re- 
lieved. 
Sixteen  ducats  you  gave  me  for  to  clothe  me, 
Sixteen  to  bear 'my  charges  by  the  way. 
And  sixteen  more  I  had  for  my  horse-hire. 
There  be  those  several  sums  justly  returned; 
Yet  it  injustice  were,  that  serving  at 
My  need,  to  repay  thee  without  interest :  " 
Therefore  receive  of  me  four  several  bags ; 
In  each  of  them  there  i»  four  hundred  marks : 
And  bring  to  me  the  names  of  all  your  debtors ; 


And  if  they  will  not  see  you  paid»  I  will. 

0  Ood  forbid  that  I  sliould  see  him  fall, 
That  helped  me  in  ray  greatest  need  of  all ! 
Here  stands  my  father,  that  6rst  gave  me  life ; 
Alas,  what  duty  is  tt^o  much  for  him? 

This  man  in  time  of  need  did  save  my  life ; 

1  therefore  cannot  do  too  much  for  him. 
By  this  old  man  I  oftentimes  was  fed. 
Else  might  I  have  gone  supperless  to  bed. 
Such  kindness  have  I  had  of  these  three  men^ 
That  Cromwell  no  way  can  repay  again. 
Now  in  to  dinner,  for  wc  stay  too  long ; 
And  to  good  stomachs  is  no  greater  wrong. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  v.— TAc  same.^A  Room  in  the  Bishop 
^Winchester's  House. 

Enter  Gardiner  and  a  Servant. 

Oard.  Sirrah,  where  be  those  men  I  caused 

to  stay  ? 
Ser.  They  do  attend  your  pleasure,  sir,  within* 
Gard,  Bid  them  come  hither,  and  stay  you  with- 
out; [Exit  Servant. 
For^  by  those  men  the  fox  of  this  same  land, 
That  makes  a  goose  of  better  than  himself. 
Must  worried  be  unto  his  latest  home; 
Or  Gardiner  will  fail  in  his  intent. 
As  for  the  dukes  of  SuaPolk  and  of  Norfolk, 
Whom  I  have  sent  for  to  come  speak  with  me ; 
Howsoever  outwardly  they  shadow  it. 
Yet  in  their  hearts  I  know  they  love  him  not. 
As  for  the  earl  of  Bedford,  he's  hut  one, 
And  dares  not  gainsay  what  we  do  set  dowiif 

Enter  the  two  Witnesses, 

Now  my  ^ood  friends,  you  know  I  saved  your 

hves, 
When  by  the  law  you  had  deserved  death ; 
And  then  you  promised  me,  upon  your  oaths. 
To  venture  both  your  lives  to  do  me  good. 
Both  Wit.  We  swore  no  more  than  that  we  will 

perform. 
Gard.  I  take  your  words ;  and  that  which  you 

must  do, 
Is  service  for  your  God,  and  for  your  king ; 
To  root  a  rebel  from  this  flourishing  land, 
One  that's  an  enemy  unto  the  church; 
And  therefore  must  you  take  your  solemn  oaths, 
f  hat  you  beard  Cromwell,  the  lord  chancellor,  '* 


Ih  rtpmf  tkes  wUhout  interest.-^The  old  copies  read  unintelligibly  : 
Yet  It  iiyostlce  were  that  serving  at  my  need 
For  to  repay  them,  fte. 
l^liVi>f  I  tkink.  Died  for  service.    Malowb. 

y  Thmt  if9u  ktard  CrommeU,  the  lord  chaiicellor.--Croowell  was  never  lord  chancellor.   He  \»  before, 
T**    ^'^  »n»propriet)r, called  lord  keeper,  and  introduced  with  the  mace  carried  before  hiio.  The  au- 
thor of  this  piece  coofoandcd  the  great  msA  the  prfvy  teal.— The  story  of  his  vuArit^  a  dagger  in  the  king't 
ktart  IS  an  laveotion  of  the  poet's.— Tboogh  the  bbhop  of  Winchester  was  his  eoemy,  and  cootrihuted  as 
mach  as  he  could  to  his  dowofaU,  he  was  not  the  principal  agent  in  that  business.    U  is  wcU  luio  wo  thai 
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Did  wish  a  dagger  at  king  Henry's  heart. 
Fear  not  to  swear  it,  for  I  heard  him  speak  it ; 
Therefore  we'll  shield  you  from  ensuing  harms. 

9  Wii,  If  you  will  warrant  us  the  deed  is  good. 
We'll  undertake  it. 

Card,  Kneel  down,  and  I  will  here  absolve 
you  both : 
This  crucifix"  I  lay  upon  your  heads, 
And  sprinkle  holy  water  on  your  brows. 
The  deed  is  meritorious  that  you  do, 
And  by  it  shall  you  purchase  grace  from  heaven. 

1  Wit.  Now,  sir,  we'll  undertake  it,  by  our  souls. 

S  Wit,  For  Cromwell  never  loved  none  of  our 
sort. 

Gard,  I  know  he  doth  not ;  and  for  both  of 
you, 
I  will  prefer  you  to  some  place  of  worth. 
Now  get  you  in,  until  I  call  for  you. 
For  presently  the  dukes  mean  to  be  here. 

[Exeunt  WUneuet. 
Cromwell,  sit  fast ;  thy  time's  not  long  to  reign. 
The  abbeys  that  were  pulKd  down  by  thy  means 
Is  DOW  a  mean  fur  me  to  pull  thee  down. 
Thy  pride  also  thy  own  head  lights  upon, 
For  thou  art  he  hath  changed  religion  :*- 
But  now  no  more,  for  here  the  dukes  are  come. 

Enter  Suffolk,  Norfolk,  and  Bedford. 
Syf.  Good  even  to  my  lord  bishop. 
Aor.  How  fares  my  lord  ?  what,  are  you  all 

alone } 
Oard,  No,  not  alone,  my  lords;  my  mind  is 
troubled. 
I  know  your  honours  muse  wherefore  I  sent, 
And  iu  such  haste.    What,  came  you  from  the 
king? 
Nor,  We  did,  and  left  none  but  lord  Cromwell 

with  him. 
Gard.  O  what  a  dangerous  time  is  this  we 
live  in ! 
There's  Thomas  Wolsey,  he's  already  gone, 
And  Thomas  More,  he  follow'd  after  him ; 
Another  Thomas  yet  there  doth  remain, 
That  is  far  worse  than  either  of  those  tivain ; 
And  if  with  speed,  my  lords,  we  not  pursue  it, 
1  fear  the  king  and  all  the  land  will  rue  it. 
Bed.  Another  Thomas?  pray  God,  it  be  not 

Cromwell. 
Gard.  My  lord  of  Bedford,  it  is  that  traitor 

Cromwell. 
Bed.  Is  Cromwell  false  ?  my  heart  will  never 
think  it. 


Suf,  My  lord  of  Winchester,  what  likelihood. 
Or  proof,  have  you  of  this  his  treachery  ? 

Gard,  My  lord,  too  much;  call  iu  the  men 
within. 

Enter  the  WitmeitM. 

These  men,  my  lord,  upon  their  oaths  affimv 
That  they  did  liear  lord  Cromwell  in  his  ganWo 
Wishin)^  a  dagger  sticking  at  the  heart 
Of  our  king  Henry ;  what  is  this  but  treason  ? 
Bed.  If  it  be  so,  my  heart  doth  bleed  with 

sorrow. 
Suf.  How   say   yt^u,  friends?  What,  did  joa 
hear  these  words  ? 

1  Wii.  We  did,  an't  like  your  grace 

Nor.  In  what  place  was  lord  Cromwell  when  he 
spake  them  ? 

2  Wit.  In  his  garden ;  where  we  did  attend  a 

suit. 
Which  we  had  waited  for  two  years  and  more. 
Suf.  How  long  is't  since  you  heard  him  speak 

these  words  ? 
2  Wit.  Some  half  year  since. 
Bed.  How  chance  that  you  concealed  it  all  thii 

time? 

1  Wit.  His  greatness  made  us  fear;  that  was  the 

cause. 

Gard.  Ay,  ay,  his  greatness,  that's  the  cause 
indeed. 
And,  to  make  his  treason  here  more  manifest 
He  calls  his  servants  to  him  round  about. 
Tells  them  of  Wolsey's  life,  and  of  his  fall; 
Says,  that  himself  had  many  enemies. 
And  gives  to  some  of  them  a  park,  or  nuinor. 
To  others  leases,  lands  to  other  some ; 
What  need  he  do  thus  in  his  prime  of  life. 
An  if  he  were  not  fearful  of  his  death  ? 

Svf.  My  lord,  these  likelihoods  are  very  great. 

Bed.  Pardon  me,  lords,  for  I  must  needs  depart; 
Their  proofs  are  great,  but  greater  is  my  heart. 

fExit  Bedford. 
^  that  which  you 

have  said ; 
Your  souls  must  answer  what  your  tongues  report; 
Therefore  take  heed ;  be  wary  what  you  do. 

2  Wit.  My  lord,  we  speak  no  more  but  troth. 
Nor.  Let  them 

Depart,  my  lord  of  Winchester ;  and  let 
These  men  be  close  kept  till  the  day  of  trial. 
Gard.  They  shall,  my  lord ;  ho,  take  in  these 
two  men.  [Exeunt  WitncMSdj  ^c. 

My  lords,  if  Cromwell  have  a  public  trial. 


the  immediate  cause  of  Cromweirs  ruin  (added  to  the  jealousy  of  the  nobility,  and  the  hatred  of  the 
common  people  on  account  of  the  subversion  of  the  monasteries)  was  Henry's  aversion  to  Anne  of  Cleves, 
and  his  desire  to  marry  Catharine  Howard,  niece  to  the  duke  of  Norfolk,  CromwelKs  chief  enemy.  By 
him  he  was  accused  of  high  treason,  and  attainted,  unheard,  in  parliament,  in  the  absence  of  Craancr,  the 
only  person  who  bad  spirit  and  honesty  enough  to  remonstrate  with  the  kiof  on  tbe'iiyastice  of  this  pro* 
ceeding.    M  alone. 

"  Thit  crucifix. — Before  the  Reformation,  the  English  bishops  probably  wore  a  small  crociftx  haaf 
lag  on  their  outward  garment ;  as  in  popish  countries  the  bishops  do  at  this  day.    Maloms. 
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That  which  we  do,  is  void,  hj  his  denial ; 
You  know  the  king  will  credit  none  but  him. 

Nor,  Tis  true ;  he  rules  the  king  even  as  he 
pleases. 

Suf.  How  shall  we  do  for  to  attach  him  then  ? 

Gard.  Marry,  thus,  my  lords;  by  an  act  he 
made  himself, 
With  an  intent  to  entrap  some  of  our  lives ; 
And  this  it  is :  Ifanif  coun$eUor 
Be  convicted  of  high  treason^  he  shall 
Be  executed  without  public  trial : 
This  act,  my  lords,  he  caused  tlie  king  to  make. 

Suf  He  did  indeed,  and  I  remember  it ; 
And  now  ^tis  like  to  fall  upon  himself. 

Nor.  Let  us  not  tkuk  it;^tis  for  £ngland's  good : 


We  must  be  wary,  else  he*ll  go  beyond  ua^ 
Gard,  Well  hath  your  grace  said,  my  good  lord 
of  Norfolk: 
Therefore  let  us  go  presently  to  Lambeth ; 
Thicher  comes  Cromwell  from  the  court  to-oight; 
Let  us  arrest  him ;  send  him  to  the  Tower ; 
And  in  the  morning  cot  off  the  traitor^s  bead. 
Nor,  Come  then,  about  it;  let  us  guard  the 
town: 
This  is  the  day  that  Cromwell  must  go  down. 
Gard,  Alon^  my  lords.  Well,  Cromwell  is  half 
dead; 
He  dudLed  my  htar^but  I  will  shave  bis  head 

[Exeunt^ 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  I— J  Street  m  hmdon. 

Enter  Bedfoad. 

Bed,  My  soul  is  like  a  water  troubled ; 
And  Gardiner  is  the  man  that  makes  it  so. 
O,  Cromwell,  I  do  fear  thy  end  is  near  ! 
Yet  I'll  prevent  their  malice  if  I  can : 
And  in  good  time,  see  where  the  man  doth  come. 
Who  little  knows  bow  near's  his  day  of  doom. 

Enter  Cromwell,  with  hii  Train,  Bedford 
makes  as  though  he  would  speak  to  him,  Crom- 
well goes  on, 

Crom,  You're  well  encountered,  my  good  lord 
of  Bedford. 
I  see  your  honour  b  addressed  to  talk. 
Pray  pardon  me ;  I  am  sent  for  to  the  king, 
And  do  not  know  the  business  yet  myself: 
So  fare  yoo  well,  for  I  must  needs  be  gone. 

[Eliit  Cromwell,  IfC, 

Bed.  You  most ;  well,  what  remedy  ? 
I  fear  too  soon  you  must  be  gone  indeed. 
The  kinfc  hath  business ;  but  little  dost  tliou  know, 
Wbo*s  busy  for  thy  life ;  thou  think'st  not  so. 

Re-enter  Cromwell,  attended. 

Crom,  Th*  second  time  well  met  my  lord  of 
Bedford: 
I  am  very  sorry  that  my  haste  is  such. 
Lord  marquis  Dorset  being  sick  to  death, 
I  must  receive  of  him  the  privy-seaL 
At  Lambeth  soon,  my  lord,  we'll  talk  our  fill. 

[Exit. 
Bed.  How  smooth  and  easy  is  the  way  to  cteath ! 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mes.  Mv  lord,  the  dukes  of  Norfolk  and  of 
Suffolk, 
Accompanied  with  the  bishop  of  Winchester, 
Entreat  you  to  come  prebently  to  Lainbeth, 
On  earnebt  matters  that  concern  the  state. 
Bed.  To  Lambeth !  so :  go  fetch  me  pen  and 
ink ; 
I  and  lord  Cromwell  there  shall  talk  enough: 


Ay,  and  our  last,  I  fear,  an  if  he  come.   {Writes, 
Here,  take  this  letter,  and  bear  it  to  Lord  Crom- 
well ; 
Bid  him  read  it;  say  it  concerns  him  near : 
Away,  be  gone,  make  all  the  haste  you  can. 
To  Lambeth  do  I  go,  a  woeful  man.       [ExeunU 

SCENE  IL— J  Street  near  the  Thames. 

Enter  Cromwell,  attended, 

Crom.  Is  the  barge  ready  ?  I  will  straight  to 
Lambeth : 
And,  if  this  one  day*s  busmets  oaoe  were  pasc^ 
I'd  take  my  ease  tonnorrow  after  trouble. 

Enter  Messenger. 

How  now,  my  friend,  woaldest  thoa  tpedk  with 
mer 
Mes,  Sir,  here's  a  letter  from  my  lord  of  Bed* 
ford. 

[Gives  him  a  Letter,   Cromwell  puts 
it  in  his  pocket, 
Crom.  O  good  my  friend,  commend  me  to  tbr 
lord : 
Hold,  take  those  angels ;  drink  tbem  for  thy  pains. 

Mes.  He  doth  desire  your  grace  to  read  it. 
Because  he  sa^  it  doth  concern  you  near. 

Crom.  Bid  him  assure  himself  of  that  Farewell, 
To-morrow,  tell  him,  he  shall  hear  from  me. 
Set  on  before  there,  and  away  to  Lambeth. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  lll.-^Lambeth. 

£iiferGARoiaBR,SuFFOLK,  Norfolk,  Bedford, 
Lieutenant  qf  the  Tower^  a  Serjeant  at  ArmSp 
a  HeraH  and  Ualberts, 

Gard.  Ualberts,  stand  close  unto  the  water-side; 
Serjeant  at  arms,  be  you  bold  in  your  office  ; 
Herald,  deliver  ^our  proclamation. 

Her,  •*  This  is  to  give  notice  to  all  the  king's 
subjects,  the  late  lord  Cromwell,  lord  chancellor 
of  England,  vicar-general  over  the  realm,  him  i9 
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hold  and  esteem  as  a  traitor  against  the  crown  and 
<lignitjr  of  England.    So  God  save  the  king.'^ 

Gard,  Amen. 

JBed*  Amen,  and  root  thee  from  the  land  ! 
For  whilst  thoa  livest,the  tmth  cannot  stand.[^ft(/f. 

Nor,  Make  a  lane  there,  the  traitor  is  at  hand. 
Keep  back  Crom well's  men ;  drown  them,  if  they 

come  on. 
Serjeant,  your  office. 

Enter  Cromwell,  attended.    The  Ualbert-men 
make  a  lane. 

Cram.  What  means  my  lord  of  Norfolk^  by 
these  words  ? 
Sirs,  come  along. 

Card.  Kill  them,  if  they  come  on. 
Ser.  Lord  Thomas  Cromwell,  in  king  Henry's 
name, 
I  do  arrest  your  honour  of  high  treason. 
Crom.  Seijeant,  me  of  ti'eason  ? 

[Cromwell's  Attendants  offer  to  draa^, 
Suf.  Kill  them,  if  they  draw  a  sword. 
Crom.  Hold;  1  charge  you,  as  yoa  love  me, 
draw  not  a  sword. 
Who  dares  accuse  Cromwell  of  treason  now. 

Gard.  This  is  no  place  to  reckon  up  your  crime ; 
Your  dove-like  looks  were  viewed  with  serpents' 
eyes. 
Crom.  With  serpents'  eyes  indeed,  by  thine 
they  were. 
But,  Gardiner,  do  thy  worst;  I  fear  thee  not. 
My  faith  compared  with  thine,  as  much  shall  pass, 
As  doth  the  diamond  excel  the  glass. 
Attached  of  treason,  no  accusers  by  ! 
Indeed  !  What  tongue  dares  speak  so  foul  a  lie  ? 
Nor»  My  lord,  my  lord,  matters  are  too  well 
known ; 
And  it  is  time  the  king  had  note  thereof. 

Crom.  The  king  !  let  nie  go  to  him  face  to  face ; 
No  better  trial  I  desire  than  that. 
Let  him  but  say,  that  Cromwell's  faith  was  feigned, 
Then  let  my  honour  and  my  name  be  stain^. 
If  e'er  my  heart  against  the  king  was  set^ 
O  let  my  soul  in  Judgment  answer  it ! 
Then  if  my  faith  s  con6rmed  witli  his  reason, 
'Gainst  whom  hath^  Cromwell  then  committed 
treason  ? 
Suf.  My  lord,  my  lord,  your  matter  shall  be 
tried ; 
Meantime  with  patience  content  yourself. 

Crom.  Perforce  I  roust  with  patience  be  con- 
tent:— 
O  dear  friend,  Bedford,  dost  thou  stand  so  near } 
Cromwell  rejoiceth  one  friend  sheds  a  tear. 
And  whither  is't?  Which  way  must  Cromwell 
now? 
Gard.  My  lord,  you  roust  unto  the  Tower.  Lieu- 
tenant, 
Take  him  unto  your  charge. 

Croin.  Well,  where  you  please  :  but  yet  before 
I  part, 


Let  roe  confer  a  little  with  my  men. 

Gard.  Ay,  as  you  go  hy  water,  so  you  shall. 
Crom.  I  have  same  business  present  to  impart. 
Nor.  You  may  not  stay ;  tieutenant,  take  joar 

charge. 
Crom.  Well,  well,  m>  lord,  you  Second  Gar- 
diner's text 
Norfolk,  farewell !  thy  turn  will  be  the  next 

[Exeunt  Cromwell  and  Lieutenmt. 
Gard.  His  guilty  conscience  makes  hun  rave, 

my  lord. 
Nor.  Ay,  let  him  talk ;  his  time  is  short  enoogh. 
Gard.  My  lord  of  Bedford,  come ;  you  weef 
for  him. 
That-  would  not  shed  eren  half  a  tear  for  you. 
Bed.  It  grieves  me  for  to  see  his  sudden  fall. 
Gard»  Such  success  wish  I  unto  traitors  all. 

[ExeitM. 

SCENE  TV.-^London.    A  Street. 
Enter  two  Citisens. 

1  Cit.  Why,  can  this  news  be  true  ?  is't  possihief 
The  great  lord  Cromwell  arrested  upon  treason? 
I  hardly  will  believe  it  can  be  so. 

9  dt.  It  is  too  true,  ar.  Would  it  were  other- 
wise, 
Condition  I  spent  half  the  wealth  I  have ! 
I  was  at  Lambeth,  saw  him  there  arrested, 
And  afterward  committed  to  the  Tower. 

1  Cit.  What,  was't  for  treason  that  he  wasooA- 

roitted  ? 

2  Cit.  Kind,  noble  gentleman !  I  may  rue  tbe 

time: 
All  that  I  have,  I  did  enjoy  hy  him  ; 
And  if  he  die,  then  all  my  state  is  gone. 

1  Cit.  It  may  be  lioped  that  he  shall  not  die, 
Because  the  king  did  favour  him  so  much. 

2  Cit.  O  sir,  vou  arc  deceived  in  thinking  so  t 
The  grace  and  favour  he  had  with  the  kin^ 
Hath  caused  him  have  so  many  enemies. 

He  that  in  court  secure  will  keep  himself. 
Must  not  be  great,  for  then  he  is  envied  at. 
The  shrub  is  safe,  when  as  the  cedar  shakes ; 
For  where  the  king  doth  love  above  compare. 
Of  others  they  as  much  more  envieS  are. 

1  Cit.  Tis  pity  that  this  nobleman  should  fall. 
He  did  so  many  charitable  deeds. 

S  Cit,  ^s  true ;  and  yet  you  see  in  each  estate 
There's  none  so  good,  but  some  one  doth  him 

hate ; 
And  they  before  would  smile  him*in  the  face, 
Will  be  the  foreroost  to  do  him  disgrace. 
What,  will  you  go  along  unto  the  court  ? 

1  Cit.  I  care  not  if  I  do,  and  hear  the  news» 
How  men  will  judge  what  shall  become  of  him. 

t  Cit.  Some  will  speak  hard!  V)  some  will  spea): 
in  pity. 
Go  you  to  the  court ;  I'll  go  into  the  city : 
There  I  am  sure  to  hear  more  news  than  yoa^ 
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1  Cit,  Why  then  soon  wUl  ^«  meet  i^n : 
adieu!'*  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V.^A  Room  in  tke  Tower. 
Enter  C&ohwell. 

Croiii.  Now,  Cromwell,  hut  thoo  time  to  me- 
ditate. 

And  think  upon  thy  state,  and  of  the  time. 

Thy  honours  cAme  unsought, ay, imd  onlooked  for; 

Tliy  fall  is  sudden,  and  unlooked  for  too. 

What  glory  was  in  England  that  I  had  not  ? 

Who  in  thi^  land  commanded  more  than  Crom- 
well? 

Except  tlie  king,  who  greater  than  myself? 

But  now  I  see  what  after  ages  shall ; 

The  greater  men,  more  sudden  is  their  fall. 

And  now  I  do  remember,  the  earl  of  Bedford 

Was,  very  desirous  for  to  speak  to  me ; 

And  afterward  sent  unto,  me  a  letter, 

The  which  I  think  I  still  have  in  my  pocket. 

Now  nmy  I  read  it,  for  Lnow  have  leisure ; 

And  this' I  take  it  is.  [Reads. 

**  My  lord,  come  not  this  night  to  Lambeth, 
For  if  you  do,  your  state  is  overthrown ; 
And  much  I  doubt  your  life,  an  if  you  come : 
Then  if  you  U)ve  yourself,  stay  where  you  are." 

0  God,  O  God  !  had  I  but  read  this  letter, 
Then  had  I  been  free  from  the  lion's  paw : 
Deferring  this  to  read  until  to-morrow, 

1  spurned  at  joy,  and  did  embrace  my  sorrow. 

Enler  Lieutenant  rf  the  Tower,  Officers,  ^c. 

Now,  master  lieutenant,  when  s  this  day  of  death  ? 

Lieu  Alas,  my  lord,  would  I  might  never  see  it ! 
Here  are  the  dukrs  of  Suffolk  and  of  Norfolk, 
Winchester,  Bedford,  and  sir  Richard  Radclilfe, 
With  others ;  but  why  they  come  I  know  not. 

Crom,  No  matter'wberefore.  Cromwell  is  pre- 
pared. 
For  Gardmer  has  my  life  and  state  ensnared. 
Bid  tliem  come  in,  or  you  shall  do  them  wrong, 
For  here  stands  he  who  some  think  lives  too  long. 
Learning  kills  learning,  and,  instead  of  ink 
To  dip  his  pen,  Cromwell's  heart- blood  doth  drink. 

Enter  the  Dukes  of  Svfwolk  and  Norfolk  ;  the 
Eart  of  Bedfokd,  Gardiner  Bishop  of  Win-^ 
Chester,  Sir  Richard  Radcliff,  and  Sir 
Halph  Sadler. 

Nor.  Good  morrow,  Cromwell.    What,  aloue 

so  sad? 
Cronu  One  good  among  yoi|,  none  of  you  are 
bad. 
For  my  part,  it  best  fits  me  be  alone; 
Sadness  with  me,  not  I  with  any  one. 
What,  is  the  king  acquainted  with  my  cause  ? 


Nor.  He  18 ;  and  be  hath  answered  us,  tiny  fori 

Crom.  How  shall  I  come  to  speak  with  liim  my- 
self? 

Oard.  The  king  is  so  advertised  of  your  guilt, 
He'll'  by  no  means  admit  you  to  his  presence. 

Crom.  No  way  admit  me !  am  I  so  soon  forgot  ? 
Did  he  but  yesterday  embrace  my  neck. 
And  said  that  Cromwell  was  even  half  himself  ? 
And  are  his  princely  ears  so  much  bewitched 
With    scandalous    ignominy,    and    slanderous 

speeches. 
That  now  ne  doth  deny  to  look  on  me  ? 
Well,  my  lord  of  Winchester,  no  doubt  but  you 
Are  much  in  favour  with  his  majesty : 
Will  you  bear  a  letter  from  me  to  his  grace  ? 

Gard.  Pardon  me ;  I  will  bear  no  traitor's  let- 
ters. 

Crojw.  Ha  !— Will  you  do  this  kindness  then  ? 
tell  him 
By  word  of  moutii  what  I  shall  say  to  jpou  ? 

Oard.  That  will  I. 

Crom.  But,  on  your  honour  will  you  ? 

Gard,  Ay,  on  my  honour. 

Crom.  Bear  witness,  lords. — Tell  him,  when  he 
hath  known  you. 
And  tried  your  Itiith  but  Italf  so  much  as  mine, 
fle'll  find  you  to  l>e  the  falsest-hearted  man 
In  England :  pray,  tell  him  this. 

Bed.  fie  patient,  good  my  lord,  in  these  ex- 
tremes. 

Crom.  My  kind  and  honourable  lord  of  Bedford, 
I  know  your  honour  always  h»ved  me  well : 
But,  pardon  me,  this  still  shall  be  my  theme ; 
Gardiner's  the  cause  makes  Cromwell  so  extreme. 
Sir  Ralph  Sadler,  I  pray  a  word  with  you ; 
You  wiare  my  man,  and  all  that  you  possess 
Came  by  my  means :  sir,  to  requite  all  this. 
Say  will  you  take  this  letter  here  of  me. 
And  give  it  with  four  own  hands  to  the  king  ? 

Sad.  I  kiss  your  hand,  and  never  will  I  rest 
Ere  to  the  king  this  be  delivered.  [Exit  Sadler. 

Crom.  Why  then  yet  Cromwell  hath  one  friend 
in  store. 

Gard.  But  all  the  baste  he  makes  shall  be  but 
vain. 
Here  is  a  discharge  for  your  prisoner. 
To  see  him  executed  presently : 

^^To  the  Lieutenant. 
My  lord,  you  hear  the  tenure  of  your  life* 

Crom.  I  do  embrace  it ;  welcome  my  last  date» 
And  of  this  glistering  world  I  take  last  leave : 
And,  noble  lords,  I  take  my  leave  of  you. 
As  willingly  I  go  to  meet  with  death, 
A»  Gardiner  did  pronounce  it  with  his  breath. 
From  treason  is  my  heart  as  while  as  snow ; 
My  death  procured  only  by  my  foe, 
I  pray  commend  me  to  my  sovere^n  kingi 


'^  Wktf  Oen  soon  will  ws  meet  again :  oditft  /—The  ronclading  word  of  this  line  has  been  leppUed  by 
Mr  Steevens.    A  rhyme  was  probably  intended.— JUalonb. 
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And  tell  bim  ip  wbat  lOrt  bis  Cromwell  died, 
To  lose  his  bead  before  bis  cause  was  tried  ;  '^ 
But  let  bis  prace,  when  he  shall  bear  my  name, 
Say  only  this;  Gardiner  procured  the  same. 

Enter  Young  Cromwell. 

Lieu.  Plere  is  your  son,  sir,  come  to  take  bis 

leave. 
Crom.  To  take  his  leave  ?  Come  hither,  Harry 
CrorowelL 
Mark,  boy,  the  last  woNb  that  I  speak  to  thee :  '* 
Flatter  not  Fortune,  neither  fawn  upon  her ; 
Gape  not  for  state,  yet  lose  no  spark  of  honour; 
Ambition,  like  the  plague,  see  thou  eschew  it; 
I  die  for  treason,  boy,  and  never  knew  it. 
Yet  let  thy  faith  as  spotless  be  as  mine. 
And  Cromwell's  virtues  in  thv  face  bhall  shine : 
Come,  go  along,  and  see  me  leave  my  breath. 
And  III  leave  thee  upon  the  floor  of  death. 

8  m,  O  father,  I  shall  die  to  see  that  wound  ! 
Your  blood  being  spilt  will  make  my  heart  to 
swound. 
Crom.  How,  boy,  not  dare  to  look  upon  the  axe  ? 
How  shall  I  do  then  to  hate  my  bead  struck  ofl^  ? 
Come  on,  my  child,  and  see  the  end  of  all ; 
And  after  sav,  that  Gardiner  was  my  fall. 

Gard,  My  lord,  you  speak  it  of  an  envious  heart ; 
I  have  done  no  more  than  law  and  equity. 

Bed.  O,  my  good  lord  of  Winchester,  forbear : 
It  would  have  better  seemed  you  to  have  been 

absent. 
Than  with  your  words  disturb  a  dying  man. 
CrojR.  who  me,  my  lord  ?  no :  he  disturbs  not 
me. 
My  mind  he  stirs  not,  thoueh  his  mighty  shock 
Hath  brought  more  peer^  beads  down  unto  the 

block. 
Farewell,  my  boy !  all  Cromwell  can  bequeath,-^ 
My  hearty  blessing  :--so  I  takf  my  leave. 

Exec  I  am  your  deatb's-mau ;  pray,  my  lord, 

forgive  me. 
Crom,  Even  with  my  soul.    Why  man,  thou 
art  my  doctor, 
And  bring*8t  me  precious  physic  for  my  souL 


My  lord  of  Bedfofrd,  T  desire  of  yoo 
Before  my  death,  a  corporal  embracer 
Farewell,  great  lord ;  my  love  1  do  commend^ 
My  heart  to  you ;  my  soul  to  heaven  I  send. 
This  is  my  joy,  tliat,  ere  my  body  fleet. 
Your  honoured  arms  are  my  true  winding-sheet. 
Farewell,  dear  Bedford ;  my  peace  it  made  in 

heaven. 
Thus  falls  great  Cromwell,  a  poor  ell  in  lerigdi, 
To  rise  to  unmeasured  bcnght,  winged  with  new 

strength. 
The  land  of  worms,  which  dyios  men  discover: 
My  soul  is  shrined  with  heaven  s  celestial  cover. 
[Exeunt  Cromwell,  Ojfficeny  4rc 
Bed.  Well,  farewell  Cromwell !  sure  the  tnieifc 

friend 
That  ever  Bedford  shall  possess  again. — 
Well,  lords,  I  fear  that  wh^o  this  roan  is  dead. 
You'll  wish  in  vain  that  Cromwell  had  a  bead. 

Enter  an  Officer  with  Cromwell's  Head, 

Offi,  Here  is  the  head  of  the  deceased  Crom- 
well. 
Bed.  Pray  thee  go  hence,  and  bear  his  bead 
away 
(Into  bis  body ;  inter  them  both  in  clay. 

lExU  Officer. 

Enter  Sir  Ralph  Sadler. 

Sad,  How  now,  mv  lords  ?  What,  is  lord  Crom- 
well dead  r 
Bed.  Lord  Cromwell's  body  now  doth  want  a 

head. 
Sad.  O  God !  a  little  speed  bad  saved  bis  life* 
Here  is  a  kind  reprieve  come  from  the  king," 
To  bring  him  straight  unto  his  majesty. 

Suf.  Ay,  ay,  sir  Ralph,  reprieves  come  now  too 

late. 
Gard.  My  conscience  now  tells  me  this  deed 
was  ill. 
Would  Christ  that  Cromwell  were  alive  again ! 

Nor.  Come  let  us  to  the  king,  who,  well  I  know. 
Will  grieve  for  Cromwell,  that  his  death  was  so. 

[Exeunt  i 


^^  To  tote  hia  heaH  htfore  hh  eaute  was  <ri>ff;— Speed  is  the  only  hUtorian  (that  I  haye  seen)  who  asferts 
that  the  bill  of  attainder  against  CromweU  did  not  pan  till  after  bis  death.  I  none  sense  indeed  be  might 
be  ifttd  to  be  executed  bofore  hit  caute  wot  iried^  for  it  was  never  fisirly  tried ;  iHit  the  act  of  parUamcDt 
by  which  he  suffered,  received  the  royal  assent  four  days  before'bls  executiUn.—MALOif  b. 

'^  Markt  boy,  the  lati  wordt  that  I  speak  to  thee : — The  author  has  here  departed  from  historical  truth. 
The  earl  of  Emcx's  son  was  arrived  to  manhood  soine  time  before  $he  execution  of  his  father;  aod  had 
been  called  op  by  summons  to  the  house  of  peers,  four  years  l>efore  that  event,  by  the  title  of  baron 
Cromwell,  of  W  imbleton,  in  the  county  of  Surry.' — MALf»NB. 

'*"  Here  it  a  kind  reprieve  come  from  the  king. — No  reprieve  was  at  any  time  sent  for  CromweU.  The 
nofortunate  sutesmao,  during  his  confinement  in  the  Tower,  wrote  a  pathetic  letter  to  Henry,  whicft 
brought  tears  into  the  eyes  of  that  sanguinary  tyrant,  but  produced  no  other  effect.— Malore* 
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{"ix^wvADALE  Senior^  a  Merchant* 
Matthew  Flowerdalc,  hig  Son. 
Flowerdale  Junior,  Brother  to  the  Merchant, 
Sir  Lancelot  Spurcock. 
Sir  Arthur  Greemshield,  a    1 .     i^^^  ^;.. 
MiUtofyOfiicer,  {'\^/*'* 

Oliver,  a  bevonshire  Clothier,  >     ^^^^• 

W£ATHERCOCR,ll/Nlf«<tte  tO  StrLAKCELOT  SPUR- 
COCK. 

Civet,  in  love  with  Frances. 
A  Citizen* 


Daffobiu     )  Servants  to  Sir  Lancelot  Spurf- 
Articboke,   S  cock. 

Dick  and  Ralph,  two  cheating  Oame$tert, 
Ruffian,  a  Pander, 

Frances,  ^^««'«A'«"  '<>  ^^  Lancelot  Spur- 
Luce,        >  ^'^• 
Citizen's  Wife, 

Sheriff' and  Officers;  Lieutenant  and  Soldiers; 
Drawers,  and  other  Attendants, 


SCEi^E-^Londony  and  the  parts  adjacent^ 


ACTL 


SCENE  Ir^London,   A  Room  m  Flowerdale 
Jumor's  House. 

Enter  Jloweroalb  Senior,  and  Flowerdale 
Junior. 

Flow,  Sen,  Brother,  from  Venice^  being  thus 
disguised, 
I  come  to  pro?e  the  humours  of  my  son. 


How  hatli  he  home  himself  since  my  departure, 
I  leaving  you  his  patron  apd  his  guide  ? 

Flow,  Jun.  Ffaith,  brother,  so  as  you  will  grieve 
to  hear, 
And  I  almost  ashamed  to  report  it. 

Flow,  Sen,  Why,  how  is't,  brother  ?  What,  doth 
he  spend  beyond  the  allowance  I  left  him  ? 

JW.  Jun,  How  !  beyond  that?  and  far  more. 


'  CoDceming  the  origin  of  this  play  having  been  ever  ascribed  to  Shakespeare,  I  have  not  been  aMe  to  form 
any  probable  hypothesis.  It  was  not  entered  on  the  Stationers*  Boolu,  but  was  publbhed  in  t605,  as  it 
was  ptaide  hy  the  King^s  nu^jestie's  servant*,  and  b  said  in  the  title-page  to  be  written  by  William  Shakes* 
peare.  It  was  printed  by  T.  C.  (Thomas  Creede)  for  Nathaniel  Butter,  who  three  years  afterwards 
pablisbed  King  Lear,  - 

One  knows  not  which  most  to  admire,  the  impudence  of  the  printer,  in  affiiing  oor  great  poet's  name 
to  a  comedy  publicly  acted  at  his  own  theatre,  of  which  it  is  very  improbable  that  be  should  have  writ- 
ten a  single  line,  or  Shakespeare^s  negligence  of  fune  in  suffering  such  a  piece  to  be  imputed  to  him  with- 
out taking  the  least  notice  of  It. 

It  appears  from  a  passage  in  the  first  act,  that  this  play  was  written  either  in  the  year  1603,  oe  160it. 
Malojie. 
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Why,  your  exhibition  is  nothing:  He  hath  spent 
thnty  and  bince  hath  borrowed:  protested  with 
oaths,  alleged  kindred,  to  wring  money  from 
me, — **  by  the  love  1  bore  his  father, — by  the 
fortunes  might  fall  upon  himself,''— to  famisif  his 
wants :  that  done,  1  have  had  since  his  bond,  his 
friend  and  friend's  bond.  Although  I  know  that 
he  spend?  is  yours,  yet  it  grieves  me  to  tee  the 
unbridled  wildness  that  reigns  over  him. 

itoxc.  tkn.  Brother,  what  is  the  manner  of  his 
life  ?  how  is  the  name  of  his  ofienceb }  If  they  do 
not  relish  altogether  of  damnation,  his  youth  may 

Erivileee  his  wantonness.  I  myself  ran  an  un- 
ridlea  course  till  thirty,  nay  almost  till  forty  :— 
we!  I,  >ou  see  how  I  am.  For  vice  once  looked 
into  with  the  eyes  of  discretion,  and  welj  balan- 
ced with  thf  weights  of  reason,  the  course  past 
seems  so  abominable,  that  the  landlord  of  him- 
self,  which  is  the  heart  of  bis  body,  will  rather  en- 
tomb himself  in  the  earth,  or  seek  a  new  tenant 
to  remam  in  him ;  which  once  settled,  how  nroch 
better  are  they  that  in  their  youth  have  known 
all  these  vices,  and  left  them,  than  those  that 
knew  little,  and  in  their  a^e  run  into  them  ?  Be- 
lieve me,  brother,  I  hey  tlmt  die  most  virtuous, 
I  have  in  their  youth  lived  most  vicious ;  and  none 
)  knows  the  danger  of  the  fire  more  than  he  that 
^  falls  into  it--  Bot  say,  how  is  the  course  of  his 
life  ?  Iet*s  hear  his  particulars. 

F/(m\  Jun.  Why,  I'll  tell  you,  brother;  he  is  a 
continual  swearer,  and  a  breaker  of  his  oaths ; 
which  is  bad. 

F/ozo.  Sen,  I  grant  indeed  to  swear  is  bad,  but 
not  in  keeping  those  oaths  is  better;  for  who  will 
set  by  a  bad  thing?  Nay,  by  my  faith,  I  hold  this 
rather  a  virtiie  than  a  vice.  Well,  I  pray,  pro- 
ceed. 

FiifWn  Jun.  lie  is  a  flighty  brawler,  and  comes 
commonly  by  the  worst. 

Fhw.  Sen,  By  my  faith  this  is  none  of  the  worst 
neither;  for  if  he  brawl  and  be  beaten  for  it,  it 
will  in  time  make  him  .shun  it;  for  what  brings 
roan  or  child  more  to  virtue  than  correction  } — 
What  reigns  over  him  else? 

Flow.  Jun.  He  is  a  gineat drinker,  and  one  that 
will  forget  himself^ 

Flow,  Sen,  O  best  of  all !  vice  shonTd  be  for- 
gotten :  let  htm  drink  on,  so  he  drink  not  churches. 
Nay,  an  this  be  the  worst,  I  hold  it  rather  a  hap- 
piness in  him,  than  any  iuiquity.  Hatb  he  any 
more  attendants } 

Flow,  Jun,  Brother,  he  is  one  that  will  borrow 
of  any  man. 

Flaw.  Sen  Why  yon  see,  so  doth  the  sea ;  it 
borrows  of  all  the  small  currents  in  the  world,  to 
increase  himself. 

Flow,  Juu.  Ay,  but  the  sea  pays  it  again,  and 
so  will  never  your  son.  i 

Flow.  Sen'  No  more  would  the  sea  neither,  if 
it  were  as  dry  as  my  son. 
.  Flow.  Jun.  Thtn,  brother,  I  see  you  rather  like 


these  vices  in  your  sod,  than  any  way  oondeiDn 
them. 

Flow.  Sen.  Nay, mistake  me  not,  brother;  for 
though  I  slur  them  over  now,  as  thin^  slight  and 
nothing,  his  crimes  being  in  the  bud,  it  would  ffiX 
my  heart,  they  should  ever  reign  in  him. 

M.  Fhw.  [within,\Uo !  who's  withio,  bo? 

[M.  Plow£rdale  knocks  tnlkin. 

Flow.  Jun.  That's  your  son ;  he  is  come  to  bor- 
row more  money. 

Flow.  Sen.  Fi>r  God's  sake,  give  it  out  I  am 
dead ;  see  how  he'll  take  it  Say. I  have  brought 
you  news  from  his  father.  I  have  here  drawn  a 
formal  will,  as  it  were  from  myself,  which  Fll 
deliver  him. 

Ftow.  Jun,  Go  to,  brother,  no  more :  I  will. 

M.  Flow.  Uncle,  where  are  you,  uncle?  [Withhu 

Flow.  Jun.  Let  my  cousin  m  there. 

Flow.  Sen.  1  am  a  sailor  oome  frora  Venice^ 
and  my  name  is  Christopher^ 

Enter  M.  Flowerdale. 

M.  Flow,  By  the  Lord,  in  troth,  unde**— • 

Flow,  Jun.  In  truth  would  have  served,  cousin, 
without  the  Lord. 

M*  Flow.  By  your  leave,  uncle,  tbo  Lord  is  the 
Lord  of  truth.  A  couple  of  rascals  at  the  gste 
set  upon  me  for  my  purse. 

Flow.  Jun,  You  never  come,  but  you  bring  a 
brawl  in  your  mouth. 

M.  Flow.  By  my  truth,  uncle,  you  must  needs 
lend  me  ten  pound. 

Flow.  Jun.  Give  my  cousin  some  small  beer 
here. 

M,  Fhw.  Nay  look  you,  you  turn  it  to  a  jest 
now.  By  this  light,  I  should  ride  to  Croydoa 
Fair,  to  meet  sir  Lancelot  Spurcock ;  I  should  have 
his  daughter  Luce :  and  for  scurvy  ten  pound, 
a  man  ^all  lose  nine  hundred  three  score  and 
odd  pounds,  and  a  daily  friend  beside  I  By  this 
hand,  uncle,  'tis  true. 

Flow.  Jun.  Wliy,  any  thing  is  true  for  aught  I 
know. 

M.  Floaf,  To  see  now!— why  you  shall  have 
my  bond,  uncle,  or  Tom  White's,  James  Brock's, 
or  Nick  Hallos;  as  good  rapier-and-daj^eMnen, 
as  any  be  in  England ;  let's  be  damned  if  we  do 
^ot  pay  you  :  the  worst  of  os  all  will  not  danm 
ourselves  for  ten  pound.    A  pox  of  ten  pound. 

Flow,  Jun.  Cousin,  this  is  not  the  first  time  I 
have  believed  you. 

M.  Flow.,  Why.  trust  me  now,  you  know  not 
what  may  fall.  If  one  thing  were  but  true,  I 
would  not  greatly  care ;  I  should  not  need  i«» 
pound ; — but  when  a  nran  cannot  be  believed, 
there's  it.  .      . 

Flow.  Jun.  Wl^,  what  i»  it,  cousin  ? 

iW.- PAwp- Marry^  this»  uncle.  Canyon  leHait' 
if  the  Catharine  and  Hugh  W  come  hone  or  no? 

Flow.  Jun.  Ay,  marry,  is'f. 

M.  Fhw.  By  God,  I  tftafit  yott  for  that  win. 
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What*  it^t  in  tU  PooVcaA  yoa  teU? 

Fiaw,  Jkn.  It  is;  what  of  that? 

Jf.  Flow.  What  ?  why  then  T  have  six  fuaoes 
of  velvet  sent  me ;  111  give  you  a  piece,  UDcle  t 
for  thus  said  the  letter; — A  piece  of  ash-colour, 
a  three-piled  black,  a  colour  de  ro^,  a  crimson, 
a  sad  green,  and  a  purple :  yes,  i'faith. 

Fhw,  Jun.  From  whom  should  you  receive  this  ? 

M,  Flow,  From  <rhom?  why  from  my  father; 
with  commendations  to  you,  uncle ;  and  thus  he 
writes.  I  know,  (saith  he,)  thou  hast  much  troub- 
led thy  kind  uncle,  whom,  God  willing,  at  my  re- 
turn I  will  see  amply  satisfied ;  amply,  I  remem- 
her  was  the  veiy  word :  so  Gdd  help  me. 

Flow.  Jun.  Have  yqu  the  letter  hero  f 

M.  fhw.  Yes,  I  have  the  letter  here,  here  is 
the  letter :  no, — yes— no  ;-^let  me  see ;  what 
breeches  wore  I  o'  daturday?  Lot  me  see*,  o' 
Tuesday,  my  calamanco;  o'  Wednesday,  my 
|ieach-colonr  sattin;  o' Thursday^  my  velure;  o' 
IPriday,  my  calamanco  a^in;  o'  Saturday, — let 
me  see,— o*  Saturday,— for  in  those  breeches  I 
wore  o'  Saturday  is  the  letter— O,  my  riding 
breeches,  uncle,  those  that  you  thought  had  been 
velvet ;  in  those  very  breeches  is  the  letter. 

Flow.  Jun.  When  should  it  be  dated  ? 

M.  Flow.  Marry,  dedmo  t6rtio  Septembris — 
«o,  no ;  decimo  tertio  Octobi4s ;  ay,  Octobris,  so 
it  is. 

Flow*  Jun.  Dedmo  tertio  OctobVis !  and  here 
receive  I  a  letter  that  yopr  father  died  in  June. 
How  say  you,  Kester? 

Flow.  Sen.  Yes  truly*  sir,  your  father  is  dead; 
these  hands  of  mine  holp  to  wind  him. 

M.  Flow.  Dead? 

Fhw.  Sen.  Ay,  sir,  dciad.   • 

M.  Flow.  'Sblood,  how  should  my  father  come 
dead? 

Fhw.  Sen,  Tfaith,  sir,  aocordillg  to  the  old  pro- 
verb: 
The  child  was  born,  ahd  cried, 
.Became  a  man,  after  fell  sirk,  and 'died. 

Flow.  Jun.  Nay,  cousin,  do  not  take  it  so 
heavily. 

M.  Flow.  Nay,  I  cannot  weep  you  extempore  s 
marry,  some  two  or  three  days  henee  I  shall  weep 
without  any  stnitance. — But  I  ho^  he  died  in 
jgood  memory.  • 

Flow,  Sen.  Very  w^U,  sir,  and  set  down  every 


thing  in  good  order ;  and  the  Caiharine  and  ttkgk 
you  talk'd  of,  I  came  over  in ;  and  I  saw  all  the 
bills  of  lading;  and  the  velvet  that  you  talked  of, 
here  is  no  such  aboard. 

M»  Flow.  By  God,  I  assure  you,  then  there  is 
knavery  abroad 

Flow.  Sen.  Til  be  sworn  of  that;  there's  kna- 
very abroad,  although  there  were  never  a  piece 
of  velvet  in  Venico. 

M.  Flow.'  I  hope  he  died  in  good  estate.    • 

Flow.  Sen.  To  tlie  report  of  the  world  he  did; 
and  made  his  will,  of  which  I  am  an  unworthy 
bearer. 

M.  Flow.  His  will !  have  you  his  will  ? 

Fhw.  Sen.  Yes,  sir,  and  in  the  presence  of  your 
uncle  I  was  will'd  to  deliver  it.  [Delwen  the  Will, 

Fhw.  Jun.  I  hope,  cousin,  now  God  hath  bles» 
sed  yon  with  wealth,  you  will  not  be  unmindful 
of  me. 

M.  Fhw.  I'll  do  reason,  uncle :  yet,  i'faith,  I 
take  the  denial  o^his  ten  pound  very  hardly, 

Fhw.  Jun.  Nay,  I  denied  you  not 

M.  Flow.  By  God,  you  denied  roe  directly. 

Plow.  Jun.  Vl\  be  judged  by  this  good  fellow, 

Fhw.  Se^.  Not  directly)  sir. 

M.  Flow.  Why,  he  said  he  would  lend  me 
none,  and  that  had  wont  to  be  a  direct  denial,  if 
the  old  phrase  hold.  Well,  uncle,  come^  we'll 
fall  to  the  legacies,  [reads]  **  In  the  name  of  God, 
Amen. — Item,  I  bequeath  to  my  brother  Flower- 
dale,  three  hundred  pounds,  to  pay  such  trivial 
debts  as  I  owe  in  London. 

"  Item,  to  my  son  Mat.  Flowerdale,  I  bequeath 
two  bale  of  false  dice,  videlicet,  hi^  men  and 
low  men,  fuUoms,  stop^^ater-traies,  and  other 
bones  of  function."  ^  'Solood,  what  doth  he  mean 
by  this  ? 

Flow.  Jun.  Proceed,  .cousin. 

M.  Fhw.  **  These  precepts  I  leave  him :  Let 
him  borrow  of  his  oath ;  for  of  his  word  nobody 
will  trust  him.  Let  him  by  no  means  marry  an 
honest  woman ;  for  the  other  will  keep  hej'self. 
Let  him  s^l  as  much  as  he  can,  that  a  guilty  con- 
science may  bring  him  to  his  ddstinate  repen« 
tance :" — I  think  he  means  hanging.  An  this 
were  his  last  wilt  and  testament,  the  devil  stood 
laughing  at  hb  bed's  feet  while  he  made  it—- 
'.Sblood,  what  doth  he  think,  to  fob  off  his  poste- 
rity with'  paradoxes  ? 


^  Two  baU  of  false  dice,  y\z.  high  laen  and  low  men,  fulloms,  stop-cater-trates,  ,&c^ — In  the  English 
I^ogue^P.  1.  p.  9i2  edit.  1680,  we  are  told,  that  '*  high  fullaros,  are  those  dice  which  are  loaded  in  sacb 
a  manner  as  seldom  fo  ran  any  other  chance  than  four,  five,  or  six  i  low  fullums,  or  low  men,  are  those 
wbkb  usually  run  one.  two,  or  three."  Stop-cater-traies  were  probably  dice  prepared  iu  soch  a  man- 
ner  as  frequently  to  exhibit  a  four  and  a  three.  Fbtol  in  one  of  his  rants,  in /he  Merry  Wivts  of  Windsor^ 
■leiitiwis  some  of  these  hones  of  function : 

**  Let  voltUres  gripe  thy  gats !  for  gourd  and  yvf/um  holds, 
"  And  high  and  (oie  begmletthc  rich  and  poor.*'^-MiLLOMK. 
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Flotf.  Sen  Thb  he  made,  sir,  with  his  own 
hands. 

M.  Flow.  Ay,  #ell ;  nay  come,  good  unde,  let 
me  have  thi»  ten  pound  :  imagine  yon  have  lost 
it,  or  were  robb*d  of  it,  or  misreckoned  yourself 
so  much ;  any  way  to  make  it  come  easily  o£^ 
good  unrJe. 

Flow.  Jun*  Not  a  penny. 

Flow.  Sen.  lYaith  lend  it  him,  sir.  I  myself 
have  an  estate  in  the  city  worth  twenty  pound; 
all  that  rii  engage  for  him :  he  saith  it  concerns 
nim  in  a  marriage. 

Af .  Flow,  Ay  marry  doth  it.  This  is  a  fellow  of 
some  sense,  this :  come,  good  uncle. 

Flow.  Jun,  Will  you  give  your  word  for  it, 
Kester? 

Flow.  Sen.  I  will,  sir,  willingly. 

Flow.  Jun.  Well,  cousin,  come  to  me  an  hour 
hence,  you  shall  have  it  ready. 

M.  Flow.  Shall  I  not  fail  ? 

Flow.  Jun.  You  shall  not :  come  or  send. 

M.  Flow.  Nay  J'U  come  myself. 

Flow.  Sen.  By  my  troth,  would  I  were  your 
worship's  man. 

M.  Flow.  What?  would'st  thou  se^re? 

Flow.  Sen.  Very  willingly,  sir. 

M.  Flow.  Why  111  tell  thee  what  tbou-shalt  do. 
Thou  say'st  thou  hast  twenty  pouud :  go  into 
Birchin-Lane,  put  thyself  into  clothes :  thou  shalt 
ride  with  me  to  Croydon  fair. 

Flow.  Sen.  I  thank  you,  sir,  I  will  attend  you. 

M.  Flow.  Well,  uncle,  you  will  not  fail  me  an 
hour  hence  ? 

Flow.  Jun  I  will  not,  cousin* 

M.  Flow.  What's  thy  name?  Ke«ter? 

Flow.  Sen.  Ay,  sir. 

M.  Flow.  Well,  provide  thvself :  uncle,  fare- 
wen  till  anon.  [Exit  M.  Flowerdalk. 

Flow.  Jun.  Brother,  how  do  you  like  your  son  ? 

Fiow.  Sen.  Tfaith  brother,  like  a  mad  unbrid- 
led colt. 
Or  as  a  hawk,  that  never  stoop'd  to  lure : 
The  one  must  be  tomed  with  an  iron  bit. 
The  other  must  be  watch'd,  or  still  she's  wild. ' 
Such  IS  my  son ;  a  while  let  him  be  so; 
For  aiunsel  stilt  is  folly's  deadly  foe. 
I'll  serve  his  youth,  for  youth  must  have  his 

course; 
For  being  restrained,  it  makes  him  ten  times 

worse  : 
His  pride,  his  riot,  all  that  may  he  named. 
Time  may  recale,  and  all  his  madness  tamed. 

[Exeunt. 


SCES'ETL-^The^h  Street  in  Croydon.  An 
Inn  appearing^  with  an  open  drinking  booth 
brforeit. 

Enter  Sir  Lancelot  Sfvrcocz^  Weatheecoce, 
Daffodil,  Artichoke,  Luce,  and  Feavces. 

Sir  Lane  Sirrah,  Artichoke,  get  you  home  be- 
fore; 
And  as  you  proved  yourself  a  calf  in  buying 
Drive  home  your  teWom  calves  that  you  have 
bought. 
Art.  Yes,  forsooth :  Shall  not  my  fellow  Da^ 
fodil  go  along  with  me  ? 
Sir  Lane.  No,  sir,  no ;  I  must  have  one  to  waifc 

on  me. 
Art.  Daffixhl,  farewell,  good  fellow  Daffi>diL 
You  may  see,  mistress,  I  am  set  up  by  the  halves; 
Instead  of  waitine  on  you,  I  am  sent  to  drive 
home  calves.  [^'^^ 

Sir  Lane.  I'faith,  Franke,  I  muil  turn  away  this 
DaflbdU; 
He's  grown  a  very  foolish  sawcy  fellow. 
F^an.  Indeed  la,  father,  he  was  so  since  I  had 
him; 
Before,  he  was  wise  enough  for  a  foolish  serving 


Weath.  But  what  say  you  to  me,  »r  Lancelot? 

Sir  Lane.  O,  about.my  daughters  ? — well,  I  will 
go  forward. 
Here's  two  of  them,  God  save  them ;  but  the  third,. 
O  she's  a  stranger  in  her  counie  of  life  i 
She  hath  refus^  you,  master  Weathercock. 

Weath.  Ay  by  the  rood,  sir  Lancelot,  that  she 
hath;  but  had  she  tried  me,  she  sliould  have  found 
a  man  of  me  indeed. 

Sir  Lane,  Nay  be  not  angry,  sir,  at  lier  denial ; 
She  hath  refused  seven  of  the  worshipfull'st 
And  worthiest  house-keepers  this  day  in  Kent; 
Indeed  she  will  not  marry,  I  suppose. 

Weath.  The  more  fool  she. 

Sir  Lane.  What,  is  it  folly  to  love  chastity  ? 

Weath.  No,  no,  mistake  me  not,  sir  Lancelot; 
But  'tis  an  old  proverb,  and  you  know  it  well. 
That  women,  dying  maids,  lead  apes  in  helL 

Sir  Lane.  That  is  a  foolish  proverB  and  a  false. 

Weath.  By  the  mass,  I  think  it  be,  and  there- 
fore let  it  go  :  but  who  shall  marry  with  mistress 
Frances?     • 

Fran.  By  my  troth  they  are  talking  of  marry- 
ing me,  sister. 

Luce.  Peace,  let  them  talk 
Fools  may  have  leave  to  prattle  as  they  walk. 

Daf.  Sentences  still,  sweet  mistress  i 


^  Or  as  a  hawk, 

must  be  watch'd,  or  still  she's  wild.— See  the  Taming  of  a  Shrew,  last  edit  vol  iii.  p.  486. 

Stbeveks. 

Mo  allusions  arc  more  frequent  io  the  old  comedies  than  those  refrrring  to  the  sport  of  bawkiog.  WIW 
hawks  are  tamed  bv  keeping  them  from  sleeping.  The  falconers  sit  up  by  toros  to  watch  them,  or  they 
wiU  still  contlnoe  wild.^PBRCY.  4 
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Too  haire  a  wit,  an  it  were  yoor  alabaster. 

jALce.  rraitb,  and  thy  tongue  trips  trenchmore. 
'  Sir  Lane*  No  of  my  knighthood,  not  a  suitor 


Alas, 


God  help  her,  silly  girl,  a  fool,  a  very  fool ; 
Bat  there^s  the  other  btadc-brows,  a  shrewd-girl^ 
She  hath  wit  at  will,  and  suitors  two  or  three; 
Sir  Arthur  Greenshield  one,  a  gallant  knight^ 
A  valiant  soldier,  but  his  power  but  poor : 
Then  there's  young  Oliver,  the  IVnshire  lad^ 
A  wary  fellow,  niarrv  full  of  wit. 
And  rich  bv  the  rood  :  But  there's  a  third,  all  air, 
Light  as  a  Veattier,  changing  as  the  wind; 
Yuung  Flowerdale. 

Weath,  O  tie,  sir,  he's  a  desperate  Dick  indeed ; 
Bar  him  your  bouse. 
Sir  Lane^  Fie,  sir,  not  so ;  he's  of  good  pa- 
rentage, 
Weath,  By  my  fay  and  so  he  is,  and  a  proper 

man. 
Sir  Lane.  Ay,  proper  enough,' had  he  good  qua- 
lities. 
Weath,  Ay  marry,  there's  the  point,  sir  Lance- 
lot :  for  there's  an  old  saying, 

Be  he  rich,  or  be  he  poor. 
Be  he  high,  or  be  he  low ; 
Be  he  born  in  bam  or  hall, 
Tis  manners  makes  the  man  and  alL 
iStr  Lane,  You  are  in  the  right,  master  Weather- 
cock. 

Enter  Civet. 

Ctv.  ^ol,  I  think  I  am  sure  crossed  or  witch'd 
with  an  owl :  I  have  haunted  them,  inn  after  inn, 
booth  after  booth,  yet  cannot  find  them.  Ha, 
yonder  they  are ;  that's  she.  I  hope  to  God  'tis 
«he ;  nay,  I  know  'tb  she  now,  for  she  treads  her 
shoe  a  little  awnr. 

Sir  Lane,  Where  is  this  inn  ?  we  are  past  it, 
Dafibdil. 

Daf»  The  good  sign  is  here,  sir,  but  the  back 
^te  IS  before. 

Civ,  Save  you,  sir.  I  pray,  may  I  borrow  a 
piece  of  a  won)  with  you  ? 

Dqf,  No  pieces,  sir. 

Civ,  W6y  then  the  whole.  I  pray,  sir,  what 
may  yonder  gentlewoman  be? 

bqf.  They  may  be  ladies,  sir,  if  the  destinies 
and  mortality  v^ork. 

Civ.  What's  her  name,  sir  ? 

Daf,  Mistress  Frances  Spurcock,  sir  Lancelot 
Spurcock's  daughter.  • 

Civ.  Is  she  a  maid,  sir  ? 

Daf.  You  may  ask  Pluto  and  dame  Proserp^ie 
that;  I  would  be  loth  to^be  riddled,  sir. 


Ctv,  Is  she  married,  I  mean,  sir  ? 

Di^f,  The  Fates  know  not  yet  what  shoe-maker 
shall  make  her  wedding  shoes. 

Civ,  I  pray  where  inn  you,  sir  ?  I  would  be  very 
glad  to  bestow  the  wine  of  that  gentlewpman. 

Daf,  At  the  George,  sir. 

Civ.  God  save  you,  sir. 

Daf,  I  pray  your  name,  sir? 

Civ,  My  name  is  master  Civet,  sir. 

Di^.  A  sweet  name  !  God  ^  with  you,  good 
master  Civet.  [Exit  Civet« 

Sir  Lane,  Ha,  have  we  ep/d  you,  stout  St 
George!  For  all 
Your  dragon,  you  had  best  sell  us  good  wine 
That  needs  no  ivy-busli.    Well,  we'll  not  sit  by  it. 
As  you  do  on  your  horse :  This  room  shall  serve  :— 
Drawer. 

Enter  Drawer. 

Let  me  have  sack  for  us  old  men ; 

For  these  girls  ^nd  knaves,  small  wines  are  the 

best. 
A  pint  of  sack,— no  more. 

Draw.  A  quart  of  sack  in  the  Tliree  Tuns. 

[ExiL 
Sir  Lane.  A  pint,  draw  but  a  pint.    DaJSTodily 
call  for  wine  to  make  yourselves  drink. 

Fran.  And  a  cup  of  small  beer,  and  a  cake. 
g(^  Dafibdil. 

[Daffodil  goes  into  the  House,  and  re- 
turns  with  Wine^  &c. 

Enter  M.  Flowerdale,  anc^  Flowerdale  Senior 
as  his  Servant, 

M.  Flow.  How  now !  fie,  sit  in  the  open  room  ? 
Now  good  sir  Lancelot,  and  my  kind  friend,  wor- 
shipful master  Weathercock  I  What,  at  your  pint? 
A  quart,  for  shame. 

Sir  Lane.  Nay,  royster,  by  your  leave  we  will 
away. 

M,  Flaw.  Come,  give  us  some  music,  well 
go  dance.  Be  gone,  sir  Lancelot!  what,  and 
Fair  day  too  ? 

Sir  Lane.  'Twere  foully  done,  to  dance  within 
the  Fair. 

M.  Flaw.  Nay  if  you  say  so,  fairest  of  all  Fairs, 
then  111  not  dance.  A  pox  upon  m^  tailo/,  he 
hath  spoil*d  me  a  peach-colour  sattm  suit,  cut 
upon  cloth  of  silver ;  ^  but  if  ever  the  rascal  serve 
me  such  another  trick,  1*11  give  him  leave,  iTaith, 
to  put  roe  in  the  calendar  of  fools,  and  you,  and 
you  sir  Lancelot,  and  master  Weathercock.  My 
goldsmith  too  on  t'other  side — I  bespoke  thee, 
Luce,  a  carcanet  of.  gold, '  and  thought  thoo 


^  C«t  upon  cloth  ofsilper.-^l.  e.  with  cloth  of  silver  placed  under  all  the  euts^  openings,  or  slashes  in  It* 
ff  Cloth  of  gold  A»d  cuts**  is  mentianed  in  Muck  Jdo  about  Nothings  last  edit,  vol  ii  p.  S%i. — Stebvsns* 
^  J  carcaoet  of  gold  —A  carcanet  was  an  ornament  for  the  neck  formerly  worn.-— Malorb. 
fee  note  on  the  Comedif  of  Errors,  last  edit  vol.  ii,  p.  19%— Stbbvkri* 


8T0 


WNDON  PRODIGAIi. 


[AKOMTMOIIff; 


sbould'st  have  bad  it  for  a  /kiting ;  and  the  it)gne 
puts  me  in  rerages  for  orient  pearl;  ^  but  thou 
sbait  have  it  by  Sunday  night,  wench. 

JRe-enter  Drawer. 

Dram,  Sir,  here  is  one  bath  sent  you  a  pottle 
of  Rhenish  wine,  brewed  with  rose-water.  ^ 

M.  Flow.  Tome i 

Drew,  No,  ar^  to  the  knight;  and  desires  his 
more  acquaintance. 

iStr  Lane,  To  me  ?  what's  he  that  proves  so 
kind? 

Dqf.  I  have  a  trick  to  know  his  name,  sir. 
fie  hath  a  month's  mind  ^  here  to  mistress  Fran- 
ces ;  his  name  is  master  Civet. 

Sir  Lane  Call  him  in,  Daflfbdil. 

[Exit  Daffodil. 

M.  Fhw,  Of  I  know  him,  sir ;  he  is  a  fool,  but 
reasonable  rich ;  his  father  was  one  of  these  lease 
mongers,  these  corn-mongers,  ^  these  money  mon- 
gers ;  but  he  never  had  the  wit  to  be  a  whore- 
monger. 


Eniir  Ciyet. 

Sir  Lame.  I  promise  yon,  sir,  you  are  at  loo 
muchcbai^. 

Civ,  The  charge  is  small  charge,  sir ;  I  thank 
God,  my  father  left  me  wherewithal.  If  it  please 
you,  sir,  I  have  a  great  mind  to  this  gentlewoman 
here,  in  the  way  of  marriage. 

Sir  Lane.  I  thank  you,  sir.  Please  yo«i  to  come 
to  Lewsham, 
To  my  poor  house  you  shall  be  kindly  welcome. 
I  knew  your  father;  he  was  a  wary  husband.*^ — 
To  pay  here,  drawer. 

Draw.  All  is  paid,  sir;  this  gentleman  hath 
paid  all. 

Sir  Lane.  Ffkith,  you  do  us  wrong ; 
But  we  shall  live  to  make  amends  ere  long. 
Master  Fiowerdale,  is  that  your  man? 

M.  Flow.  Yes  'faith,  a  good  old  knave. 

Sir  Lane.  Nay  then  I  think 
You  will  turn  wise,  now  you  take  such  a  servant: 
Come,you11  ride  with  us  to  Lewsham;  let^away; 
Tis  source  two  hours  to  the  end  of  day. 

[ExeunU 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  L— -4  Road  near  Sir  Lancelot  Spur- 
coc&'s  Uouset  in  Kent. 

EntirSirAtLTUva,  Greehshield^  Oliver,  Lteu- 
tenant,  and  Soldiert. 

Sir  Arth.  Lieutenant,  lead  your  soldiers  to  the 
ships, 
There  let  them  have  their  coato ;  at  their  arrival 


They  shall  have  pay.  Farewell;  loo^  to  yoor 
charge. 

SoL  Ay,  we  are  now  sent  away,  and  cannot  so 
much  as  speak  with  our  friends. 

OU.  No  man  what  c'eryou  used  azucb  a  fashion, 
thick  yoQ  cannot  takfi  your  leave  of  your  vreens. 

Sir  Arth,  Fellow,  bo  more :  lieutenant,  lead 
them  off. 

Sol.  Well,  if  I  have  not  my  pay  and  my  clothes, 
rU  venture  a  running  away,  though  I  hang  for't. 


*  And  the  rogue  puts  me  in  rerages /or  orient  pearU — Reragee,  I  suppose,  is  for  arrearages,  which  pro- 
|ierly  signifies  the  remainder  of  an  accompt  or  sum  of  money  in  the  hands  of  an  accomptant,  [arriera^ei 
Fr.]  and  might  thence  be  applied  to  signify  old  goods  Uft  behind  or  on  hand  as  unsaleable.— Ma  lone. 

Perhaps  reragee  has  here  the  same  meaning  as  refuse.  The  rear  of  an  army  is  the  hhidniost  divisioD  of 
it.  Rearages  therefore  may  signify  such  pearls  as  have  been  left  behind,  after  aU  the  better  sort  bad 
1>een  selected  from  them. — Steevbns. 

7  5tr,  here  is  one  that  hfUh  sent  ^u  a  potiU  of  Rhenish  mtne,  brewed  with  rose-^pater,-^lt  seems  to  have 
been  formerly  a  very  common  custom  at  taverns,  to  send  presents  of  wine  from  one  room  to  another,  either 
as  a  memorial  of  friendship,  or  (as  in  the  present  instance)  by  way  of  introduction  to  acqnaintance.  Of 
the  existence  of  this  practice  the  following  anecdote  of  Cen  Jonson  and  the  iugenious  bishop  Corbet 
(which  has  not,  I  believe,  been  printed)  furnishes  a  proof :  **  Ben  Jonson  was  at  a  tavern,  and  in  comes 
bishop  Cort>et  (bat  not  so  then)  loto  the  next  room.  Ben  Jonson  calls  for  a  quart  of  raw  wine,  and  gives 
It  the  tapster.  Sirrah,  (says  he)  carry  this  to  the  gentleman  in  the  next  chamber,  and  tell  him  1  sacri- 
fee  my  servhce  to  him.  The  fellow  did  i  and  in  those  words.  Friend,  says  Or  Corbet,  1  thank  him  for 
his  love}  but  pr'ythee  tell  him  firom  me,  he  is  mistaken;  for  sacrifices  are  always  *«m<."  Jferry  jPsf- 
eages  and  Jeasts,  MSS.  MarL  6:i95.<- Malone. 

^  A  month's  mind  — Soe  note  on  the  Two  Qmi.  of  Fm-mm,  last  edit.  vol.  i.  p.  IS5.— 5tebvkvs. 

9  His  father  was  one  of  these  lease-mongers,  these  corn-mongers. — This  should  seem  to  allude  tosome 
particular  transactions  i  but  to  what  it  vefers,  I  have  ^ot  been  able  to  learn. — Malonk* 

I  believe  he  alludes  to  ihemonopolies  so  much  complained  of  abonl  the  time  when  this  play  Biay  be  sap- 
posed  to  have  been  written.— Stbevkns. 

'^  He  was  a  wary  husband  — A  prodeot  maaager.-*--MALOHB« 

The  person  who  manages  the  repairs  and  fittipg  out  of  an  East  India  ship  is  still  called  her  hus* 
load.— Stssvens. 
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Sir  Arth,  Away,  sirhlh ;  dwrm  yoar  tongiM. " 

0&  Bin  you  a  presser,  sir  ? 

Sir  Arth.  I  am  a  eoBAmao^r,  sir,  iMider  the  Widg. 

0&'.  *Sfbot  man,  an  jou  be  ne'er  znch  a  com- 
naode^  tKud  'a  spok*  with  my  vreent  bafofe  I 
chid  'a  gone  ;  so  shud. 

Sir  Arth.  Content  youiMlfy  man ;  my  authority 
will  stretch  to  press  so  good  a  man  as  you. 

OU,  Press  mc  ?  f  dev?;  press  scoundrels^  and 
thy  mestels.  Press  me  !  che  scorns  thee  i'faith ; 
for  seest  tbee,  here's  a  worshipful  knight  knows, 
cham  not  10  be  pressed  by  tbee. 

J^nteriSir  Lancelot,  Weathercock,  M.  Flow- 
ERDALE,  Flowebdale  Senior,  Luce,  and 
Frances. 

Sir  Lane  Sir  Arthur,  welcome  to  Lewshaa; 
welcome  by  my  troth.  Whacks  the  matter,  man? 
why  areyoQ  vext? 

OIL  Why,  man,  he  weuld  press  me. 

Sir  Lane  O  6e,  sir  Arthur,  press  him  ?  he  u  a 
nao  of  reckoning. 

Weath.  Ay,  that  he  is,  sir  Arthur ;  he  hath  the 
nobles,  the  golden  ruddocks,  he.  '^ 

Sir  Arth.  The  fitter  for  the  wars ;  and  were  he 
not 
Id  favour  with  year  worships,  he  should  see 
That  I  have  power  to  press  so  good  as  he. 

OU,  Chill  stand  to  the  trial,  so  chill. 

AL  Flom,  Ay  manr  shall  he.  Press  cloth  and 
kersey, "  white-pot  '♦  and  drowsen  btoth  I  '*  tut, 
tat,  be  cannot. 

OU,  Well,  sir,  though  you  see  vlouten  doth  and 
karsey,  che  'a  zeen  zutch  a  karsevKsoat  wear  out 
the  town  sick  a  zilken  jadcet  as  thick  as  one  yon 


Jir.  Flom.  Well  said,  vlittan  vlattan.  '^ 

OIL  Ay,  and  well  sed  cocknell,  and  Bow-bell 


too.  '7    What  db*st  dtintE  cham^  aveard  ef  tb^ 
zilken-eeat  ?  no  vear  vor  thee. 

Sir  Lane  Nay  oeme,  ne  mere j  be  aK  lovers 
and  friends. 

Weaih.  Ay,  'tis  best  so;  good  master  Oliver. 

M.  FUm.  U  your  name  master  Oliver,  I  pray  you? 

OiL  What  tit  and  be  tit,  and  grieve  you^. 

M  Flow.  No,  but  Fd  gladly  know  if  a  man 
might  not  have  a  Ibolieb  plo^  out  of  master  OlWer 
to  work  upon. 

OIL  Work  thy  plots  upon  me !  stand  aside ; 
work  thy  fboHsh  ploa  upon  me,  chil  so  use  thee, 
tliou  wert  never  so  used  since  dly  dame  bound 
thy  h^ul.  Work  upon  me  1 

M.  FUm.  Let  himooroe,  let  him  oome, 

OIL  Zyrrha,  Zyrrha,  if  it  wera  net  vor  shame, 
che  would  'a  given  thee  such  a  whister-poop  un* 
der  the  ear,  che  would  have  made  thee  a  vaaged 
another  at  my  feet  Stand  aside,  let  me  loose ; 
charo  all  of  a  vlammg  live-bmnd ;  stand  aside. 

M.  Flow.  Well,  I  forbear  you  for  your  friends' 
sake. 

on.  A  vig  for  all  h^  vreeas ;  do*st  thoa  tell 
me  of  my  vreens? 

Sir  Lane.  No  more,  good  anster  Oliver;  no 
flsore, 
Sir  Arthur.    And,  maiden,  here  m  the  ng^t 
Of  aU  voor  suitors,  every  man  of  worth, 
ril  tell  vou  whom  I  fainest  would  prefer 
To  the  hard  bargain  of  your  marriage-bed : 
Shall  I  be  plain  among  you,  geutlemen  ? 

Sir  Arth.  Ay,  sir,  it  is  beet 

Sir  Lane.  Then,  sir,  first  to  you. 
I  do  covifess  you  a  most  gallant  knight, 
A  worthy  seloier,  and  an  honest  n>an ; 
But  honesty  maintains  not  a  French-hood ; 
Goes  very  seldom  in  a  chain  of  eoid ; 
Keeps  a  small  train  of  servants ;  hath  few  friends 
And  for  this  wild  oats  here,  young  Flowerdale, 


■'  ^m^,  tirrah ;  charm  your  l<N^;tie.-^This  phrase,  which  occurs  fireqnently  la  our  old  draniaS|  means 
BO  more  than  hold  year  peace*    &»  ia  Kmg  U§nrjf  WL  P.  II. 
*'  This  band  of  mfaie  hath  writ  hi  thy  behalf, 
«*  And  therefore  shall  it  charm  thy  riotous  tongue** 
Again,  in  OtheOo : 

**  With  Cassio,  mistreM :  Go  to  :  charm  your  toft^u^.**— Malokk.  . 
See  noteoaOthcHo,  last  edit  Vol.  X  p.  01^,— SrBEfrBHS. 

**  The  goUtn  raddocks  A«.-«-The  ruadock  is  the  red-breast.  This  cant  phrase  fbr  money  has  already 
occurred  in  Sir  John  Oldca$tU: 

**  fieshrew  me  but  my  fingers  *  ends  de  itch 

**  To  be  apon  those  golden  ruddocks.** — Malohk* 

'3  Jy  marry  ihall  he  Press  doth  and  kersey.— AUuding  to  the  maoafkctare  of  the  Devomhire  clothier. 
Pbkcy.  

■^  frAlte-jM»t— This  b  a  fisvourite  dish  in  Devomhire.— PsB,CT. 

*'  Drowsen  broth ;  i.  e.  grounds  of  beer  bailed  ap  with  herbs.  It  is  a  eoqiman  beferage  for  servails. 
See  in  Devombire.<— SriEvsifs. 

*^  Welt  mid  vlittan  vlattan. — These  seem  to  be  made  words,  merely  to  rldknle  the  clotbier*s  sounding 
an  f.  like  a  v. — ^Malon a. 

'7  Ay,  and  welt  ted  cocknd  and  Bow-bell  too.— A  cockneU  is  in  old  language  what  we  now  call  a 
cockney;  a  mere  Londoner,  bom  withfai  the  sound  of  Boio-^eU.  Cockney  ourigiqidly  seems  to  have  meant  a 
fondling ;  one  too  tenderly  and  elTeminatdy  brooght  up,  Cotgrave  renders  the  word  by  Mpn9f»  ^«f«f* 
ll4i.oaB. 
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I  will  not  judge.    God  can  work  miracles ; 
But  he  were  better  make  a  hundred  new. 
Than  thee  a  thrifty  ai>d  an  honest  one. 

Weath.  Believe  me,  he  hath  hit  you  there ;  he 
hath  touch'd  you  to  the  ouick ;  ihat  he  hath. 

M,  Flow,  Woodcock  o'  my  side !  Why,  master 
Weathercock,  you  know  I  am  honest,  howsoever 
trifles— 

Weath,  Now  by  my  troth  I  know  no  otherwise. 
O,  your  old  mother  was  a  dame  indeed ; 
Heaven  hath  her  soul,  and  my  wife's  too^  I  trust ; 
And  your  good  father,  honest  gentleman, 
lie  is  gone  a  journey,  as  I  hear,  far  hence. 

ilf .  FUm,  Ay,  God  be  praised,  he  is  far  enough ; 
He  is  gone  a  pilgrimage  to  Paradise, 
And  left  roe  to  cut  a  caper  against  care. 
Luce,  look  on  me  that  am  as  light  as  air. 
.  Luce,  rfaith  I  like  not  shadows,  bubbles,  breath ; 
I  hate  a  light  o*  lavty  as  I  hate  death. 

Sir  Lane.  Girl,  hold  thee  there :  look  on  this 
De'nshire  lad ; 
Fat,  fair,  and  lovely,  both  in  purse  and  person. 

OIL  Well,  sir,  cham  as  the  Lord  hath  made 
me.  You  know  me  well  ivin  ;  cha  have  three- 
score pack  of  karsey  at  Blackem-Hall, ''  and  chief 
credit  beside ;  and  my  fortunes  may  be  so  good 
as  another's,  zo  it  may. 

Ltice.  Tis  you  I  love,  whatsoever  others  say. 

Sir  Arth.  Thanks,  fairest. 

M,  flow.  What,  would*st  thou  have  me  quar- 
rel with  him  ? 

Flow.  Sen.  Do  but  say  he  shall  hear  from  you. 

Sir, Lane.  Yet,  gentlemen,  howsoever  I  prefer 
This  De'nshire  suitor,  Fil  enforce  no  love ; 
My  daughter  shall  have  liberty  to  choose 
Whom  sbe  likes  best  In  your  love<4uit  proceed : 
Not  all  of  you,  but  only  one  must  speed. 

Weath*  You  have  said  well  |  indeed  right  well. 

Enter  Articuoke. 

Art*  Mistress,  here^s  one  would  speak  with 
you.  My  fellow  Daftodil  hath  him  in  the  cellar 
already ;  he  knows  him ;  he  met  him  at  Croydon 
fair. 

Sir  Lane.  O I  remember ;  a  little  man. 

Art.  Ay,  a  very  little  man. 

Sir  Lane,  And  yet  a  proper  man. 

Art.  A  venr  proper,  very  littje  man. 

Sir  Lane.  His  name  is  Monsieur  CiVet. 

Art.  The  same,  sir. 

Sir  Lane.  Come,  gentlemen,  if  other  suitors 
come, 
My  foolish  daughter  will  be  fitted  too  t 
But  Delia,  my  saint,  no  man  dare  move. 

[Exeunt  all  but  M  Flowerdale,  Oliver, 
and  Flowerdale  Senior, 

M.  Flow.  Hark  you,  sir,  a  word. 


OU,  What  hao  you  sav  to  me  now  I 

M,  Flow,  You  shall  hear  from  me,  and  that 
very  shortly. 

bli.  Is  that  all?  vare  thee  well:  cbe  vere  thee 
not  a  vig.  [Eiit  Oliver. 

Jkf.  Fhw,  What  if  be  should  come  aiore?  I  an^ 
fairly  dress'd. 

Fbw,  Sen.  I  do  not  mean  that  you  shaU  meet 
with  him ; 
But  presently  we'll  go  and  draw  a  will. 
Where  we'll  set  down  land  that  we  never  saw; 
And  we  will  have  it  of  so  large  a  sum. 
Sir  Lancelot  shall  entreat  you  take  his  daughter. 
This  being  fonn'd,  give  it  master  Weathercock, 
And  make  sir  Lancelot's  daughter  heir  of  all : 
And  make  him  swear  never  to  show  the  will 
To  any  one,  until  that  you  be  dead. 
Tiiis  done,  the  foolish  chan^ng  Weathercock 
Will  straight  discourse  unto  sir  Lancelot 
The  form  and  tenor  of  your  testament. 
Ne'er  stand  to  pause  of  it ;  be  ruled  by  me : 
What  will  ensue,  that  shall  you  quickly  see. 

M.  Flow.  Come,  let's  about  it ;  if  that  a  wilV 
sweet  Kit, 
Can  get  the  wench,  I  shall  renown  thy  wit. 

[£revii^ 

SCENE  II.— ii  Room  in  Sir  Lakcelot's  House. 

Enter  Daffodil  and  Luce. 
Daf.  Mistress  !  still  froward  ?  No  kind  looks 
unto  your  Daflfbdil  ?  Now  by  the  gods— 

Luce.  Away,  you  foolish  knave ;  let  my  hand  go* 
Daf,  There  'is  your  hand ;  but  this  shall  go 
with  me ; 
My  heart  is  thine ;  this  is  my  true  love'a  fee. 

[Takesofker  Bracelet. 
Luce,  ill  have  your  coat  stripp'd  o'er  your  ears 
for  this,  ' 

You  saucy  rascaL 

Enter  Sir  Lancelot  and  Weathercock. 

Sir  Lane.  How  now,  maid  !  what  is  the  news 
with  you  ? 

Luce.  Your  man  is  something  saucy. 

j^Exit  LccE. 

Sir  Lane.  Go  to,  sirrah ;  Til  talk  with  you  anon. 

Daf.  Sir,  I  am  a  roan  to  be  talked  withal;  I 
am  no  horse,  1  trow,  I  know  my  strength,  then 
no  more  than  so. 

Weath.  Ay,  by  the  roakins,  good  sir  Lancelot; 
I  saw  him  the  other  day  hold  up  the  bucklers,  '^ 
like  an  Hercules.  I'failh  God-a-mercy,  lad,  I  like 
thee  welL 

Sir  Lane.  Ay,  ay,  like  him  well.    Go  sirrah, 
fetch  me  a  cup  of  wine. 
That,  ere  I  part  with  master  Weathercock, 


'*  Threescore  packs  of  karsey  at  Blackem-Hall.'i-He  means  Dlackwclt-BaU,  in  London,  the  great  repo* 
fitory  o^  woollen  goods. — MaloKB. 
^"^  Ismo  him  the  other  iajf  buki  up  the  bucklers.— *He  who  was  victorious  in  mock-combat  was  said  to 
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We  may  drink  down  oor  fof«weU  in  French  wine^ 

[Exit  Daffodil. 

Weath.  I  thank  you,  sir ;  I  thank  you,  friendly 

knight 

I'll  come  and  visit  you;  by  the  mouse-foot  I  will :  ^ 

In  the  mean  time,  take  heed  of  cutting  Vioweri- 

dale:" 
He  is  a  desperate  Dick>  I  warrant  you. 

Re-enter  Daffodil, 

Sir  Lane.  He  is,  he  is.  Fill,  Daffodil,  fill  me 
some  wine.  Ha !  what  wears  he  on  his  arm  ? — 
My  datigbter  Luce's  bracelet  ?  ay,  'tis  the  same. 
Ha'  to  you,  ihaster  Weathercoclu 

Weatk  I  thank  you,  sir.  Here,  Dafibdil ;  an 
honest  fellow,  and  a  tall  thou  art.  **  Well ;  Til 
take  my  leave,  good  knight ;  and  i  hope  to  have 
you  and  all  your  daughters  at  my  poor  house ;  in 
good  sooth  I  must. 

Sir  Lane.  Thanks,  master  Weathercock;  I 
ahali  be  bold  to  trouble  you,  be  sure. 

Weath.  And  welcome.    Heartily  farewelL 

[Exit  Weathercock. 

Sir  Lane.  Sirrah,  I  saw  my  daughter's  wrong, 
«nd  withal  her  bracelet  on  your  arm.  Off  with 
it,  and.  with  it  my  livery  too.  Have  1  care  to  see 
my  daughter  match'd  with  naen  of  worship  f  and 
mre  you  grown  so  bold  ?  Go^  sirrah,  from  my 
home,  or  I'll  whip  vou  hence. 

Do/!  m  not  be  whipp'd,  sir ;  diere's  your  livery : 
This  IS  a  servingman's  reward :  what  oure  I  ? 
I  have  means  to  trust  to ;  I  scorn  service,  I. 

[Exit  Daffodil. 

&>  Lane.  Ay,  a  lusty  knave;  but  I  must  let 
him  go : 
Our  servants  must  be  taught  what  they  should 
know.  [Exit. 

SCENE  JlL^^Another  Roam  in  the  tame. 
En/er  Sir  Arthur,  and  Luce. 

Luce.  Sir,  as  I  am  a  maid,  I  do  affept 
You  above  any  suitor  that  I  have ; 
Although  that  soldiers  scarce  know  how  to  love. 

Sir  Arth.  1  am  a  soldier,  and  a  gentleman 
Knows  what  belongs  to  war,  what  to  a  lady. 
What  man  ofiends  me,  that  my  sw.orfl  shall  right ; 
"What  woman  loves  me,  I'm  her  faithful  knitfht. 

Luce.  I  neither  doubt  your  valour,  nor  your  love. 
But  there  be  some  )that  bear  a  soldier's  form, 
Xhat  swear  by  him  they  never  think  upon ; 


<5o  swaggering  up  and  down  from  house  to  house, 
Crying,  God  iMtyi  a/(.  , 

Sir  Arth.  Tfoith,  lady,  III  descry  you  such  a 


Of  them  there  be  many  which  you  have  spoke  of, 
That  bear  the  name  and  shape  of  soldiers. 
Yet,  God  knows,  very  seldom  saw  the  war : 
That  haunt  your  taverns  and  vour  ordinanes. 
Your  ale-houses  sometimes,  for  all  alike. 
To  uphold  the  brutbh  humour  of  their  mmds, 
Being  mark'd  down  for  the  bondmen  of  despair : 
Their  mirth  begins  in  wine,  but  ends  m  blood ; 
Their  drink  is  clear,  but  their  conceits  are  muil. 

Luce.  Yet  these  are  great  gentlemen  soldiers. 

Sir  Arth.  No,  they  are  wretched  slaves. 
Whose  desperate  lives  doth  bring  them  umeless 

Luce.  Ifoth  foryourself,  and  for  your  form  of  life. 
If  I  may  choose,  I'll  be  a  soldier's  wife.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  TV.-^Another  Roam  in  the  same. 
Enter  Sir  Lancelot  and  Oliver, 

Oil.  And  tyt  trust  to  it,  so  then. 
Sir  Lane.  Assure  yourself 
You  shall  be  married  with  all  speed  we  ma)  ; 
One  day  shall  serve  for  Frances  and  for  Luce. 
OU.  Why  che  wou'd  yain  know  the  time,  for 

providing  wedding  raiments. 
Sir  Lane.  Why  no  more  but  this.    First  get 
your  assurance  made  touching  my  daughter's 
jointure;  that  dispatch'd,  we  will  in  two  days 
make  provision. 

OU.  Why  man,  diill  have  the  wnungs  made  by 

to-morrow. 
Sir  Lane.  To-morrow  be  it  then :  lets  meet  at 
the  King's  Head  in  Fish-street. 

OU.  No,  fie  roan,  no :  let's  meet  at  the  Rose  at 
Temple-Bar;  that  will  be  nearer  your  counsellor 
and  mine.  .    .        ,    , 

Sir  Lane.  At  the  Rose  be  it  then,  the  hour  nine: 
He  that  comes  last  forfeits  a  pint  of  wine. 

OU.  A  pint  is  no  payment;  let  it  be  a  whole 
quart,  or  nothing. 

Enter  Artichoke. 

Art.  Master,  here  is  a  man  would  speak  with 

Master  Oliver;  he  comes  from  young  Master 

Flowerdale.  ,     ^.       , .,         ,      lu 

OIL  Why,  chil  speak  with  him,chil  speak  wito 

hiin. 


gain  the  bucklen.    So  in  Chapman^s  Mayday^  61 1  : 

«  But  now  1*11  lay  the  buckUrt  at  your  feet." 
\ffiln,  la  Every  Woman  in  her  Humour,  IG09  : 

««— If  you  lay  down  the  bucklers^  you  lose  the  victory."— Ma  lone. 
See  note  on  Much  Ado,  &c.  vol.  ii.  p.  S64. — Stbevbns.  ,    ,        ,  y.  .  *♦ 

^  By  the  mouserfoot  I  will ;— So  in  Soliman  and  Perseda,  1509  :  «  By  cock  and  pic  and  mouMc-foot.  — 

StBC  V  BNS. 

"  Jn  the  mean  time  take  heed  of  cm'm  FtowerdaU.—K  cutter  in  old,  Unguage  meant  a  «»a^gr«-er. 
Hence  the  title  of  Cowlcy*9  play— 2%«  Cutter  of  Coleman  S<rc«r.— M  alonb. 
**  JnhonettfelloWiandataUthouart.'^A  ^ll/eitow,  inoldlanguagc,  Is  astout  wiflii.— Malohb. 
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Sir  Lane,  Mfiy,  8on  Olii^ef,  I  wHl  surely  see 
"What  youn^  Flo^erdale  hath  sent  rnilo  you. 
I  pray  God  it  be  no  quarrel. 

0/t.  Why  man,  if  be  quarrel  with  itie,  chil  give 
him  his  hands  foH. 

Enter  Flowerdju-e  Senior. 

Flow.  Sen,  God  save  vou,good  sir  Lancelot 
Str  hmnc.  Welcome,  honest  friend. 
Fiow.  Sen  To  you  and  yours  my  master  wish- 
eth  health; 
But  onto  you,  sir,  thk^  end  this  he  sends : 
There  is  the  length,  sir,  of  his  rapier ; 
And  in  that  paper  shall  you  know  fa«s  mind. 

[Delivers  a  Letter 
OIL  Here  f  chil  meet  him,  my  vriend,  chil  meet 
him. 
Sir  Lane,  Meet  htm !  you  shall  not  meet  the 

ruffian,  fie. 
OU,  An  I  do  not  meet  himt  chil  give  you  leave 
to  call  me  cut      Where  is't,  sirrah  ?  where  is't  ? 
where  isH  ? 
Ihw,  Sen,  Tbeletter  showeth  both  the  timeand 
place; 
And  if  you  he  a  man,  then  keep  your  word. 
Sir  Lane.  Sir,  he  shall  not  keep  His  word ;  he 

shall  sot  meet 
Flow.  Sen,  Why.  let  him  choose;  he^U  be  the 
better  known 
For  a  base  rascal,  and  reputed-so. 

on,  Zirrah,  8irrah»  an  \were  not  an  old  fellow, 
and  sent  after  an  errant,  chid  give  thee  some- 
thing, but  chad  he  tK>  money:  hut  hold  thee,  /or 
I  see  thou  art  somewhat  testem;  hold  thee; 
there's  vorty  shillings  :  bring  thy  master  a-veeid, 
chil  give  thee  vorty  more,  took  thou  bring  him : 
«hti  maal  him,  tell  him ;  chil  mar  his  dancing 
•tressels;  chil  use  him,  he  was  ne'er  so  used  since 
'  his  dame  bound  his  head ;  chil  mar  him  for  caper- 
ing any  more,  che  vorethee. 

Flow.  Sen^  You  seem  a  man,  sir,  stout,  and 
reaoliite; 
And  I  will  so  report,  whatever  befaU. 

Sir  Lane,  And  fall  out  ill,  assure  thy  master 
this,  ^  ^ 

m  make  him  fly  the  land,  or  use  him  worse. 
Flow.  Sen.  My  master,  sir,  deserves  not  this  of 
you; 
And  that  youll  shortly  find. 

Sir  Lane.  Thy  master  is  an  unthrift,  you  a 
knave. 
And  111  attach  you  first,  neit  clap  him  up ; 
Or  have  him  bound  unto  his  good  behaviour. 

OIL  I  would  you  were  a  sprite,  if  you  do  him 
any  harm  for  this.  An  you  do,  chil  nere  see  you, 
nor  any  of  yours,  while  chil  have  eyes  open.  What 
do  you  think,  chil  be  ab^eled  up  and  down  the 


town  for  a  measel,  and  a  KoaniMi  ?  no  die  von 
you.  Zirrah,  diH  come;  zay  no  more :  diil  com^ 
tell  him. 

Flow.  Sen.  Well,  sir,  my  master  deserves  not 
this  of  you, 
And  that  yaullshortlv  find. 

OIL  No  matter,  he  s  an  undirift ;  I  defy  hira. 
[Earii  FLOWBBDALE&aMf. 

Sir  Lane.   Now,  gentle  son,  let  me  know  the 
place. 

OIL  No^  che  vore  you. 

Sir  Lane.  Let  me  see  the  note. 

OH.  Nay,  <^il  thatch  you  for  zudh  a  trick.  Bet 
if  che  meet  him,  to ;  if  not,  «> :  chil  make  him 
know  me,  or  chil  know  why  I  shall  not ;  <iiil  vare 
the  worse. 

Sir  Lane.  What !  will  you  then  oegleot  my 
daugliter's  love? 
Ventureyour  state  and  her*s  for  a  loose  brawl  f 

OiL  Why  man,  chil  not  kill  him  :  marry  ehil 
veeie  him  too  and  i^n ;  ^  and  «>  God  be  with 
you,  vather.  What,  man  I  we  ^all  meet  lo-mor* 
row.  [Exit. 

Sir  Lane.  Who  would  have  thongbt  tie  bad 
been  so  desperate? 
Come  forth,  my  honest  servant  AnkJrthc. 

Enter  AaTioBaKE. 

Arti.  Now  what^s  the  matter  }  some  bravd  to- 
ward, I  warrant  you. 

Sir  Lane.  Go  get  me  ihy  sword  bright  soowef^ 
ed,  thy  buckler  mended.  O  for  that  knave !  that 
villain  Daffodil  would  have  done  good  jervice. 
But  to  diee— 

ArtL  Ay,  this  is  the  tridis  of  all  yoo  gentle- 
men, when  vou  btand  in  need  of  a  good  fellow. 
Ofor  that  baffbdil  /  O,  where  iihef  But  if  you 
be  angrv.  an  it  be  but  for  the  wagging  of  a  straw 
then — Out  o*  doors  with  the  knave  ;  turn  the  coot 
aver  his  ears.    T<tiis  b  the  humour  of  you  all 

Sir  Lane.  O  for  that  knave^  that  lusty  Dafibdil ! 

ArtL  Why  there  'tis  now :  our  year's  wages 
and  our  vails  will  scarce  |xiy  for  broken  swords 
and  bucklers  that  we  use  in  your  quarrels.  But 
I'll  not  fight  if  Dafibdil  be  o'  t'other  side,  that's 
flat 

Sir  Lane.  Tis  no  such  matter,  man.     Get 
weapons  roady, 
And  be  at  London  ere  the  break  of  day  : 
Watch  near  the  lodging  of  the  De'nshire  youth. 
But  be  unseen ;  and  as  be  goeth  out. 
As  he  will  go  out,  and  tlmt  very  early  without 
doubt— 

ArtL  What,  would  you  have  me  draw  npoa 
him,  as  he  goes  in  tlie  street  \ 

Sir  Lane.  Not  for  a  worid,  man. 
Into  the  fields ;  for  to  the  field  he  goes^ 


^3  Marry  chil  veeze  him  too  andagaht^Ue  means  to  say  that  he  will /ewe  him  To  phetxe  or /mm  is  to 
separate  a  twist  into  single  threads.  Sly  uses  the  same  cant  term  in  the  induction  to  the  T^in^  of  a 
Shrew  :-*-•♦  1*U  pheeu  you  In  fiUth."    See  no^e  there,  vqi.  iv.  p.  305,  edit  n78*— Maiavb, 
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There  tp  meet  the  desperate  Flowerd«Ie. 
Take  thou  the  part  of  Oliver  my  son. 
For  he  ^hoU  he  my  son,  aod  marry  Luce : 
Dost  uDderstand  me,  kiiave  ? 

drfi.  Ay,  sir,  I  do  uaderftaod  ypu ;  but  giy 
young  mistress  might  be  better  proyiided  in  match- 
up with  «iy  fellow  Daffodil. 

Sir  Lane.  No  more ;  Daffixhl  is  a  koaye.  That 
DaflMii  if  It  vaoU  ooterious  knwe, 

[Ejsit  ABTicnoxE. 

Enter  WsATHZBceox. 

Master  Weathercock,  you  come  jn  happy  tiide ; 
die  desperate  Flowerdale  hath  writ  a  cnallenge; 
and  who  thiiik  you  must  answer  it,  but  the  ]>e- 
▼onshire  man,  my  son  Oliver  ? 

Weath  .Marry,  I  am  sorry  for  it,  good  Sir  Lan- 
celot. But  if  you  will  be  ruled  \ij  me,  wc^  stay 
their  fury. 

Sir  Lane.  As  bow,  I  pray  ? 

Weath,  Marry,  I'll  tell  you ;  by  promi»ng  young 
FlowcfMe  tjhe  red^lippcd  Lnpe. 

Sir  Lane,  FU  rather  follow  ber  «nto  ber  grave. 

Weath,  Ay,  sir  Lancelot,  i  would  have  thought 

so  too; 

But  you  and  I  have  been  deeaved  iuiiim. 

Come  read  this  will,  or  deed,  or  what  vou  call  it, 

I  know  not :  come,  come,  your  spectactts^  i  pm* 

i€rhe$himthBWiU, 

JSir  Lane.  Nay,  I  th«ik  God,  I  wea  very  w^ 

Weath.  Many,  God  bk»  ymit  teyee  siaitie  have 
beea  dim  almost  these  thirt^jr  years. 

Sir  Lane.  Ha !  what  is  thisf  irlieft  ia  ibis? 

[Meads. 

Weath,  Nay,  there's  Cnpe  bve  indeed : 
He  gave  it  to  me  but  this  very  mom, 
And  ixide  me  Iceep  it  unseen  from  any  onf. 
Good  youth  I  to  see  how  men  may  be  deceived ! 
'    Sir  Lane  Passion  of  me. 
What  a  wretch  am  I  to  bale thir bvingyooth I 
He  hatk  ttademe,  together  with  oiy  Luoe 


He  loves  ao  dear^  executers  of  all 
His  wf  ali;h. 
Weat/^.  Allf  aJly  gted  mao>  he  hath  given  7011  all. 
Sir  lane  Three  ships  now  in  the  Straits  and 
home  ward- bound; 
Two  lordships  of  two  hundred  pound  a  yeart 
The  oiie  in  Wales,  the  uher  Gloucestershire  ; 
Debu  and  accounts  are  thirty  thousand  pound; 
Plate,  money,  jewels,  sixteen  thousand  more ; 
Two  housen  furnished  well  io  Colemaa-street| 
Beside  whatsoe'er  his  uncle  leaves  to  him. 
Being  of  great  domuns  and  wealth  at  Peckhamk 
Weath^  (iow  like  you  this,  good  knight?  Hq« 
like  you  this  ? 
Sir  Lane,  I  hav^e  done  bim  wrDU&  but  new  HI 
make  amends ; 
The  De*nshire  man  shall  whistle  for  a  wife* 
He  marry  Luce !  Luce  shall  be  Flowe rdale's, 
Weatk  Why  that  is  friendly  said.    JUt^  rid« 
to  Ii/wdffff, 
And  straight  prevent  their  match*  by  promisiag 
Your  daughter  to  that  lovely  lad. 
^  lane  We'll  ride  to  toodou  ;*— or  it  shall 
uotneed; 
Well  cross  to  Deptford-etmnd,  and  lake  a  boat* 
Where  be  these  knaves  ?  what.  Artichoke !  what. 
i&>p! 

Znter  Artichoke. 

^,  Here  be  Ihe  very  )bi»v6s»  bnt  not  tte 
meiry  knaves. 

^r  Xofic  Hii^taken^  <4<wk  t  TU  bave  1^  we% 
toDeptford. 

Art,  Sir,  we  have  beflfi  fooariiig  ef  oar^wordf 
and  badtlers  Ibr  your  defence. 

Sir  Lane   Defonoe  me  no  defence;  let  yovt 
ewords  met,  Til  have  ae  ighting :  ay,  let  hS^wt 
alone.    Bid  Delia  see  all  things  be  in  readlne^^ 
agatnat  the  wedding  t  well  have  two  at  ctoca;  ana . 
that  will  save  charges,  master  Weathercodc, 

Att.  Well,  we  wiU  do  it,  sir.  \fi9wnt. 


Acrnt 


SCENE  L— il  Wa^khefore^Lkvc^lmh  Boiue, 

Enter  Civet,  Frances,  and  Delia. 

Civ.  By  my  truth  tliis  is  good  lock  ;  I  thank 
God  for  this.  In  good  sooth  I  have  even  my 
hearths  desire.  Sister  Delia— now  I  may  boldly 
call  you  so,  for  your  father  hath  frank  and  freely 
given  me  his  daughter  Franke.  ^ 

Fran,  Ay,  bv  mv  troth,  Tom,  thoa  hast  my 
good  will  too;  for  I  thank  God  I  longed  for  a 


itneyecstir,  for 0119 


husband ;  and,  would  I 
whose  name  was  Tonv 

Del.  Why,  sister,  now  you  have  your  wish. 

Civ-  You  sa^r  verv  truei  sister  Delia;  and  I 
pr'ythee  call  me  nothing  but  Tom,  and  Til  call 
thee  sweetheart,  and  Franke,  Wfll  it  not  do 
well,  sister  Delia  ? 

Del  It  will  do  vei^  well  with  both  of  you. 

Ffoa..  But  Tom,  must  I  go  as  I  do  nowy  whei^ 
laminerried? 


^*  His  daughter  Franke.'^The  dimhiotlve  ef  Fraaees. 
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C»9.  No,  Frauke ;  111  have  tiiee  go  like  a  citi- 
sen,  in  a  guarded  gown  an^  a  Frj^n^  hood.  ^' 

Fran.  By  my  trodi^  that  will  be  excellent  indeed. 

Del  Brother,  maintain  yoarwifeto  yoar estate. 
Apparel  you  yourself  like  to  your  father, 
And  let  her  go  like  to  your  ancient  mother : 
He,  sparing,  got  his  wealth,  left  it  to  you. 
Brother,  take  heed  of  pride ;  it  soon  bids  thrift 
adieu. 

Civ.  So  as  my  father  and  my  mother  went  ? 
that*s  a  jest  indeed.     Why  she  went  in  a  fringed 

!j6wn,  a  unglc  ruff,  and'a  white  cap;  and  my 
ather  in  a  mocado  coat,  ^  a  pair  of  red  sattin 
sleeves,  and  a  canvas  back. 

Del.  And  yet  his  wealth  was  all  as  much  as 
yours. 

Civ,  liiy  estate,  my  estate,  I  thank  God,  is 
forty  pound  a  year  in  good  leases  and  tenements; 
besides  twenty  mark  a  year  at  Cuckolds-haven; 
and  that  com^  to  us  all  by  inheritance. 

DeL  That  may  iudeed ;  *tis  very  fitly  plied. 
I  know  uot  how  ;t  comes,  but  so  it  falls  out. 
That  those  whose  fathershave  died  wondWus  rich, 
And  took  no  pleasure  but  to  gather  wealth, 
Thinking  of  little  that  they  leave  behind 
For  them  they  hope'wHl  be  of  their  like  mind— 
But  it  fall^  out  contrary :  forty  years'  sparing 
Is  scarce  three  9eveu  years  spending;  never  caring 
What  will  ensue,  when  all  their  coin  is  gone, 
And,  all  too  late,  when  thrift  is  thought  upon^ 
Oft  have  I  heard  that  Pride  and  Riot  kissed,^ 
And  then  Repentance  cries-^  had  I  wi$t. 

Civ,  You  say  well,  sister  Delia,  you  say  well  i 
but  1  mean  to  live  within  my  bounds :  for  look 

S^u,  I  have  set  down  my  rest  thus  hr,  but  to  main- 
in  my  wife  in  her  French-hood  and  her  coach, 
keep  a  couple  of  geldings  and  a  brace  of  gre^* 
hounds ;  and  this  is  all  Til  do. 

DeL  And  you'll  dothis  with  forty  pounds  a*year? 

Civ.  Ay,  and  a  better  penny,  sister.; 

Fran.  Sister,  you  forget  that  at  CudLolds- 
haven. 

Civ.  By  my  troth,  well  remembered,  Franke ; 
ril  give  thee  that  to  buy  thee  pins. 

Del.  Keep  ^ou  the  rest  for  points.  Alas  the  day ! 
Fools  shall  have  wealth  though  all  the  world  say  nay. 


Come,  brother,  will  you  in  f  dinner  stays  fbr  us. 

Civ.  Ay,  good  sister,  with  all  my  heart. 

JVam."  Ay,  by  my  troth>  Tom,  for  I  have  a 
good  stomach. 

Civ,  And  I  the  like,  sweet  Franke.  No,  sister, 
do  not  think  I'll  go  beyond  my  bounds. 

DeL  God  grant  you  may  not.  [Exeuni. 

SCENE  IL— loik/cm.    The  Street  before  ytmng 
Flow£rdale*8  House. 

Enter  lA.  Flowsrdaie,  and  Flowzkdale 

Senior. 

Flow.  Strrah,  Kit,  tkny  thou  there ;  I  have 
sbied  sir  Lancelot  and  old  Weathercock  coming 
this  way :  they  are  hard  at  hand ;  I  will  by  no 
means  be  spoken  withal. 

Flow.  Sen.  1*11  warrant  yon :  ao,  mt  yba  in. 

[Exit  M.  Flowerdale. 

Enter  iStr  Lancelot  and  Weathercoce. 

Sir  Lane,  Now,  mv  honest  friend,  tboo  doil 
belong  to  Mr  Flowerdale  ? 

Fkwp,  Sen.  I  do,  sir. 

Sir  Lane,  Is  he  within,  my  good  fellow  ? 

Flow.  Sen.  No,  sir,  he  is  not  within. 

Sir  Lane.  I  pr'ythee^  if  he  be  within,  let  me 
speak  with  him. 

Flow.  Sen.  Sir,  to  tell  you  true,  n^  master  is 
within,  ibut  indeed  would  not  be  spoke  withal. 
There  be  some  terms  that  stand  upon  his  reputa- 
tion ;  therefore  he  will  not  admit  any  conference 
till  he  hath  shook  them  o£ 

Sir  Lane.  I  pr'ytbee  tell  him,  his  very  good 
friend,  sir  LancebK  Spuroock,  entreats  lo  speak 
with  him. 

Flow.  Sen.  By  my  troth,  sir,  if  you  come  to  take 
up  the  matter  between  my  master  and  the  De- 
vonshire man,  you  do  but  beguile  your  hopes,  and 
lose  your  labour;— 

Sir  Lane.  Honest  friend,  I  have  not  any  such 
thing  to  him.  I  come  to  speak  with  him  about 
other  matters. 

Flow.  Sen.  For  my  master,  sir,  hath  set  down  his 
resolution,  either  to  redeem  his  honour,  or  leave 
his  life  behind  him. 


*»  rU  Aooe  thee  go  Itke  a  ctHzen,  £^  a  guarded  gown  and  a  Freach  hood.^A.  gown  with  guards  or  faciin 
lo  it  seems  to  have  been  the  best  dress  of  a  city-lady  in  the  early  port  of  the  W  ceotory.  So  in  Ju  Uatrt 
IV*  F.  1.  Hotspur  requests  that  lady  Percy  will  -rv  rr~.  j  ^ 


^  leave  io  sooth 


"  And  iuch  protests  of  peeper  ginger-bread, 

**  To  velvet  g»tar4f,  §nd  Sunday  citisent.^fAJLhOvn. 

.  ^  A  mocado  coat,— This  stuff  is  mentioned  lo  several  of  the  old  plays.  So  in  the  DeviCe  Charier.  1 007 : 
*'  Yarlct  of  velvet,  old  heart  of  durance,  moccade  villain,  &c. — Stebvens. 

*7  But  had  I  wist  before  I  kissed, 

That  love  bad  been  sae  ill  to  win, 
I  had  locked  my  beart  in  a  kist  of  gold, 

4»4  pio*d  it  with  a  silver  pin. 

See  the  old  Scottish  song  entitled  ^^PFaljf  FTofy.*' 
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Sir  Lcmc,  My  friend»  I  do  not  know  any  quar^ 
rel  touching  thy  master  or  any  other  person.  My 
business  is  of  a  different  nature  to  nim;  and  I 
pr^ythee  so  tell  him. 

i'low.  Sen,  For  howsoever  the  Devonshire  man 
is,  my  master's  mind  is  bloody.  •That's  a  round 
O ; '  and  therefore,  sir,  entreaty  is  but  vain. 

Sir  Lane,  I  have  no  such  thing  to  him,  I  tell  thee 
ODce  agun. 

JY(09.  Sen,  I  will  then  so  signify  to  him. 

[Exit  Flowerdale  Senior, 

Sir  Lane,  A  drrah  !  I  see  this  matter  is  hotly 
carried ;  but  I'll  labour  to  dissuade  him  from  iu 

Enter  M.  Flowerdale,  and  Flowerdale 
Senior. 

Good  morrow,  Mr  Flowerdale. 

M,  Flow,  Good  morrow,  good  sir  Lancelot ; 
good  morrow,  master  Weathercock.  By  my  troth, 
gentlemen,  I  have  been  reading  over  Nick  Machi- 
avel ;  1  find  him  good  to  be  known,  not  to  be  fol- 
lowed. A  pestilent  human  fellow  !  I  have  made 
certain  annotations  on  hioi,  such  as  they  be.  And 
bowis't,sir  Lancelot  ?  ha !  how  is't?  A  mad  world! 
men  cannot  live  quiet  iu  it. 

Sir  Lane,  Master  Flowerdale,  I  do  understand 
there  is  some  jar  between  the  Devonshire  man 
and  you. 

Flow.  Sen,  They,  sir  ?  they  are  as  good  friends 
as  can  he. 

M,  Flow,  Who,  master  Oliver  and  I  ?  as  good 
friends  as  can  be. 

Sir  Lane,  It  b  a  kind  of  safety  in  you  to  deny 
it,  and  a  generous  silence,  which  too  few  are  en- 
dued withal :  but  sir,  such  a  thing  I  hear,  and  I 
could  wish  it  otherwise, 

M,  Flow,  No  such  thing,  sir  Lancelot,  on  my 
reputation ;  as  I  am  an  honest  man. 

Sir  Lane,  Now  I  do  believe  you  then,  if  you 
do  engage  your  reputation  there  is  none. 

M.  Flow,  Nay  I  do  not  en^e  my  reputation 
there  b  not  You  shall  not  bmd  me  to  any  con- 
dition of  hardness ;  but  if  there  be  any  thing  be- 
tween us,  then  there  is ;  if  there  be  not,  then 
there  is  not.    Be  or  be  not,  all  is  one. 

Sir  Lane,  I  do  perceive  by  tliis,  that  there  is 
something  between  you ;  and  I  am  very  sorry  for 
it 

Af.  Flow,  You  may  be  deceived,  sir  Lancelot. 
The  Italian  hath  a  pretty  saying.  Que$to — I  have 
forgot  it  too ;  'tis  out  of  my  head :  but  in  my 
translation,  if  it  hold,  thus :  If  thou  hast  a  friend, 
keep  him ;  if  a  foe,  trip  him. 

Sir  Lane.  Come,  1  do  see  by  this  there  is 
somewhat  between  you;  and,  before  God,  I 
could  wish  it  otherwise. 


M,  Flam,  Well,  what  is  between  us,  can  hardly 
be  altered.  Sir  Lancelot,  I  am  to  ride  forth  to- 
morrow. That  way  which  I  must  ride,  no  man 
must  deny  me  the  son  :  I  would  not,  by  any  par- 
ticular man,  be  denied  common  and  general  pas- 
sage. If  any  one  saith,  Flowerdale,  thou  passest 
not  this  way ;  my  answer  is,  I  must  either  on,  or 
return ;  but  return  is  not  my  word ;  I  must  on : 
if  I  cannot  then  make  my  wavt  nature  hath  done 
the  last  for  me ;  and  there's  the  fine. 

Sir  Lane,  Master  Flowerdale,  e^ry  maA  hath 
one  tongue,  and  two  ears.  Nature  in  her  building 
b  a  most  curious  work*master. 

M,  Flow,  Tliat  is  as  much  as  ta  say,,  a  man 
should  hear  more  than  he  should  speak. 

Sir  Lane,  You  say  true ;  and  indeed  I  have . 
heard  more  than  at  this  lime  I  w^U  speak. 

M,  Flow,  You  say  well. 

Sir  Ltinc,  Slanders  are  more  common  than, 
truths,  Mastei:  Flowerdale ;  but  proof  is  the  rule 
for  both. 

M,  Flow,  You  say  true.  What-do-you-call-hioa 
hath  it  there  in  hb  third  canton.  ^' 

Sir  Lane,  I  have  heard  you  have  been  wild ; 
I  have  believed  it 

M,  Flow,  Twas  fit,  'twas  necessary. 

Sir  Lane,  But  I  have  seen  somewhat  of  late 
in  youi^  that  hath  confirmed  in  me  an  opinion  of 
goodness  toward  you. 

M.  Flow,  lYaith,  sir,  I'm  sura  I  never  did  you 
harm: 
Some  good  I  have  done,  either  tn  you  or  your's, 
I  am  sure  you  know  not;  neither  is  it  my  will 
You  should. 

Sir  Lane,  Ay,  your  will,  sir. 

M,  Flow,  Ay,  my  will,  sir!— 'Sfoot,  do  you 
know  aught  of  my  will  ?  By  God,  an  you  do,  sir, 
I  am  abused. 

Sir  Lane.  Go,  master  Flowerdale;  what  I 
know,  I  know  :  and  know  you  thus  much  out  of 
my  knowledge,  that  I  truly  love  you.  For  my 
daughter,  she's  yours.  And  if  you  like  a  marriage 
better  than  a  brawl,  all  quirks  of  reputation  set 
aside,  go  with  me  presently;  and  where  yoo 
should  tight  a  bloody  battle,  you  shall  be  mairned 
to  a  lovely  lady. 

M.  Flow,  Nay  but,  sir  Lancelot 

Sir  Lane,  If  you  will  not  embrace  my  ofller, 
yet  a&sure  yourself  thus  much ;  I  will  have  order 
to  hinder  your  encounter. 

M.  Flow,  Nay,  but  hear  me,  sir  Lancelot. 

Sir  Lane,  Nay,  stand  not  you  upon  imputative 
honour.  Tis  merely  unsound,  unprofitable,  and 
idle  inference.  Your  business  is  to  wed  my 
daughter;  therefore  give  me  your  present  word 
to  do  it  rii  go  and  provide  the  maid;  therefore 


**  A  round  truth. 

^9  Inhk  third  caoton. — In  bis  third  cmt/o.-^MAiiONB. 

I  suppose  he  means  the  third  Canto  of  tl^e  first  Book  of  Spenser^s  FoiVj/  Quept,  in  Vfbich^^eife  tlandeia 
tlie  lady  C/no.— Stebvens. 
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^m^yotrpmittit  resohrtimk;  eitW  now  or 

M,  ficm.  Wilt  jTOd  MpiiC  ineto  it^ 

Air  Ltme,  Ay,  Hfbre  God,  ekhei'  take  me  now, 
or  ivkt  tttt  never.  £be  what  I  thought  shotild 
be  oor  match^  shall  be  our  parting :  so  fare  you 
well  for  ever. 

M.  Itow.  Stay;  fall  out  what  may  fall,  my 
lote  hahove  all :  I  wHI  come. 

iSir  Lane  I  eipect  you ;  and  so  fkre  yon  ivell. 
\Extunt  Sir  Lancelot  anil  WEATBsacocK. 

Fhm.  Sen.  Now,  sir,  bow  shall  we  do  for  wed- 
ding apparel  ? 

m,  Fha,  By  the  mass,  that's  true.  Now  help, 
Kit :  the  marriage  ended,  well  make  amends  for 
all. 

Flow.  Sen.  Well,  well,  no  more;  prepare  yon 
for  your  bride : 
We  win  not  want  for  clothes,  whate'er  betide. 

Jf.  Ff(m.  And  thou  shalt  see,  when  once  I 
have  my  dower, 
In  mirth  we'll  spend  foil  many  a  merry  boilr  ^ 
As  for  this  wench,  I  not  regard  a  pin ; 
It  is  her  gold  moft  brin^  my  pleasures  in.  [Exit. 

Flow,  Sen,  Is't  possible  he  hath  his  Second 
living  ?  ^ 
Forsaking  God,  himself  to  the  devil  giving? 
But  that  I  knew  his  mother  firm  and  chaste, 
My  heart  would  say,  my  head  she  had  disgraced ; 
Else  would  I  swear,  he  never  was  my  son : 
But  her  fair  mind  so  foul  a  deed  did  shun. 

Enter  Flowerdale  Jiuuor. 

Flow.  Jun.  How  now,  brother  I  how  do  you 

find  your  son } 
Flow.  Sen,  O,  brother,  heedless  as  a  libertine ; 
Even  grown  a  master  in  the  school  of  vice : 
One  that  doth  nothing,  but  invent  deceit; 
For  all  the  day  he  humours  up  and  down, 
How  be  the  next  day  might  deceive  his  friend. 
He  thinks  of  nothing  but  the  preseot  time. 
For  one  groat  ready  down,  bell  pay  a  shilling; 
Bot  then  the  lender  most  needs  stay  for  it. 
When  I  was  voung,  I  had  the  scope  of  youth, 
Both  wild  and  wanton,  careless  and  desperate ; 
But  such  mad  strains  as  he's  possessed  withal 
I  thought  it  wonder  for  to  dream  upon. 

Flow.  Jun.  I  told  you  «o,  bot  you  would  not 

believe  k. 
Flcm.  Sen.  Well,  I  have  found  it:  but  one 
thing  comfbrts  me. 
Bn>tber,  to-morrow  be  is  to  be  married 


To   beauteous  Luce,  tk  Lanc^tot  SpmcoM 
daughter. 

Fhw.Jun.  h't  possible? 

Flow.  Sen.  *Tis  true,  and  thos  I  meaa  Co  coib 
him. 
This  dat,  brother,  I  wHI  yon  shall  arrest  him  t 
If  any  thing  will  tame  him,  it  most  be  that; 
For  he  is  rank  in  mischief,  chained  to  a  life   * 
That  will  increase  his  shame,  and  kill  his  wifie. 

Flow.  Jun.  What,  arrest  him  od  hk  wedding 
day?  That 
Were  an  unchristian,  and  inhuman  part. 
How  many  couple,  even  for  that  very  daj, 
Have  purchased  seven  years'  sorrow  afterward ! 
Forbear  it  then  to-day ;  do  it  to-morrow ; 
And  this  day  mingle  not  his  joy  with  sorrow. 

Flow.  Sen.  Brother,  Fll  have  it  done  thb  very 
day, 
And  in  the  view  of  all,  as  he  comes  from  churdi. 
Do  but  observe  the  course  that  he  will  take ; 
Upon  my  life  be  will  forswear  the  debt. 
And,  for  we'll  have  the  sum  shall  not  be  riight. 
Say  that  he  owes  you  near  three  thousand  pound : 
Good  brother,  let  it  be  done  immediatdj. 

Flow.  Jun.  Well,  seeine  you  will  have  it  so, 
Brother,  Fll  do*t,  and  straieht  provide  the  shrieve. 

Flow.  Sen.  So,  brother,  by  this  means  shall  we 
perceive 
What  sir  Lancelot  in  this  pinch  will  do, 
And  how  his  wife  doth  stand  afiected  to  him, 
(Her  kive  will  then  be  tried  to  the  uttermost) 
And  all  the  rest  of  them.  Brother,  what  I  will  do, 
Shall  harm  him  much,  and  much  avail  him  too. 

lExeunt. 

SCENE  III.— il  Highroad  near  London, 
Enter  Oliver  ;  afterwards  Sir  Abthub  Gresh- 

SfllELB. 

OH.  Cham  assured  thick  be  the  place  that  die 
scoundrel  appointed  to  meet  me.  If  'a  come,  to : 
if  'a  come  not,  zo.  And  che  were  aviso  he  would 
make  a  co^strel  on  us,  ^  ched  veese  him,  and  ched 
van^  him  m  hand ;  che  would  hovst  him,  and  give 
it  him  to  and  again,  zo  chud.  Who  been  'a  there? 
sir  Arthur  ?  chil  stay  aside.  [Goes  aside. 

Sir  Arth.  I  have  dog'd  che  De'nshire  man  into 

the  field, 
tor  fear  of  any  harm  that  should  befal  him. 
1  had  an  inkling  of  that  yesternight. 
That  Flowerdaie  and  be  should  meet  this  mora- 

iog. 


3^  WtpotsiblehelutUihU  second  liviog  ?— Is  it  possible  that  his  fellow,  one  equally  abandoned,  Is  to  be 
firand  on  earth  ? — Malonb. 

3>^nd  che  were  avise  he  would  make  a  coystrel  on  itf.— If  I  were  aware,  if  I  tboof^t,  that  he  jotended  to 
treat  me  like  a  mtan  person.-— On  for  df.  A  coystrel  or  custrel^  (CouttiVd'er,  Fr.)  is  properly  the  lervaat 
of  a  man  at  arms,  or  llf^•gnard  of  a  prince.  Each  of  the  life-guards  of  Kiqg  Henry  VI  il.  had  a  eustret 
thvt  atttaAed  a^  him.    Hcaca  U  came  to  signify  a  low  mean  aum. 


Anonymous.] 


LONDON  PRODIGAL. 


585 


Thoe^>  of  tny  soul,  Oliver  fears  him  not, 
Yet  for  rd  see  fair  play  on  either  side, 
Made  me  to  come,  to  see  their  valours  tried- 
Good  morrow  to  roaster  Oliver. 

Oti,  God  and  good  morrow. 

Sir  Artk,  What,  master  Oliver,  are  you  angry  ? 

OIL  What  an  it  be,  tyt  and  grieven  you  ? 

Sir  Arth.  Not  me  at  all,  sir;  but  I  imagine  by 
Yoar  being  here  thus  armed,  you  stay  for  some 
That  you  should  fight  withal. 

OIL  Why  an  he  do  ?  che  would  not  dezire  you 
to  take  his  part. 

Sir  Arth,  No,  by  my  troth,  I  think  you  need 
it  not; 
For  he  you  look  for,  I  think,  means  not  to  <H)me. 

Oli.  No !  an  che  were  assure  of  that,  ched 
vee^  him  in  another  place. 

Enter  Daffodil. 

Daffi  O,  sir  Arthur,  master  Oliver,  ah  me ! 
Your  love,  and  your's,  and  mine,  sweet  mistress 

Luce, 
This  mom  is  married  to  young  Flowerdale. 

Sir  Arth,  Married  to  Flowerdale !  'tis  impos- 
sible. 

OIL  Married,  man^  che  hope  thou  dost  but 
jest,  to  make  a  viowten  merriment  of  it. 

Daffl  O  'tis  too  true  !  here  comes  his  uncle. 

£nteT  Flowerdale  Junior,  with  Sheriff'  and 
Officers, 

Flow.  Jun,  Good  morrow,  sir  Arthur;  good 
morrow,  master  Oliver. 

Oli.  God  and  good  morn,  master  Flowerdale. 
I  pray  you  telien  us,  is  your  scoundrel  kinsman 
married  ? 

Flow,  Jun,  Master  Oliver,  call  him  what  you 
will,  but  he  is  married  to  sir  Lancelot's  daughter 
here. 

Sir  Arth,  Unto  her? 

OIL  Ay,  ha'  the  old  vellow  zerved  me  thick  a 
trick  ?  why  man,  he  was  a  promise,  chil  chud  *a 
had  her :  is  'a  xutch  a  vox  ?  chil  look  to  his  water, 
che  vore  him. 

Flow.  Jun.  The  music  plays ;  they  are  coming 
from  the  church. 
Sheriff,  do  your  office :  fellows,  stand  stoutly  to  it. 

Enter  Sir  Lancelot  Spurpock,M.  Flowerdale, 
Weathercock,  Civet,  Luce,  Frances,  Flow- 
erdale Senior^  and  A^tendantt, 

OIL  God  give  you  joy,  as  the  old  zaid  proverb 
is^  and  some  zorfow  among.  You  met  us  well, 
did  you  not? 

Sir  Isnfi,  NtLy,  be  not  angry,  sir ;  the  fault  is 
in  me.  I  have  done  all  the  wrong;  kept  him  from 
coming  to  the  field  to  you,  as  I  might,  sir ;  for  1 
am  a  justice,  and  sworn  to  keep  the  peace. 

Weath,  Ay,  marry,  is  he,  sir,  a  very  justice,  and 
sworn  to  keep  the  peace  :  you  must  not  disturb 
the  weddings. 

Sir  Lane.  Nay,  never  frown  nor  storm,  sir ;  if 
you  do,  ril  have  au  order  token  for  you, 

YPL.  I. 


OU,  Well,  well,  chil  be  quiet 

Weath.  Master  Flowerdale,  sir  Lancelot ;  look 
you  who  here  is  ?  master  Flowerdale. 

Sir  Lane,  Master  Flowerdale,  welcome  with 
all  my  heart. 

M,  Flow.  Uncle,  this  is  she,  iYaith.— Master 
Under-sheriff,  arrest  me  r  At  whose  suit  ? — Draw, 
Kit. 

Flow.  Jun,  At  my  suit,  sir. 

Sir  Lane,  Why,  what's  the  matter,  master 
Flowerdale? 

Flow.  Jan.  This  is  the  matter,  sir.  This  un-^ 
thrift  here  hath  cozened  you,  and  hath  had  of 
me,  in  several  sums,  three  thousand  pound. 

Af.  Flow,  Why,  uncle,  uncle. 

Flaw,  Jun,  Cousin,  cousin,  you  have  uncled 
me ;  and  if  you  be  not  staid,  you'll  prove  a  co* 
zener  unto  all  that  know  you. 

Sir  Lane,  Why,  sir,  suppose  he  be  to  you  in 
debt 
Ten  thousand  pound,  his  state  to  me  appears 
To  be  at  least  three  thousand  by  the  year. 

Flow.  Jun.  Of  sir,  I  was  too  late  mfoimed  of 
that  plot ; 
How  that  he  went  about  to  cozen  you, 
And  formed  a  will,  and  sent  it 
To  your  good  friend  there,  master  Weathercock, 
In  which  was  nothing  true,  but  brags  and  lies. 

Sir  Lane.  Ha !  hath  he  not  such  lordships, 
lands,  and  ships  ? 

Flow,  Jun.  Not  worth  a  groat,  not  worth  a 
half-penny,  he. 

Sir  Xaitc.  I  pray  tell  us  true ;  be  plain,  yoimg 
Flowerdale. 

M,  Flow,  My  uncle  here's  mad,  and  disposed 
to  do  me  wrong ;  but  here's  my  man,  an  honest 
fellow  by  the  Lord,  and  of  good  credit,  knows  all 
is  true. 

Flow,  Sen,  Not  I,  sir;  I  am  too  old  to  lie.    I 
rather  know 
You  forged  a  will,  where  every  line  you  writ. 
You  studied  where  to  quote  your  lands  might  lie. 

Weath^  And,  I  pr'ythee,  where  be  they,  liouest 
friend  ? 

Flow.  Sen.  I'faith  no  where,  sir,  for  he  hath 
none  at  all. 

Weath.  Benedicite!   We  are  o'cr-reached,  I 
believe. 

Sir  Lane,  I  am  cozened,  and  my  hopefullest 
child  undone. 

M.  Flow.  You  are  not  cozened,  nor  is  she  un- 
done. 
They  slander  me ;  by  this  lighti  they  slander  me. 
Look  you,  my  uncle  here's  an  usurer, 
And  viould  undo  me;  but  I'll  stand  in  law; 
Do  you  but  bail  me,  you  shall  do  no  more  : 
You,  brother  Givel,  and  master  Weathercock,  da 

but  bail  me, 
Ai\cl  let  me  have  my  marriage  money  paid  roe. 
And  we'll  ride  ciowu,  and  your  own  eyes  shall  see 

IHow  my  poor  tenants  there  will  welcome  me. 
You  shall  but  bail  me,  yo^  shall  do  no  more  -. — 
And  you,  you  greedy  gnat,  their  ba^l  will  aei^vc  ^ 
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Flow,  Jun,  Ajy  sir,  HI  ask  no  better  bail. 

Sir  Lane.  No,  sir,  you  shall  uot  take  my  bail, 
nor  his, 
Nor  roy  son  Civet's :  111  not  be  cheated,  I. 
Shrieve,  take  your  prisoner ;  Fll  not  deal  with  hiro. 
Let  his  uncle  make  false  dice  vvith  his  false  bones ; 
I  will  not  have  to  do  with  him  :  mocked,  gulled, 

and  wronged ! 
Come,  ^\t\^  though  it  be  late,  it  falls  out  well ; 
lliou  shalt  not  live  with  him  in  beggar's  hell. 

Luce,  He  is  my  husband,  and  high  heaven  dotb 
know 
With  what  unwillingness  I  went  to  church  ; 
But  you  enforced  me,  you  compelled  me  to  it. 
The  holy  church-man  pronounced  these  words 

but  now, 
**  I  must  not  leave  roy  husbnnd  in  distress :" 
Now  I  must  comfort  him,  not  go  with  you. 

Sir  Lane.  Comfort  a  cozener!  on  my  curse 
forsake  him. 

Luce,  This  day  you  caused  me  ou  your  curse 
to  take  him. 
Do  not,  I  pray,  my  grieved  soul  oppress : 
God  knows,  my  heart  doth  bleed  at  his  distress. 

Sir  Lane,  O,  master  Weathercock, 
I  must  confess  I  forced  her  to  this  match, 
Led  with  opinion  his  false  will  was  true. 

Weath.  Ah,  he  hath  o'er-reached  me  too. 

Sir  Lane.  She  might  have  lived 
Like  Delia,  in  a  happy  virgin's  state. 

Del,  Father,  be  patient :  sorrow  comes  too  late. 

Sir  Lane.  And  on  her  knees  she  begged  and 
did  entreat. 
If  she  must  needs  taste  a  sad  marriage  life. 
She  craved  to  be  sir  Arthur  Greenshield's  wife. 

Sir  Arth.  You  have  done  her  and  me  the 
greater  wrong. 

Sir  Lane.  O,  take  her  yet. 

Sir  Arth.  Not  I.  •  ^ 

Sir  Lane.  Or,  master  Oliver,  accept  my  child, 
And  half  my  wealth  is  yours. 

on.  No,  sir,  chil  break  no  laws. 

Luce,  Never  fear,  she  will  not  trouble  yoo, 

Del.  Yet,  sister,  in  this  pnssion 
Do  not  run  headlong  to  confusion : 
You  may  affect  him,  though  not  follow  him. 

Fran.  Do,  sister ;  hang  him,  let  him  go. 

Weath.  Do  'faith,  mistress  Luce ;  leave  him. 

Luce,  You  are  three  gross  fools;  pray  lex  me 
atone : 
I  swear,  I'il  live  with  him  in  all  his  moan. 

on.  But  an  he  have  his  legs  at  liberty, 
Chnm  avtard  he  will  never  live  with  you. 

Sir  Arth.  Ay,  but  he  is  now  in  huckster's  hand- 
ling for  ruuuing  away.  ^* 


<Sir  Lane.  Huswife,  yon  hear  bow  yoo  and  I 
are  wronged. 
And  if  you  will  redress  it  yet,  you  may  : 
But  if  you  stand  on  terms  to  follow  hioiy 
Never  come  near  my  sight,  nor  look  on  me  ; 
Call  roe  not  father,  look  not  for  a  ^roRt; 
For  all  thy  portion  I  will  this  day  give 
Unto  thy  sister  Frances. 

Fran,  How  say  you  to  tha^  Tom?  [to  CivetJ 
I  shall  have  a  good  deal :  besides,  I'll  be  a  good 
wife;  and  a  good  wife  b  a  good  thing,  1  can  tell. 

Civ,  Peace,  Franke.  I  would  be  sorry  to  se* 
thy  sister  cast  away,  as  I  am  a  gentleman. 

Sir  Lane,  What,  are  vou  yet  resolved  ? 

Luice,  Yes,  I  am  resolved. 

Sir  Lane.  Come  then  away ;  or  now,  or  never 
come. 

Luce,  Thb  way  I  turn ;  go  you  unto  your  feast; 
And  I  to  weep,  tliat  am  with* grief  opprest. 

Sir  Lane,  lor  ever  fly  my  sight :  Come,  gcnde- 
onen. 
Let's  in ;  I'll  help  you  to  far  better  wives  than 

her. 
Delia,  upon  my  lilessing  talk  liot  to  her. 
Base  baggage,  in  such  haste  to  beggary  ! 

Flow,  Jun,  Sheriff,  take  your  prisoner  to  your 
charge. 

M.  Flow.  Uncle,  by  God,  you  have  used  roe 
verv  hardly,  by  my  troth,  upon  niy  wedding-day. 

[Exeunt  Sir  LAifCELOT,CivET,  Weathercock, 
Frances,  Delia,  and  their  Attendants. 

Luce.  O,  master  Fiowerdale,  but  hear  me  spi^k. 
[To  Flowerdalt-  Junior, 
Stay  but  a  little  while,  good  master  sheriff; 
If  not  for  him,  for  my  nke  pity  him. 
Good  sir,  stop  not  your  ears  at  my  complaint ; 
My  voice  grows  weak,  for  women's  words  are 
faint. 

M,  Flow.  Look  you,  uncle,  she  kneels  to  you. 

Flow.  Jun,  Fair  maid,  for  you,  I  love  jou  with 
my  heart. 
And  grieve,  sweet  soul,  thy  fortune  is  so  bad. 
That  thou  shonld'st  match  with  such  a  graceless 

youth. 
Go  to  thy  father,  think  not  upon  him, 
Whom  hell  hath  marked  to  be  the  son  of  shame. 

Luce.  Impute  his  wildness,  sir,  unto  his  youth, 
And  think  that  now's  the  time  he  doth  repent. 
Alas,  what  good  or  gain  can  you  receive, 
To  imprison  him  that  nothing  hath  to  pay? 
And  where  nought  is,  the  king  doth  lose  his  due: 
O  pity  him,  aS  God  shall  pity  }rou. 

Flow,  Jun.  Lady,  1  know  ms  humours  all  tof 
well ; 
And  nothing  in  the  world  can  do  him  good. 


^*  In  huckster^  hanilfng, — Huckntert  being  petty  tradesmen,  and  consequently  tcnaciows  of  their  f«f- 
toaerii,  ttieir  prices,  and  their  gains,  in  that  point  of  view  resemhle  hailifl^,  who  hold  fast  the  person 
whom  iliey  ba^c  seiaed.  For  running  away,  has  the  same  meaning  as  from  running  away.  In  cant  lan- 
guagr,  a  person  in  coninement  is  still  said  to  he  t^poiled/vr  a  runner.  Some  acc^uaiutance  with  the  valvar 
toague  is  necebsary  towards  the  eiplanation  of  this  phiy. — Stebve  ji  s. 
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But  misery  itself  to  chain  him  with. 

Luct,  Sav  that  your  debt  were  paid,  then  b  he 
free? 

Flow,  Jun.  Ay,  ▼irgin;  that  being  answered^  I 
have  dooe. 
But  to  him  that  is  all  as  impossible, 
As  I  to  scale  the  high  pyramids. 
Sheri£(  take  your  prisoner:  maiden,  fare  thee 
well. 

Luce.  Oy  go  not  yet,  good  master  Flowerdale : 
T^e  my  word  for  the  debt,  my  word,  my  bond. 

3f.  FUno,  Ay,  by  God,  uncle,  and  my  bond  too. 

Luce.  Alas,  I  ne'er  ought  nothing  but  I  paid  it ; 
And  I  can  work :  alas,  he  can  do  nothing. 
I  have  some  friends  perhaps  will  pity  me: 
His  chiefest  friends  ao  seek  his  misery. 
All  that  I  can,  or  beg,  get,  or  receive, 
Shall  be  for  you.    O  do  not  turn  away : 
Methinks^  within,  a  face  so  reverend. 
So  well  experienced  in  this  tottering  world, 
Should  have  some  feeling  of  a  m^den's  grief: 
For  my  sake,  his  father's  and  your  brother^s  sake, 
A^,  for  your  soul's  sake,  that  doth  hope  for  joy, 
Pity  my  state ;  do  not  two  souls  destroy. 

Flow.  Jan.  Fair  roAid,  stand  up :  not  in  regard 
of  him. 
But  in  pity  of  thy  hapless  choice,  I 
Do  release  him. — Master  sheriff,  I  thank  you ;~ 
And,  officers,  there  is  for  you  to  drink. — 
Here,  maid,  take  this  money ;  there  is  a  hundred 

angels : — 
And,  for  I  will  be  sure  he  shall  not  have  it. 
Here,  Kester,  take  it  you,  and  use  it  sparingly ; 
But  let  not  her  have  any  want  at  all. — 
Dry  your  eyes,  niece ;  do  not  too  much  lament 
For  him,  whose  life  hath  been  in  riot  spent; 
If  well  he  useth  thee,  he  gets  him  friends, 
If  ill,  a  shameful  end  on  him  depends. 

[Exit  Flowerdale  Junior. 

M,  Flow.  A  plague  go  with  you  for  an  old  for- 
nicator ! — Come,  Kit,  the  money ;  come,  honest 
Kitu 

Flow,  Sen.  Nay,  by  my  faith,  sir,  you  shall  par- 
don me. 

M.  Flow.  And  why,  sir,  pardon  you  ?  Give  me 
the  money,  you  old  rascal,  or  I  will  make^ou. 

Luce.  Pray  hold  your  hands; — give  it  him,  ho- 
nest friend. 

Flow,  Sen.  If  you  be  so  content,  with  all  my 
heart.  [Gives  the  Money, 

M.  Flow.  Content,  sir?  'sblood  she  shall  be 
content,  whether  she  will  or  no.  A  rattle-baby 
come  to  follow  me !  Goy  get  you  gone  to  the 
greasy  chuff  your  father :  bring  me  your  dowry, 
or  never  look  on  me. 

Flow.  Sen.  Sir,  she  hath  forsook  her  father,  and 
•11  her  friends,  for  you. 

M.  Flow,  Hang  thee,  her  friends,  and  father, 
all  together ! 

Flow.  Sen,  Yet  part  with  something  to  provide 
lier  lodging. 


M.  Flow.  Yes,  I  mean  to  part  with  her  and 
you ;  but  if  I  part  with  one  angel,  hang  me  at  a 

r>st.    ril  rather  throw  them  at  a  cast  of  dice,  as 
have  done  a  thousand  of  their  fellows. 
Flow.  Sen.  Nay  then  I  will  be  plain  t  degene- 
rate bov. 
Thou  hadst  a  father  would  have  been  ashamed— 
M.  Flow.  My  father  was  an  ass,  an  old  a^ 
Flow.  Sen.  Thy  &ther?  thou  proud  licentious 
villain !  — 
What,  are  you  at  your  foils?  1*11  foil  with  yOm 
Luce.  Good  sir,  forbear  him. 
Flow.  Sen.  Did  not  this  whining  woman  hang  . 
on  me, 
I'd  teach  thee  what  it  «yas  to  abuse  thy  father. 
Go  hang,  beg,  starve,  dice,  game ;  that  when  all'd 

gone. 
Thou  may'st  af^r  despair,  and  liang  thyself. 
Luce.  O,  do  not  curse  him  ! 
Flow.  Sen,  I  do  not  curse  him ;  and  to  pray  for 
him  were  vain : 
It  grieves  me  that  he  bears  his  father's  same. 

M.  Flow.  Well,  you  old  rascal,  I  shall  meet 
with  you.  Sirrah,  get  you  gone ;  I  will  not  strip 
the  livery  over  your  ears,  because  you  paid  for  it: 
but  do  not  use  my  name,  sirrah,  do  you  hear? 
Look  you,  do  not  use  my  name,  you  were  best. 

Flow.  Sen.  Pay  me  tlie  twenty  pound  then  that 
1  lent  you,  or  give  me  security  when  I  may  have 
it. 

M.  Flow,  m  pay  thee  not  a  penny. 
And  for  security  I'll  give  thee  none. — 
Minckins,  look  you  do  not  follow  me ;  look  yon 

do  not : 
If  you  do,  begpar,  I  shall  slit  your  nose. 
Luce.  Alas!  wliat  shall  I  do ? 
M.  Flow.  Why,  turn  whore r'that's  a  good  trade  ; 
And  so  perhaps  I'll  see  thee  now  and  then. 

[Exit  M.  Flowerdale. 
Luce.  Alas  the  day  that  ever  I  was  born  ! 
Flow,  Sen,  Sweet  mistress^  do  not  weep ;  I'U 

stick  to  you. 
Luce.  Alas,  my  friend,  I  know  not  what  to  do. 
My  father  and  my  friends,  they  have  despised  me; 
And  I  a  wretched  maid,  thus  cast  away. 
Know  neither  where  to  go,  nor  what  to  say. 
Flow,  Sen.  It  grieves  me  at  the  soul,  to  see  her 
tears 
Thus  stain  the  crimson  roses  of  her  cheeks.-— 
Lady,  take  comfort ;  do  not  mourn  in  vain. 
I  have  a  little  living  in  this  town, 
The  which,  I  think,  comes  to  a  hundred  pound  ^ 
All  that  and  more  shall  be  at  your  dispose, 
ril  straight  go  help  you  to  some  Grange  disguise^ 
And  place  you  in  a  service  in  this  town. 
Where  you  shall  know  all,  vet  yourself  unknown. 
Come,  grieve  no  more,  where  no  help  can  be 

had ; 
Weep  not  for  him,  that  is  more  worse  than  bad. 
Luce.  I  thank  you,  sir. 

IFjceuni. 
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ACT  IV. 


SCENE  L— -4  Room  in  Sir  Lakcelot  Spur- 
cock's  House  in  Kent. 

Enter  Sir  Lancelot,  Sir  Arthur,  Oliver, 
Weathercock,  Civet,  Frances,  and  Delia. 

OH,  Well,  cha  'a  bin  zarved  many  a  sluttish 
trick,  but  such  a  lerripoop  as  thick  ych  wta  ne'er 
yzarved. 

Sir  Lane.  Son  Civet,  daughter  Frances,  bear 
with  me : 
You  see  how  I'm  pressed  down  with  inward  grief 
About  that  luckless  girl,  your  sister  Luce. 
But  'tis  fallen  out 

With  me,  as  with  many  families  beside ; 
They  are  most  unhappy,  that  are  most  beloved. 

Ci'd.  Father,  'tis  so,  'tis  even  fallen  out  so. 
But  what  remedy  ?  set  hand  to  your  heart. 
And  let  it  pass.    Here  is  your  ciaughter  Frances 
And  I ;  and  well  not  say,  we  will  bring  forth 
As  witty  children,  but  as  pretty  children 
As  ever  she  was,  though  she  had  the  prick 
And  praise  for  a  pretty  wench :  "  But  father. 
Dun  is  the  mouse ;  ^*  you'll  conie  ? 

Sir  Lane.  Ay,  son  Civet,  I'll  come. 

Civ.  And  you,  master  Oliver? 

on.  Ay,  for  che  a  vext  out  this  veast,  cbil  see  if 
ft  gan  make  a  better  veast  there. 

Civ,  And  you.  Sir  Arthur? 

Sir  Arth.  Ay,  sir,  although  my  heart  be  full, 
Fll  be  a  partner  at  your  wedding  feast 

Civ.  And  welcome  all  indeed,  and  welcome.--- 
Come,  Franke,  are  you  ready  ? 

Fran.  Jesu,  how  hasty  these  husbands  are ! 

I  pray,  father,  pray  to  God  to  bless  me, 

'    Sir  Lane.  God  bless  thee!   and  I  do.    God 

make  thee  v^ise ! 
Send  you  both  Joy !  I  wish  it  wiih  wet  eyes. 

Fran.  But,  father,  shall  not  my  sister  Delia  go 
along  with  us  ?  she  is  excellent  good  at  cookery, 
and  such  things. 

Sir  Lane.  Yes,  marry  shall  she :— Delia,  make 
you  ready. 


Del.  I  am  ready,  sir.  I  will  first  go  to  Green- 
wich ;  from  thence  to  my  cousin  Chesterfield's^ 
and  so  to  London. 

Civ.  It  shall  suffice,  good  sister  Delia,  it  shall 
suffice;  but  fail  us  not,  good  sister :  give  order  to 
cooks  and  others ;  for  I  would  not  have  my  sweet 
Franke  to  soil  her  fingers. 

Fran.  No,  by  my  troth,  not  I.  A  gentlewo- 
man, and  a  married  gentlewoman  too,  to  be  com- 
panion to  cooks  and  kitchen-bo^s !  Not  I,  i'faith  ; 
I  scorn  that. 

Cvo,  Why,  I  do  not  mean  thou  shalt,  sweet- 
heart; thou  seest  I  do  not  go  about  it  Well, 
farewell  to  you. — God*s  pity,  master  Weather- 
cock !  we  shall  have  your  company  too  ? 

Weath.  With  all  my  heart,  for  I  love  good 
cheer. 

Ci^.  Well,  God  be  with  you  all. — Come,  Franke. 

Fran.  God  be  with  you,  father;  God  be  with 
yon. — Sir  Arthur,  master  Oliver,  and  master  Wea- 
thercock, sister,  God  be  with  you  all :  God  be 
with  you,  father;  God  be  with  you  every  one. 

[Exeunt  Civet  antf  Frances. 

Weatlu  Why,  how  now.  Sir  Arthur?  all  a-mort  ? 
Master  Oliver,  how  now,  man  ? 
Cheerly,  Sir  limcelot ;  and  merrily  say. 
Who  can  hold  that  will  away? 

Sir  Lane.  Ay,  she  is  gone  indeed,  poor  girl,  un- 
done; 
Bnt  when  theyll  be  self-willed,  children  must 
smart. 

Sir  Arth.  But,  sir. 
That  she  is  wronged,  you  are  the  chiefest  cause ; 
Therefore,  'tis  reason  you  redress  her  wrong, 

Weath.  Indeed  you  must,  Sir  Lancelot,  yon 
must. 

Sir  Lane.  Must  ?  Who  can  compel  me,  master 
Weathercock  ?  I  hope  I  may  do  what  I  list 

Weath.  I  grant  you  may;  you  may  do  what  you 
list. 

OU.  Nay,  but  an  you  be  well  avisen,  it  were  not 
good,  by  this  vitimpolness  and  vrowardness,  to 
cast  away  as  pretty  a  Dowsabel  as  an  chould 


iaJt^J^!^Mr^'  ^""^  ^  ^"^^  ''"''  praiie/or  a  pretty  weticfc.— Though  the  was  marktd  as  a  pretty  girt  So 

«•  These  many  then  ihall  die ;  their  names  are  prick'd.    Ma  lone. 

AmTbuII  ^  *^  ^^^^^  '*"*'  praise.— This  alliterative  ezpressioo  occars  in  Ulpian  Fulwell's  poem  oa 

"  Whose  princely  praise  hath  pierced  the  pricke 
And  price  of  endless  fame." 

To  have  tke  prick,  was  to  pin  the  priac  in  archery.    The  prick  was  the  mark  shot  at.     Steevkns. 
meo  and'julUt^  moiae.— This  proverbial  ezpresiion  ficquently  occure  io  our  ancient  dramas,    bo  in  K*- 
«*  Tut !  dun's  the  mouse ;  the  constable's  own  word."    Malone. 
HsmgQ  and  Juliet,  last  edit  p.  34.    Stsevens. 
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chance  to  see  in  a  sammer's  day:  Chil  tell  you 
what  chall  do;  chill  go  spy  up  aod  down  the  town, 
and  see  if  I  can  hear  any  tale  or  tydings  of  her, 
and  take  her  away  from  thick  a  roessel ;  vor  cham 
assured,  he*Il  but  bring  her  to  the  spoil ;  and  so 
vare  you  well.    We  shall  meet  at  your  son  Ci- 

Sir  Lane,  I  thank  you^  sir ;  I  take  it  yery  kind- 

.Sir  Arth.  To  find  her  out,  HI  spend  my  dearest 
blood; 
So  well  I  loved  her,  to  afiect  her  good. 

[Ejfeunt  CivBT  and  Sir  Arthur. 
Sir  Lane.  O  master  Weathercock,  what  hap 
had  I 
To  force  my  daughter  from  master  Oliver, 
And  this  ^)od  knight,  to  one  that  hath  no  good- 
ness 
In  his  thought ! 

Weath.  Ill  luck:  bat  what  remedy  ? 
Sir  Lane.  Yes,  I  have  almost  devised  a  remedy : 
Young  Flowerdale  is  sure  a  prisoner. 
Weath,  Sure ;  nothing  more  sure. 
iSir  Lane.  And  yet  perhaps  bis  uncle  hath  re- 
leased him. 
Weath.  It  may  be  very  like ;  no  doubt  he  hath. 
Sir  Lane.  Well,  if  he  be  in  prison,  I'll  have  war- 
rants 
To  'tach  my  daughter  till  the  law  be  tried ; 
Por  I  will  sue  him  upon  cozenage. 

Weath.  Marry  may  you,  and  overthrow  him  too. 

Sir  Lane.  Nay,  that's  not  so ;  I  may  chance  to 

be  scored, 

And  sentence  past  with  him. 

Weath.  Believe  me,  so  it  may ;  therefore  take 

heed. 
Sir  Lane.  Well  howsoever,  yet  I  will  have  war- 
rants; 
In  prison,  or  at  liberty,  all's  one : 
You  will  help  to  serve  them,  master  Weathercock  ? 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IL— -4  Street  in  London. 

Enter  M.  Flowerdale. 

M.  Flaw.  A  plague  of  the  devil !  the  devil  take 
the  dice  !  the  dice  and  the  devil  and  his  dam  go 
together!  Of  all  my  hundred  golden  angels,  I 
have  not  left  me  one  denier.  A  pox  of  comey  a 
five !  ^'  What  shall  I  do  ?  I  can  borrow  no  more 
of  my  credit :  there's  not  any  of  my  acquaintance, 


man  nor  boy,  but  I  have  borrowed  more  or  less 
of.  I  would  I  knew  where  to  take  a  good  purse, 
and  go  clear  away ;  by  this  light  I'll  venture  for 
iU'God's-lid,  my  sister  Delia !  I'll  rob  her,  by 
this  hand. 

Enter  Delia  an<^  Artichoke. 

DeL  I  pr'y thee,  Artichoke,  go  not  so  fast ; 
The  weather's  hot,  and  I  am  something  wearv. 

Art,  Nay,  I  warrant  you,  mistress  I^Ka,  r)l  sot 
tire  you  with  leading ;  we'll  go  an  extreme  mode- 
rate pace. 

M.  Flow.  Stand ;  deliver  your  purse. 
Art.  O  lord,  thieves,  thieves ! 

[E^it  Artichoke. 
M.  Flow.  Come,  come,  your  purse;  lady,  your 

purse. 
DeL  That  voice  1  have  heard  often  before  thif 
time. — 
What,  brother  Flowerdale  become  a  thief! 
M.  Flow.  Ay,  plague  on't,  I  thank  your  father; 
but,  sister. 
Come,  your  money,  come.    What ! 
The  world  must  find  me ;  I  am  bom  to  live ; 
Tis  not  a  sin  to  steal  where  none  will  give. 
DeL  O  God,  is  all  grace  banished  from  thy 
heart! 
Think  of  the  shame  that  doth  attend  this  fact. 
M.  Flow.  Shame  me  no  shames.    Come,  give 
me  your  purse; 
ni  bind  you,  sister,  lest  1  fare  the  worse. 
DeL  No,  bind  me  not:  hold,  there  is  all  I 
have; 
And  would  that  money  wonld  redeem  thy  shame. 

Enter  Oliver,  Sir  Arthur,  an(/  AaricHOKE. 

Art.  Thieves,  thieves,  thieves ! 

OIL  Thieves !  where,  man  ? — why,  how  now, 
mistress  Delia !  Ha'  you  yliked  to  been  yrobb'd  } 

DeL  No,  master  Oliver;  'tis  master  Flower- 
dale; he  did  but  jest  with  me. 

OU.  How,  Flowerdale!  that  scoundrel  ?  SrrRhy 
you  meten  us  well ;  vang  thee  that.  ^ 

JStriket  him. 
le  with  you, 
becaut»e  I  have  a  charge. 

DeL  Here,  brother  Flowerdale,  Til  lend  you 
this  same  money. 

M.  Flow.  I  thank  yon,  sister. 
OU.  I  vrad  you  were  ysplit, ''  an  you  let  the 
messel  have  a  penny ;  but  nnce  you  cannot  keep 
it,  chil  keep  it  myself. 


35  J  p0x  o/come,  a  Awe  I— At  hazard,  the  players  frequently,  as  they  are  casting,  invocate  the  dice.r- 
IfAiiOtia. 

3*  Vang  thee  that.— To  vang^  in  the  Devonshire  jargon,  is  to  take  or  receive.-— Ma  lone. 

37  I  wad  you  were  yBpl\L—ln  the  Western  dialect  y  is  fireqaently  prefixed  to  participles  passive,  as 
ybeen,  ydoiie,  &c.    So,  In  Ben  JonsoD*s  Tale  of  a  Tub, 

♦*  There  is  John  Clay  who  ii  yfiund already." 
See  Junii  Etjfmol,  letter  Y.— Malohk. 
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■Sir  Arth.  Tis  pity  to  relieve  him  in  this  sort, 
Who  makes  a  triumphant  life  his  daily  sport 

Del.  Brother,  you  see  how  all  men  censure  yoo. 
Farewell;  and  I  pray  God  amend  your  life. 

OH.  Come,  chil  bring  you  along,  and  you,  safe 

enough  from  twenty  such  scoundrels  as  thick  a 

one  IS.     Farewell,  and  be  hanged,  zyrrah,  as  I 

think  so  thou  wilt  be  shortly.    Come/ sir  Arthur. 

[Elxeunt  all  but  M.  Floa^erdale. 

M.  Flow.  A  plague  go  with  your  for  a  kersey 
rascal! 
This  D*enshire  man,  I  think,  is  made  all  of  pork : 
His  hands  made  only  for  to  heave  up  packs; 
His  heart  as  fat  and  big  as  is  his  fi^e ; 
As  difiering  far  from  all  brave  gallant  minds, 
As  I  to  serve  the  hogs,  and  drink  with  hinds ; 
As  I  am  very  near  now.     Well,  what  remedy  ? 
When  money,  means,  and  friends,  do  grow  so 

small, 
Then  farewell  life,  and  there's  an  end  of  all. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  IIT.— JnoMer  Street.    Before  Civet's 
House, 

JEnter  Flowerdale  Senior^  Luce  like  a  Dutch 
Frow,  Civet,  and  Frances. 

Civ.  By  my  troth,  God-a-mercy  for  this,  good 
Christnpher  !  1  thank  ihee  for  my  maid ;  I  like 
her  very  well.    How  dost  thou  like  her,  Frances  ? 

Fran.  In  good  sadness,  Tom,  very  well,  excel- 
lent well ;  she  speaks  so  prettily  : — I  pray  what's 
your  name  ? 

Luce.  My  name,  forsooth,  he  called  Tanikin. 

Fran.  By  my  troth,  a  fine  name.  O  Tanikin, 
you  are  excellent  for  dressing  one*s  head  a  new 
fashion. 

Luce.  Me  sail  do  every  ting  about  de  head. 

Civ.  What  countrywoman  is  she,  Kester? 

Flow.  Sen.  A  Dutch  woman,  sir. 

Civ.  Why  then  she  is  outlandish,  is  she  not? 

Flow.  Sen.  Ay,  sir,  she  is. 

Fran.  O  then  thou  canst  tell  how  to  help  me 
to  cheeks  and  ears.  ^* 

Luce.  Yes,  mistress,  very  well. 

Flow.  Sen.  Cheeks  and  ears!  why,  mistre«>s 
Frances,  want  yoo  cheeks  and  ears?  rocthinks 
you  have  very  fair  ones. 

Fran.  Thou  art  a  fool  indeed.  Tom,  thou 
koowest  what  I  mean. 

Civ.  Ay,  ay,  Kester ;  Vis  such  as  they  wear  a' 
their  heads.  I  pry*thee,  Kit,  have  her  in,  and 
shew  her  my  house. 

Flow,  Sen.  I  will,  sir.    Come,  Tanikin. 

Fran,  O  Tom,  you  have  not  bussed  me  to-day, 
Tom. 


Civ.  No,  Frances,  we  must  not  kiss  afore  folks. 
God  save  me,  Franke!  See  yonder;  mj  aster 
Delia  is  come. 

Enter  Delia  and  Artichoke. 

Welcome,  good  sister. 

Fran.  Welcome,  good  nster.  How  do  jou  fika 
the  tire  of  my  head  ? 

Del.  Very  well,  sister. 

Civ.  I  am  glad  you're  come,  sister  Delia,  to 
give  order  for  supper :  they  will  be  here  soon. 

Art.  Ay,  but  if  good  luck  had  not  served,  she 
had  not  been  here  now.  Filching  Flowerdale  bad 
like  to  have  peppered  us ;  but  for  master  Oliver, 
we  had  been  robb'd. 

Del.  Peace,  sirrah,  no  more. 

Flaw.  Sen,  Robb'd !  by  whom  ? 

Art,  Marry,  by  none  but  by  Flowerdale ;  he  ft 
turned  thief. 

Civ.  By  my  faith  bat  that  is  not  well;  but 
God  be  praised  for  your  escape.  Will  jon  draw 
near,  sister  ? 

Flow.  Sen.  Sirrah,  come  hither.  Would  Flow 
erdale,  he  that  was  my  master,  have  robbed  you? 
I  pr'ythee  tell  me  true. 

Art.  Yes,  iYaith,  even  that  Flowerdale  that  was 
thy  master. 

.Flow.  Sen.  Hold  thee ;  there  is  a  French  crown, 
and  speak  no  more  of  this.  [Aside. 

Art.  Not  I,  not  a  word. — Now  do  I  smell  kna- 
very: in  every  purse  Flowerdale  takes,  he  is 
half;  and  gives  me  this  to  keep  counsel:— not  a 
word,  I. 

Flow.  Sen.  Why,  God-annercy. 

Fronl  Sister,  look  here ;  I  have  a  new  Dutch 
maid,  and  she  speaks  so  tine,  it  would  do  your 
heart  good. ' 

Civ.  How  do  you  like  her,  sister  ? 

DeL  I  like  your  maid  well. 

Civ.  Well,  dear  sister,  will  you  draw  near,  and 
give  directions  for  supper  ?  Guests  will  be  here 


DeL  Yes,  brother;  lead  the  way,  Til  follow 
you.  [Exeunt  all  but  Delia  and  Luce. 

Hark  you,  Dutch  frow,  a  word. 

Luce.  Vat  is  your  vill  wit  me  ? 

Del.  Sister  Luce,/tis  not  your  broken  language, 
Nor  this  same  habit,  can  disguise  your  face 
From  I  that  know  you.  Pray  tell  me,  what  means 
this? 

Luce.  Sister,  I  see  you  know  me ;  yet  be  secret. 
This  borrowed  shape  that  I  have  ta'en  upon  me, 
Is  but  to  keep  myself  a  space  unknown. 
Both  from  my  father,  and  my  nearest  friends; 
Until  I  see  how  time  will  bring  to  pass 
The  desperate  course  of  master  Fiowepdale. 


3^  7%ott  canst  tell  how  to  h§ljf  ms  to  cheeks  and  ears. — Prdbably  the  name  of  a  head.^ress  then  won. 
•— Malone. 
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Del  O  he  is  worse  thao  bad;  I  pr'jtbee  leave 
him; 
And  let  not  pnce  thy  heart  to  think  on  him. 
Luce.  Do  not  persuade  me  once  to  such  a 
thought. 
Imagine  yet  tlmt  be  is  worse  than  naught; 
Yet  one  hour^s  time  may  all  that  ill  uiuio 
That  ail  his  former  life  did  run  into : 


Therefore,  kind  sister,  do  not  disclose  mi  estate ; 
If  e*er  his  heart  doth  turn,  'tis  ne'er  too  late. 
DeL  Weil,  seeing  no  counsel  can  remove  your 
mind, 
111  not  disclose  you  that  are  wilful  blind. 

lAice.  Delia,  I  thank  you.    I  now  must  please 
her  eyes. 
My  sister  Frances'  ueither  fair  nor  wise.  [Exeunt, 


ACT  V. 


SCENE  L-Street  before  Civet's  Houte. 

Enter  M.  Floweedale. 

^  J|f.  Flow,  On  goes  he  that  knows  no  end  of 
his  journey.  I  have  pass'd  the  very  utmost  bounds 
of  shifting;  I  have  no  course  now  but  to  hang 
myself.  I  liave  lived  since  yesterday  two  o'clock 
on  a  spice-cake  I  had  at  a  burial;^*  and  for 
drink,  I  ^ot  it  at  an  ale-house  among  porters,  such 
as  will  bear  out  a  man  if  he  have  no  money  in- 
deed ;  I  mean — out  of  their  companies,  for  they 
■re  men  of  good  carnage.  ^  Who  comes  here  ? 
the  two  coney-catchers  that  won  all  my  money  of 
inc.    I'll  try  if  they'll  lend  me  any. 

Enter  Dick  and  Ralph. 

What,  master  Richard,  how  do  you  ?  How  dost 
thou,  Ralph  ?  By  God,  gendemen,  the  world 
grows  bare  with  me;  will  you  do  as  much  as 
lend  me  an  angel  between  you  both  ?  You  know, 
you  won  a  hundred  of  me  the  other  day. 

Maiph,  How  !  an  an^el !  God  damn  us  if  we 
lost  not  every  peony  within  an  hour  after  thou 
wert  gone. 

Jfcf.  Flow.  I  pr'ythee  lend  me  so  much  as  will 
pay  for  my  supper :  I'll  pay  you  again,  as  I  am  a 
gentleman. 

Malph,  I'faith,  we  have  not  a  farthing,  not  a 
mite. 
I  wonder  at  it,  master  Flowerdale, 
You  will  so  carelessly  undo  yourself. 
Why,  you  will  lose  more  money  in  an  hour, 
Than  any  honest  man  spends  in  a  year. 
For  shame,  betake  you  to  some  honest  trade, 
^od  fivt  not  thus  so  like  a  vagabond. 

[Exeunt  Dick  ani  Ralph. 


Jf.  Flow,  A  vagabond  hideed ;  more  villains 
you: 
They  give  me  counsel  that  first  cosen'd  me. 
Those  devils  first  brought  me  to  this  I  am, 
And  being  thus,  the  first  that  do  me  wrong. 
Well,  yet  I  have  one  friend  left  me  in  store. 
Not  fur  from  hence  there  dwells  a  cockatrice,** 
One  that  I  first  put  in  a  sattin  gown ; 
And  not  a  tooth  that  dwells  within  her  head. 
But  stands  me  at  the  least  in  twenty  pound. 
Her  will  I  visit  now  my  coin  is  |»one ; 
And  as  I  take  it,  here  dwells  the  gentlewoman. 

[Knockt, 
What  ho,  is  mistress  Apricock  within  ? 

Enter  Ruffian, 

Ruf,  What  saucy  rascal's  that  which  knocks  so 
bold? 
O,  is  it  you,  old  spend-thrift?  Are  you  here? 
One  that  is  turned  cozener  'bout  the  town  ? 
My  mistress  saw  you,  and  sends  this  word  by  me ; 
Either  by  packing  quickly  from  the  door. 
Or  yuu  shall  have  such  a  greeting  sent  you  straight 
As  you  will  little  like  on ;  you  had  best  be  gone. 

[Exit. 
M,  Flow,  Why  so,  this  is  as  it  should  be ;  being 
poor, 
Thus  art  thou  served  by  a  vile  painted  whore. 
Well,  since  thy  damned  crew  do  so  abuse  thee^ 
111  try  of  honest  men,  how  they  will  use  me. 

Enter  an  ancient  Citizen, 

Sir,  I  beseech  you  to  take  compassion  of  a, 
man ;  one  whose  fortunes  have  been  better  than 
at  tin's  instant  they  seem  to  be :  but  if  I  might 
crave  of  you  so  much  litde  portion  as  would  bring 


^  A  spice- rake  J  Aoif  «/  a  burial.— The  osual  enlertainmenC  at  ancient  funerals —Rich  cakes  wer€^ 
^ven  to  the  nioumers,  poorer  ones  distributed  to  the  populace,  among  whom  the  Prodigal  appears  to^ 
Save  been  one. — Steevbhs. 

^  Far  theif  are  men  of  good  carriage  — A  qoibble  between  carrying  burdmu,  aod  dememumr. — Ma^ 

I.ONB. 

♦'  Not  far  from  hsnce  there  dwells  a  cockatrice.— A  harlot.     So  in  the  GuVs  Hornbook^  by  Decker, 

1609: **  provide  younelfalodgtog  by  the  water-side;  for  above  the  convenience  that  it  brings  to 

f  bvo  •hoolder-clappiBg,  aod  to  ship  away  your  cockatrice  betfaaes  ia  the  morniiig,  it  adds,  &Ca    Cotgrava. 
renders  the  word  by  Putaine, — Mxlove, 
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me  to  my  friends,  I  would  rest  tliankfiii  antil  I 
had  requited  so  great  a  courtesy. 

Cit,  Fie,  fie,  youug  maa !  this  course  is  very 
had. 
Too  maoy  such  hare  we  about  this  city ; 
Yet  for  I  have  not  seen  you  in  this  sort. 
Nor  noted  you  to  be  a  common  beggar, 
Hold;    there's  an  angei  te  bear  your  charges 

down. 
Go  to  your  friends;  do  not  on  this  depend; 
Such  bad  beginnings  oft  have  worser  end. 

[Exit  Citizen. 

M.  Fhw,  Worser  end !  nay,  if  it  fall  out  no 
"worse  than  in  old  angels,  I  care  not.  Nay,  now 
I  have  had  such  a  fortunate  beginning,  Til  not 
let  a  sixpenny  purse  escape  me  i-r^By  the  mass 
here  comes  another. 

JEnter  a  CitizerCs  Wife  and  a  Servant,  with  a 
torch  before  her, 

God  bless  you,  fair  mistress.  Now  would  it 
please  you,  gentlewoman,  to  look  into  the  wants 
of  a  poor  gentleman,  a  younger  brother,  I  doubt 
not  but  God  will  treble  restore  it  back  again ; 
one  that  never  before  this  time  demanded  peony, 
half- pel  my,  nor  farthing, 

Cit.  Wife.  Stay,  Alexander.  Now  by  my  troth 
a  very  proper  man ;  and  'tis  great  pity.  Hold, 
my  friend ;  there's  all  the  money  I  have  about 
me,  a  couple  of  shillings;  and  God  bless  thee. 

M.  Flow,  Now  God  thank  you,  sweet  lady. — 
If  you  have  any  friend  or  garden-house  **  where 
you  may  employ  a  poor  gentleman  as  your  friend, 
1  am  yours  to  command  in  nil  secret  service. 

Cit.  Wife.  I  thank  you,  good  friend :  I  pry'thee 
let  me  see  that  again  I  gave  thee ;  there  is  one  of 
them  a  brass  shilling :  give  me  them,  and  here  is 
half  a  crown  in  gold.  [He  gives  the  money  to 
her.]  Now  out  npon  thee,  rascal;  secret  ser- 
vice !  what  dost  thou  make  of  me  ?  It  were  a 
good  deed  to  have  thee  whipp'd :  Now  I  have  my 
money  again,  111  see  thee  hang'd  before  I  give 
thee  a  penny.  Secret  service  !— On,  good  Alex- 
ander* 

[Exeunt  Citizen*$  Wife  and  Servant, 

M.  Flow,  This  is  villamous  luck ;  I  perceive 
dishonesty  will  not  thrive.  Here  comes  more. 
God  forgive  me,  sir  Arthur  and  master  Oliver  ! 
Afore  God  I'll  speak  to  them. 

Enter  Sir  Arthur  and  Oliver. 

God  save  you,  sir  Arthur ;  God  save  you,  master 
Oliver. 

Oli.  Been  you  there,  zirrah  ?  come,  will  you 
ytaken  yourself  to  your  tools,  coystrel  ? 


JIf.  Fhw,  Nay»  maater  Oliver,  Fit  not  fight 
with  you. 
Alas,  sir,  you  know  it  was  not  my  doings ; 
It  was  only  a  plot  to  get  sir  Lanceloc^s  daughter: 
By  God,  I  never  meant  you  hatm. 

Oli.  And  where  is  the  gentlewoman  thj  wife, 
mezel  ?  where  is  she,  zirrah,  ha? 

M,  Flow,  By  my  troth,  master  Oliver,  sick, 
very  sick :  and  God  is  my  judge,  I  know  not  what 
means  to  make  for  her,  good  gentlewoman. 

Oli.  Tell  me  true;  is  she  sick?  tell  me  tnt, 
ich  'vise  thee. 

M.  Flow.  Yes  'faith,  I  tell  you  troc,  master 
Oliver:  if  you  would  do  me  the  small  kindneat 
but  to  lend  me  forty  shillings,  so  God  help  me,  I 
will  pay  you  so  soon  as  my  ability  shall  make  me 
able ; — as  I  am  a  geptlemau. 

Oli,  Well,  thou  zaist  thy  wife  is  zick;  hold, 
there's  vorty  shillings;  give  it  to  thy  wife.  Look 
thou  give  it  her,  or  I  shall  zo  veeze  thee,  thou 
wert  not  zo  veezed  this  zeven  year ;  look  to  it. 

Sir  Arth,  Tfaith,  master  Oliver,  'tis  in  vmn 
To  give  to  him  that  never  thinks  of  her. 

Oli.  Well,  would  che  could  yvind  it. 

M.  Flow,  I  tell  you  true^  sir  Arthur,  as  I  am  a 
gentleman. 

Oli.  Well,  farewell  zirrah  :  come,  sir  Arthuiw 
[Exeunt  Sir  Arthur  and  Oliver; 

M,  Flow,  By  the  Lord,  this  is  excellent ; 
Five  golden  angels  compassed  in  an  hour : 
If  this  trade  hold,  I'll  never  seek  a  new. 
Welcome,  sweet  gold,  and,  beggary,  adieu. 

Enter  Flowerdale  Junior,  and  Flowerdaie 
Senior. 

Flow,  Jun,  See,  Kester,  if  you  can  find  tb» 
house. 

M.  Flow,  Who's  here  ?  My  uncle,  and  my  man 
Kester?  By  the  mass  'tis  they.  How  do  you  uncle  ) 
how  dost  thou,  Kester  ?  By  my  troth,  uncle,  you 
must  peeds  lend  me  some  money.  The  poor  gen- 
tlewoman my  wife,  so  God  help  me,  is  very  sick : 
I  was  robb*d  of  the  hundred  angels  you  gave  me ; 
they  are  gone. 

Flow,  Jun,  Ay,  they  are  gone  indeed^  Come, 
Kester,  away. 

M,  Flow,  Nay,  uncle ;  do  you  hear,  good  uncle  ? 

Flow,  Jun.  Out,  hypocrite,  I  will  not  hear  thee 
sp^ak :  come,  leave  him,  Kester. 

M.  Flow,  Kester,  honest  Kester  ! 

flow.  Sen.  Sir,  I  have  nought  to  say  to  too. 
Open  the  door  to  me,  'Kin :  thou  had*st  best  lock 
it  fast,  for  there's  a  false  knave  without. 

[Flowerdale  Senior  and  Flowerda^JB 
Junior  go  in. 


♦*  Or  garden* house. — So  in  Greene  in  Conceipt^  1598  : "  a  garden-hotae  having  round  about  it  i 

lluwcrs  and  much  deflowering.*'    Many  of  the  illicit  meetings  between  the  sexcs  in  former  tunes  appear 
to  have  happened  in  these  receptacles. — Stesysns.  ' 
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Af.  Flow.  You  are  an  old  lying  rascal,  to  you  ai^. 
Enter,  from  Civet*«  House,  Luce. 

.   Luce.  Vat  is  de  matter  ?  Vat  be  vou,  yonker  ? 

M.  Flow.  By  this  light  a  Dutch  frow ;  they  say 
they  are  called  kind.    By  this  light.  Til  try  her. 

IMce.  Vat  bin  you,  yonker?  why  do  you  not 

M.  Flow,  By  my  troth,  sweetheart,  a  poor  gen- 
tleman that  would  desire  of  you,  if  it  stand  with 
your  liking,  the  bounty  of  your  purse. 

Re-enter  Flowerdale  Senior, 

Luce.  O  hear  God !  so  young  an  armin !  ^^ 

M,  Flow.  Armin,  sweetheart  ?  I  know  not  what 
you  mean  by  that ;  but  I  am  almost  a  beggar. 

Lace  Are  you  not  a  married  man  ?  vere  bin 
your  vife  ?  Here  is  all  I  have ;  take  dis. 

M.  Flow,  What,  gold !  young  frow  ?  this  is 
brave. 

Flow,  Sen.  If  he  have  any  grace,  he'll  now  re- 
pent. 

Luce.  Why  speak  you  not  ?  vere  be  your  vife  ? 

M.  Flow.  Dead,  dead ;  she's  dead,  'tis  she  hath 
undone  me.  Spent  me  all  I  had,  and  kept  rascals 
under  my  nose  to  brave  me. 

Luce.  Did  you  use  her  veil  ? 

M.  Flow.  Use  her !  there's  never  a  gentlewo- 
man in  England  could  be  better  used  than  I  did 
her.  I  could  but  coach  her;  her  diet  stood  me 
in  forty  pound  a  month :  but  she  is  dead ;  and  in 
her  grave  my  cares  are  buried. 

Luce,  Indeed  dat  vas  not  scone.^ 

Flow.  Sen.  He  is  turned  more  devil  than  he  was 
before. 

M.  Flow.  Thou  dost  belong  to  master  Civet 
here,  dost  thou  not  ? 

Luce.  Yes,  me  do. 

M.  Flow.  Why  there's  it !  there's  not  a  hand- 
ful of  plate  but  belongs  to  me.  God*s  my  judge, 
if  I  had  such  a  wench  as  thou  art,  there's  never  a 
man  in  England  would  make  more  of  her,  than  I 
would  do^so  she  had  any  stock. 

[Within,  O, why  Tanikin  ! 

Luce.  Stay;  one  dodi  call;  I  shall  come  by 
and  by  again.  [Exit. 

M  Flow.  By  this  hand,  this  Dutch  wench  i^  in 
love  with  me.  Were  it  not  admirable  to  make  her 
iteol  all  Civet's  plate,  and  run  away  ? 

Flow  Sen.  It  were  beastly.    O  master  Flower- 
dale, 
Have  you  no  fear  of  God,  nor  conscience  ? 
What  do  you  mean  by  this  vile  course  you  take  ? 


M.  Flow.  What  do  I  mean  ?  why,  to  live ;  that 
I  mean. 

Flow.  Sen.  To  live  in  this  sort  ?  Fie  upon  the 
course  : 
Your  life  dolh  show  you  are  a  very  coward. 
M  Flow.  A  coward  !  I  pray  in  what  ? 
Flow.  Sen.  Why,  you  will  borrow  sixpence  of  a 

boy. 
M.  Flow.  '."Miails,  is  there  sach  cowardice  in 
that  ?  I  dare  borrow  it  of  a  man,  ay,  and  of  the 
tallest  man  in  England, — if  he  will  lend  it  roe  : 
let  me  borrow  it  how  I  can,  and  let  them  come 
by  ir  how  they  dare.  And  it  is  well  known,  I 
might  have  rid  out  a  hundred  times  if  I  would,  so 
I  might. 

Flow.  Sen.  It  was  not  want  of  will,  but  cowar- 
dice. 
There  is  none  that  lends  to  you,  but  know  they 

gain  : 
And  what  is  that  but  only  stealth  in  you  ? 
Delia  might  hang  you  now,  did  not  her  heart 
Take  pity  of  you  for  her  sister's  sake. 
Go  get  you  hence,  lest  ling'ring  here  your  stay. 
You  fall  into  their  hands  ynu  look  nut  for. 

M.  Flow.  I'll  tarry  here,  till  the  Dutch  frow 
comeS|  if  all  the  devils  in  hell  were  here. 

[¥lov/eb.d  ALL  Senior  goes  in  /oCivet'* 
House. 

Enter  Sir  Lancplot,  Muster  Weathercock, 
and  Artichoke. 

Sir  Lane.  Wiiere  is  the  door  ?  are  we  not  past 
it.  Artichoke  ? 

Art.  By  the  ma^s  here's  one ;  I'll  ask  hint.  Do 
you  hear,  sir?  What,  are  you  so  proud  ?  Do  you 
hear?  Which  is  the  way  to  Master  Civet's  house  ? 
What,  will  you  not  speak  ?  O  me  !  this  is  filching 
Flowerdale. 

Sir  Lane.   O  wonderful!  is  this  lewd  villain 
here? 
O  you  cheating  rogue,  yon  cut-purse,  coney-cat- 
cher ! 
What  ditch,  you  villain,  is  my  daughter's  grave  ? 
A  cozening  rascal,  that  must  make  a  will. 
Take  on  him  that  strict  habit,  very  that. 
When  he  should  turn  to  angel ;  a  dying  grace. 
I'll  father- in- taw  you,  sir,  I'll  make  a  will ; 
Speak,  villain,  where's  my  daughter  ? 
Poisoned,  I  warrant  you,  or  knocked  o*  the  head  : 
And  to  abuse  good  Master  Weathercock, 
Widi  his  forged  will,  and  Master  Weathercock, 
To  make  my  grounded  resolution  ; 
Then  to  abuse  the  De'nshire  gentleman : 


*^  80  youMg  an  armin !— i.  e.  a  beggar.    Jrm,  in  Dutchj  signifies  poor  and  needy. 
grow  poor — arm^maken  to  impoverish.— Steev ENS. 
44'  S^icht  schoon — Sot  handsome. 
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Co ;  away  with  him  to  prison. 
M  Fhw  Wherefore  to  prison  ?  sir,  T  will  uot  go. 

Enfer  Civet  arifl  his  lFi/3r, Oliver, ^iVAethue, 
^LOWFRDALE  ScnioTf  Fy)W£RDALE  Jdi^/oT,  and 
Delia.. 

Sir  Lane.  O  here^  his  uncle ;  welcome,  pentle- 
men,  welcome  all  Such  a  cozener,  gentlemen,  a 
murderer  too,  for  any  thing  I  know  !  My  d'lugh- 
ter  is  missing ;  hath  heen  looked  for;  cannot  be 
found      A  vild  upon  thoe  ! 

Flow.  Jun.  He  is  my  kinsman,  though  his  life  be 
vile : 
Therefore,  in  Ood*s  name,  do  with  him  what  you 
will. 

Sir  Lane.  Marry  to  prison. 

M,  Flow.  VViierefore  to  prison  ?  snick  up.*^  I 
owe  you  noth*ns; 

Sir  Lane.  Bring  forth  my  daughter  then :  Away 
with  hnn. 

M  Flow.  Go  seek  your  daughter.  What  do 
you  lay  to  my  charge  ^ 

Sir  Lane,  Suspicion  of  murder.  Go,  away  with 
him. 

Af.  Ffow.  Murder  your  dogs !  I  murder  your 
daiii'hrcr  ?  Come,  cousin,  I  know  you*ll  bail  me. 

Fhw  Jun  Not  I,  were  there Ho  more  than  I 
the  gaoler,  thou  the  prisoner. 

Sir  Lane.  Go ;  away  with  him. 

Enter  Luce. 

Luee.  O'  my  life  hear :  where  will  you  ha'  de 
man? 
Vai  ha'  de  vonker  done  ? 

Weath.  Woman,  he  hath  killed  his  wire. 

Luee.  H'w  wife !  dat  is  not  good ;  dat  is  not 
seen.^ 

Sir  Dine.  Hang  not  upon  him,  huswife;  if  you 
do, 
ril  lay  you  by  him. 

Luee.  Have  me  no  oder  way  dan  you  have  Wm  ? 
He  tell  me  dat  he  love  me  heartily. 

Fran.  Lead  away  my  maid  to  prison !  why, 
Tom,  will  you  suffer  that  ? 

Civ.  No,  by  your  leave,  father,  she  is  no  va- 
grant :  she  is  my  wife's  chamber-maid,  and  as  true 
as  ihe^kio  between  any  man's  brows  here. 

Sir  Lane.  Go  to,  youVe  both  fools. 
Son  Civet,  of  my  hfe  this  is  a  plot; 
Some  straggling  counterfeit  preferred  to  you^ 
No  doubt  to  rob  you  of  your  plate  and  jewels : — 
I'll  have  you  led  away  to  prison,  trull. 

Luee.  I  am  no  trull,  neither  outlandish  frow  : 
Nor  he  nor  I  shall  to  the  prison  go. 
Know  you  mo  now  ?  nay,  never  stand  amazed. 

[Throws  off' her  Duteh  dress. 
Father,  I  know  I  have  offended  you ; 
And  though  that  duty  wills  rae  beod  my  knees 


To  you  in  duty  and  obedienoe, 

Yet  this  way  do  I  tqrp,  and  to  him  yifld 

My  love,  my  duty,  and  my  humblen^s. 

iSir  Lane.  Bastard  in  nature  !  kneel  to  soch  a 
slave  ? 

Luee.  O  Master  Flowerdale,  if  too  much  grief 
Have  not  stopp'd  up  the  organ«  of  your  voice, 
Then  speak  to  her  that  is  thy  faithful  wife ! 
Or  doth  contempt  of  me  thus  tie  thy  tongue? 
Turn  not  away ;  I  am  no  i£thiop, 
No  wanton  Crcssid,  nor  a  changing  Helen ; 
But  rather  one  made  wretched  by  thy  loss. 
What !  tun/st  thou  still  from  me?  O  then 
I  guess  thee  wofull'st  among  hapless  men. 

AL  Flow.  I  am  indeed,  wife,  wonder  among 
wives ! 
Thy  chaslit)-  and  virtue  hath  infused 
Another  soul  in  me,  red  with  defame, 
For  in  my  blushing  cheeks  is  seen  my  shame. 

Sir  Lane  Out,  hypocrite !  I  charge  thee  trtist 
him  not. 

Luce.  Not  trust  him?  By  the  hopes  of  afters 
bliss,  I  know  no  sorrow  can  be  compared  to  his. 

Sir  Lane.  Well^  since  thou  wert  ordained  to 
beggary, 
Follow  thy  fortune :  I  defy  thee,  L-^ 

OH.  I  wood  che  were  so  well  ydoussed  as  was 
ever  white  cloth  in  a  tockiiig  mill,  an  che  ha*  not 
made  me  weep. 

Fhw.  Sen.  If  he  hath  any  grace,  hell  now  re- 
pent. 

Sir  Arth.  It  moves  my  heart. 

Weath.  By  my  troth  I  must  weep,  I  cannot 
•choose. 

Fhw.  Jan.  None  but  a  beast  would  soch  a 
maid  misuse. 

M.  Flow.  Content  thyself,  I  hope  to  win  hi» 
favour. 
And  to  redeem  my  reputation  lost : 
And,  gentlemen,  believe  me,  I  beseech  you, 
I  hope  your  eyes  shall  behold  sudi  a  change 
As  shall  deceive  your  expectation. 

Oli.  I  would  che  were  ysplit  uow^  but  che  be- 
lieve him. 

Sir  Lane.  How  !  believe  him ! 

Weath.  By  the  mackins,  1  do. 

Sir  Lane.  What,  do  you  think  that  e'er  he  will 
have  firrace  ? 

Weath.  By  my  faith  it  will  go  hard. 

Oli.  Well,  che  vQr  ye,  he  is  changed :  And, 
master  Flowerdale,  in  hope  ye  been  so,  hold, 
there's  vorty  pound  toward  your  zettingup.  What! 
be  not  ashamed ;  vang  it,  man,  vang  it :  be  a  good 
husband,  loven  to  your  wife ;  and  you  shall  not 
want  for  vorty  more,  1  che  vore'thee^ 

Sir  Arth.  My  means  are  little,  but  if  you'll  fol- 
low me, 
I  will  instruct  you  in  niy  ablest  power : 


^^  Snidh'up,  seems  to  be  synooymoiis  to  the  modem  eipre»ioa|  go  and  hang  yottfte{f.^MALOiiK* 
^  Night  schoon,  vide  supra. 
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But  to  jotir  wife  I  fire  this  diamond^ 

And  prove  true  di«itiohd-fair  in  all  your  life. 

3f.   Flom,  Thanks^  good  ^ir  Artliui^  i  master 
Oliver» 
You  he\\i%  my  enemy«  add  grown  so  kind^ 
Binds  me  m  all  endeavour  to  restore — 

OU,  What !  restore  me  no  restorlngs,  man ;  I 
have  Torty  pound  more  for  Luce  here  i  vtirtc  it : 
zouth  chil  devy  London  else.  What«  do  you  think 
me  a  mezel  or  a  scoundrel,  to  throw  away  my 
money  ?  Che  have  an  hundred  pound  more  to  pace 
of  any  good  spotation.  I  hope  your  under  and 
your  uncle  will  vollow  my  zaroples. 

Flow,  Jan.  You  have  guessed  right  of  me ;  if 
he  leave  off  this  coarse  of  life,  he  shall  be  mine 
heir. 

Sir  Lane.  But  he  shall  never  get  a  groat  of  roe. 
A  cozener,  a  deceiver,  one  that  killed 
His  painful  father,  honest  gentleman, 
That  passed  the  fearful  danger  of  the  sea, 
To  get  him  living,  and  maintain  him  brave. 

Weath.  What  hath  he  killed  bis  father? 

Sir  Lane,  Ay,  sir,  with  conceit  of  his  vile 
courses. 

Flam.  Sen.  Sir,  you  are  misinformed. 

Sir  Lane.  'Why,  thou  old  knave,  thou  told'st 
me  so  thyself. 

Flow,  Sen.  I  wronged  him  then :  and  towards 
my  master's  stock 
There's  twentv  nobles  for  to  make  amends. 

Jf.  Flow.  No,  Kester,  I  have  troubled  thee, 
and  wronged  thee  more ; 
WThat  thou  in  love  giv'st,  I  in  love  restore. 

Fran,  Ha,  ha,  sister  !  there  you  played  bo-peep 
with  Tom.  What  shall  I  give  her  toward  house- 
hold ?  sister  Delia,  shall  I  give  her  my  fan  ? 

DeL  You  were  best  ask  your  husband. 

Fran.  Shall  I,  Tom  ? 

Civ,  Ay,  do,  Franke;  I'll  boy  thee  a  new  one 
with  a  longer  handle.  *' 

Fran*  A  russet  one,  Tom  ? 

Civ.  Ay,  with  russet  feathers. 

Fran.  Here,  sister;  there's  my  fan  toward 
household,  to  keep  you  warm. 

Luee.  I  thank  you',  sister. 

Weatk,  Why,  this  is  well;  and,  toward  fair 
Luce's  stock. 
Here's  forty  shillings :  and  forty  good  shillings  more, 
I'll  give  her,  marry.    Come,  sir  Lancelot, 
I  must  have  you  friends. 

Sir  Lane.  Not  I :  all  this  is  counterfeit;  be 
will  consume  it  were  it  a  million. 

Flow.  Sen.  Sir,  what  is  your  daughter's  dower 
worth  ? 

Sir  Lane,  Had  she  been  married  to  an  honest 
man, 
It  had  been  better  than  a  thousand  pound. 


Flow,  Sen.  Pay  it  to  bioi)  and  1*11  give  you  my 
bond 
To  make  her  jointure  better  worth  than  three* 

Sir  Lane,  Your  bond,  sir  1  why«  what  are  yon  ? 

IW.  ^!^.  One  whose  word  in  London^  though 
I  say  it, 
Will  pass  there  for  as  much  as  yours. 

Sir  Lane,  Wert  not  thou  late  that  unthrift's 
serving-roan  ? 

Flow.  Sen.  Look  on  Die  better^  now  my  scar  is 
off: 
Ne'er  muse,  man,  at  this  metamorphosy. 

Sir  Lane.  Master  Flowerdale  ! 

M.  Flow.  My  father !  O,  T  shame  to  look  on  him« 
Pardon,  dear  father,  the  follies  that  are  past. 

Flow,  Sen.  Son,  son,  I  do;  and  joy  at  this  thy 
change, 
And  applaud  thy  fortune  in  this  virtuous  maid. 
Whom  heaven  hath  sent  to  thee  to  save  thy  soul. 

Luce.  This  addeth  joy  to  joy ;  high  heaven  be 
praised. 

Weath.  Master  Flowerdale,  welcome  from 
death,  good  master  Flowerdale.  Twas  said  so 
here,  'twas  said  so  here,  good  faith. 

Flow.  Sen.  I  caused  that  rumour  to  be  spread 
myself,  , 
Because  I'd  see  the  humours  of  my  son. 
Which  to  relate  the  circumstance  is  needlesSf 
And,  sirrah,  see 

You  run  no  more  into  that  same  disease : 
For  he  that's  once  cured  of  that  malady. 
Of  riot,  swearing,  drunkenness,  and  pride^ 
And  falls  again  into  tlie  like  distress, 
That  fever's  deadly,  doth  till  death  endure ; 
Such  men  die  mad,  as  of  a  calenture. 

M.  Flow.  Heaven  helping  me,  I'll  bate  the 
course  as  hell. 

Flow.  Jun.  Say  it,  and  do  it,  cousin,  all  is  well. 

Sir  Lane.  Well,  being  in  hope  you'll  prove  an 
honest  man, 
I  take  you  to  my  favour.    Brother  Flowerdale, 
Welcome  with  all  my  heart :  I  see  your  care 
Hath  brought  these  acts  to  thb  conclusion. 
And  I  am  glad  of  it.    Come,  let's  in,  and  feast. 

on.  Nay  zoft  you  a  while.  You  promised  to 
make  sir  Arthur  and  me  amends :  here  is  your 
wisest  daughter ;  see  which  on  us  she'll  have. 

Sir  Lane.  A  God's  name,  you  have  my  good 
will ;  get  hers. 

OH.  How  say  you  then,  damsel  ? 

DeL  I,  sir,  am  yours. 

OIL  Why,  then  scud  for  a  vicar,  and  chil  have 
it  dispatched  in  a  trice ;  so  chil. 

DeL  Pardon  me,  sir ;  I  mean  that  I  am  your^ 
In  love,  in  duty,  and  affection ; 
But  not  to  love  as  wife :  it  shall  ne'er  be  said, 
Delia  was  buried  married,  bqt  a  maid^ 


♦7  Jy^  dOt  Frtmkt;  VU  hwf  thee  anew  one  with  a  longer  handle.-^FarUy  in  the  age  of  Queen  Elizabeth, 
bad  frequently  silver  bandies,  and  other  valuable  ornaments.  The  u^per  part  of  them  was  composed  of 
feathers. Malone. 
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Sir  ArtK  Do  not  condemn  yourself  for  ever, 
virtuous  fair ;  you  were  bom  to  iove. 

Oli.  Why  you  My  true,  sir  Arthur;  she  was 
ybore  to  it,  so  well  as  her  mother  • — but,  I  pray 
you,  bbijw  us  some  zamples  or  reasons  why  you 
will  not  marry  ? 

iJeL  Not  that  I  do  condemn  a  married  life, 
(For  *tis  no  doubt  a  sanctimonious  thing,) 
But  for  the  care  and  crosses  of  a  wife ; 
The  trouble  in  this  world  that  children  bring. 


My  vow's  in  heaven,  on  earth  to  live  alone ; 
Husbands,  howsoever  good,  I  will  have  none. 

OH.  Why  then,  che  will  live  a  bachelor  too. 
Che  zet  not  a  vig  by  a  wife,  it  a  wife  zet  not  a 
vig  by  me. — Come,  shall's  go  to  dinner  ? 

Flow,  Sen,  To-morrow  1  crave  your  companies 
in  Mark-lane : 
To-night  we'll  frolic  in  master  Civet's  hoase, 
And  to  each  health  drink  down  a  full  carcase. 

[Exewt, 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTEa 


Sir  Godfrey  Pxus,  Brother-in-law  to  the  Widow 

Plus. 
Edmond,  Son  to  the  Widow. 
Sir  Oliver  Muckhill,  a  rich  City  Knighty  and 

Suitor  to  the  Widow. 
Sir  John  Pennydub,  a  Country  Knight^  and 

Suitor  to  Mary. 
&V  Andrew  Tii^taff,  a  Courtier,  and  Suitor 

to  Frances. 
George  Pyeboard,  a  Scholar, 
Tke  Sheriff  of  London. 
Captain  Idle,  a  Highwayman, 


DoGSON,  a  Catchpole. 

Corporal  Oath,  a  vainglorious  Fellow. 

Nicholas  St  Amtlings,     l  Servants  to  Ladyi 

Simon  St  Mary  Overies,  >       Plus,  and  Sir 

Frailty,  j       Godfrey, 

Peter  Skirmish,  an  old  Soldier, 

A  Nobleman, 

A  Gentleman  Citizen, 

Lady  Plus,  a  Citizens  Widow, 
STa^ry^  \  f^^r  two  Daughters, 

Sheriff^s  Officers,  Keeper  of  the  Marshalsea  Prir 
son,  Musicians,  and  Attendants. 


Scene — London. 


'  A  hooke  called  the  Comedie  of  the  Puritan  Wydowe,  was  entered  at  Stationers*  Hall,  by  G.  Eld,  August 
6,  1607  ;  and  the  play  was  published  by  him  the  same  year,  with  the  following  title  :  The  Puritaine,  or 
ike  Widdow  of  fVatling  Htreete,  Acted  by  the  Children  ofPaules,  fVritten  by  W»  S,  This  circumstance 
alone  might  lead  us  to  suspect  that  it  was  not  the  composition  of  Shakespeare ;  for  it  does  not  appear  that 
ao>  one  of  his  pieces  was  acted  by  the  children  of  St  Paul's.  But,  without  having  recourse  to  any  ar- 
gument of  that  kind,  it  may  be  sufficient  to  say,  that  there  is  no  authority  whatsoever  for  attributing  thb 
comedy  to  him.  The  colour  of  the  st^le  is  entirel>  different  from  that  of  his  plays,  and  it  was,  as  we  see, 
not  printed  under  his  name  in  his  lifetime :  it  is  not  mentioned  as  his  production  by  any  contemporary 
writer,  nor  was  it,  1  believe,  ever  attributed  to  him  till  Kirkman,  a  bookseller,  in  one  of  his  Catalogues, 
chose  to  interpret  the  letters  W.  S.  to  mean  William  Shakespeare.  The  initial  letters  in  the  title-pages 
of  this  play,  and  the  Life  and  Death  of  Lord  Cromwell,  so  far  from  furnishing  us  with  any  ground  for  sup* 
posing  them  to  be  our  great  poet's  performances,  afford,  in  my  opinion,  a  verj  strong  argument  to  show 
that  they  were  not  his  compositions.  If  the  bookseller  could  with  truth  have  affixed  hhakespeare^s  name 
^i  length,  (a  name  that  certainly  would  have  promoted  the  sale  of  his  pl8iy>)  what  should  ha%e  prevented 
hiiti  from  doing  so  ?  or  why  should  he  content  himself  with  annexing  initial  letters  which  might  belong 
to  others  as  well  as  to  Shakespeare  ? 

I  suppose  this  piece  to  have  been  written  by  William  Smith,  whose  name  is  mentioned  in  the  prelimi- 
paryubservatioiis  on  Lochrme,  and  who  was  likewise  the  author  of  two  other  plays,  The  Palsgrave,  or 
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ACTL 


SCENE  I.— ^  Garden  behind  the  Widow's  Hou$e. 

Enter  the  Widow  Plus,  Frances,  Mabt,  Sir 
Godfrey,  and  Cdmond,  all  in  mourning  ;  the 
latter  in  a  Cyprus  Hat  ;  *  the  Widow  wring" 
ing  her  handi,  and  bursting  out  into  passion, 
as  newly  come  from  the  burud  of  her  Husband. 

Wid,  O,  that  ever  I  was  born,  that  ever  I  was 
horn] 

Sir  God,  Nay,  good  sister,  dear  sister,  sweet 
aister,  be  bf  good  comfort ;  show  jourself  a  wo- 
man now  or  never. 

Wid.  O,  I  have  lost  the  dearest  man,  t  have 
buried  the  sweetest  hasband,  that  ever  lay  by 
woman. 

Sir  God,  Nay,  give  him  his  due,  he  was  indeed 
an  honest,  virtuous,  discreet,  wise  man.  He  was 
my  brother,  as  right  as  right. 

Wid.  O,  I  shall  never  forget  him,  never  forget 
him ;  he  was  a  man  so  well  given  to  a  woman. 
Oh! 

Sir  God,  Nay  but,  kind  sister,  I  could  weep  as 
much  as  any  woman ;  but,  alas,  our  tears  cannot 
call  him  again.  Methinks  you  are  well  rend,  sis- 
ter, and  know  that  death  is  as  common  as  hotnOy 
a  common  name  to  all  men.  A  man  shall  be 
taken  when  he's  making  water.  Nay,  did  not  tiie 
learned  parson,  master  Piginan,  tell  us  even  now, 
— that  all  flesh  is  frail — We  are  bom  to  dif — 
Man  has  but  a  time— with  such  like  deep  and 


profound  persuasions  ?  as  he  is  a  rare  fellow,  yot 
know,  and  an  excellent  reader.  And  for  example, 
(as  there  are  examples  abundance,)  did  »ot  sir 
liumphrey  Bubble  die  t'other  day?  There's  a 
lusty  widow !  why  she  cried  not  above  half  an 
hour.  For  shame,  for  shame ! — ^Then  followed 
him  old  master  Fulsome,  the  usurer :  there's  a 
wise  widow ;  why  she  cried  ne'er  a  whit  at  alt. 

Wid.  O  rank  not  me  with  those  wicked  wo- 
men ;  I  had  a  husband  outshined  'em  all. 

Sir  God,  Ay  that  he  did,  i'faith ;  he  out-shiaed 
'em  all. 

Wid.  Dost  thou  stand  there,  and  see  us  all 
weep,  and  not  once  shed  a  tear  for  thy  father's 
death  !  oh  thou  ungradous  son  and  heir,  thou ! 

Edm,  Troth,  mother,  1  should  not  weep  I'm 
sure.  I  am  past  a  child,  I  hope,  to  nudce  all  asy 
old  school-leilows  lauxh  at  me;  I  should  be 
mocked,  so  I  should.  Pray  let  one  of  my  sisters 
weep  for  nie ;  I'll  laugh  as  much  for  her  another 
time, 

Wid,  O  thou  past-^race,  thou !  Out  of  n^ 
sight,  thou  graceless  imp !  thou  grievest  me  tnort 
than  the  death  of  thy  father.  O  thou  stubborm 
only  son  !  Hadst  thou  such  an  honest  mata  to  thy 
father — that  would  deceive  all  the  world  to  gek 
riches  for  thee,  and  canst  ttmu  not  aiibrd  a  little 
salt  water  ?  He  that  so  wiselv  did  qtiitc  overthrow 
the  right  heir  of  those  lanns,  which  now  you  re- 
spect not :  «p  every  morning  bettviit  four  ami 


Ifte  Hector  ofOermaniff  printed -in  the  year  161.*!^  and  the  Freeman's  Hon»nr^  a  performance  that  #as,  t 
believe,  never  publfebvd.^— From  some  expressions  in  the  present  comedy,  (Act  I.  Sck  1I»)  the  aitlwf 
(whoever  he  was)  appears  to  have  been  bred  at  the  oolversity  of  Oxford— Malokb. 

Go  August  16,  1:  97,  were  entered,  b>  Richard  Jones,  on  tbe  Statiooers*  Books,  **  Two  Ballads,  bcuig 
the  first  and  second  parts  of  tbe  Widowe  of  Watting  Street.*'  These  might  be  the  songs  on  which  tbe 
play  was  founded,  or  indeed  the  play  itself;  as  it  was  not  uncommon  to  separate  a  dramatic  piece,  tboagb 
designed  for  a  single  exhibition,  into  two  parts  i  and  the  terms,  book  and  bmllady  were  anciently  used  to  sig- 
nify tragedies  and  comerftes,  as  well  as  any  ether  forms  of  conpositioo. 

Gildon,  in  a  work  of  bis  entiiled,  J  Comparison  between  the  tico  Stages,  wilk  an  Examen  of  the  Qtnenms 
CanqueroTy  and  some  Critical  Remarks  on  the  Funeral,  ^c.  8vo.  1702,  attributes  this  comedy  to  ^^bakesneare : 
— ^'  as  I  remember  'tis  Shakespeare  s  Puritan,  ot  Widow  of  Watlvng  Street^  where  the  dissimulation  of  these 
Ifridows  is  ^easantly  described  *  p.  l6ft.»*-STEtvE!f  s. 

In  the  list  of  plays,  &c.  prefixed  to  tbe  late  edition,  the  Puritan  is  set  down  as  printed  in  1600  and  1007. 
iTic  former  of  these  dates  1  suspect  to  be  a  mistake,  as  the  plav  appears  evidenll>  to  have  been  written 
ikfter  the  peace  with  Spain,  which  was  not  concluded  before  1«M.  Bee  Act  I.  Si.  It :  "  Sikw  the  eea^ 
sure  of  the  wars  I  have  spent  above  a  hundred  crowns,'*  dec.  There  is  not  the  satne  objectiofl  to  the  e/thet 
date  of  IWl,  tboueh  a  passage  in  the  play  itself  (if  there  be  i^o  external  evidence  to  the  contrary)  woaW 
induce  as  to  placelt  rather  in  1608.  See  Act  III.  ^c.  VI.  where  mention  is  made  of  a  Sundrnf,  tkt  iStk 
bfJuly;  a  circumstance  which  Was  true  in  1608,  but  in  none  of  the  preceding  or  subsequent  ycats,  be- 
tween 1(V03,  and  I6i4.— TyRwbitt. 

In  addition  to  what  has  been  observed  by  Mr  tyrtrhttt,  it  may  he  added,  that,  tn  the  third  act  of  this 
Comedy,  '*  Brilavn  gold,  of  the  last  coining,''  is  mentioned ;  ttova  whence  it  may  he  Inferred  to  have  beHi 
written  after  the  accession  of  Ring  James,  who  first  assumed  the  title  of  King  of  Great  Brftahu  It  cer- 
tainly was  exhibited  in  or  befbre  16U7,  for  1  have  a  copy  In  my  possession  printed  in  that  year.^M4* 

tONE* 

f  A  cypras  hat :— I.  e.  a  hat  with  a  crape  hat-band  in  it.    So  in  tht  ff  interns  Tale  i 

««  Cffprus  black  at  any  cmw.**  8TBBTi3f  ^ 
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£ve ;  so  duljr  at  Wettminster-lian  every  term-time, 
with  all  his  cards  and  writings,  for  thee,  thou 
wicked  Ahsaloo  :  O  dear  husband  ! 

Edm.  Weep,  quoth-a  ?  I  protest  I  am  glad  he's 
diurcbed ;  for  now  be*i  gone,  I  shall  spend  in 
<]uiet. 

JVofi.  Dear  mother,  pray  cease;  half  your 
tears  suffice ; 
Tis  time  for  you  to  take  truce  with  your  eyes : 
Let  me  weep  now. 

Wid,  O  such  a  dear  knight,  such  a  sweet  hus- 
band ha?e  I  tost,  hate  I  lost !  If  blessed  be  the 
corse  ^  the  rain  rains  upon,  he  had  it  pouring  down. 

Sir  Oo<L  Sister,  be  of  good  cheer.  We  are  all 
mortal  ourselves ;  I  a>me  upon  you  freshly,  I  ne'er 
speak  without  comfort  Hear  me  what  I  shall 
say :  Mv  brother  has  left  vou  wealthy;  you're  rich. 

Wid.  Oh ! 

Sir  God,  I  say  you're  ridi :  you  are  also  fair* 

Wid,  Oh  \ 

Sir  God.  Go  to,  you're  fair ;  yon  cannot  smo- 
kier it;  beauty  will  come  to  light.  Nor  are  your 
Years  so  far  entered  with  you,  but  that  you  will 
be  sought  aFter,  and  may  very  well  answer  another 
husband.  The  world  is  full  of  fine  gallants ;  choice 
enough,  sister;  for  what  should  we  do  with  all  our 
knights,  I  pray«  ^  but  to  marry  rich  widows,  weal- 
thy citizens*  widows,  lusty  faii^browed  ladies  ?  Go 
to,  be  of  good  comfort,  I  say ;  leave  snobhing  and 
weeping. — Yet  my  brother  was  a  kind>hearted 
man.  I  would  not  have  the  elf  see  me  now. — 
Come,  pluck  up  a  woman's  heart.  Here  stand 
your  daughters,  who  be  well  estated,  and  at  ma- 
turity will  alHo  be  enquired  after  with  good  hus- 
Kands;  so  ail  these  tears  shall  he  soon  dryed  up, 
mnd  a  better  worid  than  ever.  What,  woman  ! 
yon  must  not  weep  still ;  he's  dead,  he's  buried : — 
yet  I  caimot  choose  but  weep  for  him. ' 

Wid.  Marry  ag^in  f  no,  let  me  be  buried  quick 
then! 
And  that  same  part  o'  the  choir  whereon  I  tread 
To  such  intent,  O,  may  it  be  my  grave  ! 
And  that  the  priest  may  turn  his  wedding  prayers. 


Even  with  a  breath,  to  Ihperal  dust  and  ashes! 
O,  out  of  a  million  of  million^.  I  should  ne'er  find 
such  a  husband ;  he  was  unmatchablc,  unmatch- 
able.  Nothing  was  too  hot,  nor  too  dear  fc>r  me.* 
I  could  not  speak  of  that  one  thing  that  1  had  not. 
Beside,  I  had  keys  of  all,  kept  all,  received  all,  had 
money  in  my  purse,  spent  what  I  would,  went 
abroad  when  I  would,  came  home  when  I  would, 
and  did  all  what  I  would.  O,  my  sweet  husband ! 
I  shall  never  have  the  like. 

Sir  God,  Sister,  never  say  so.  He  was  an  honest 
brother  of  mine,  and  so ;  and  you  may  light  upon 
one  as  honest  again,  or  one  as  honest  again  maj 
Kght  upon  you :  that's  the  properer  phrase  indeed. 

Wuf,  Never:  O,  if  you  love  me,  urge  it  not. 

0  may  I  be  the  by-word  of  the  world,  [Kneels. 
The  common  talk  at  table  in  the  mouth 

Of  every  groom  and  waiter,  if  ever  more 

1  entertain  the  carnal  suit  of  man. 

Mary.  I  must  kneel  down  for  fashion  too. 

Fren,  And  I,  whom  never  man  as  yet  haA 
scaled. 
Even  in  this  depth  of  general  sorrow^  vow 
Never  to  marry,  to  sustain  such  loss 
As  a  dear  husband  seems  to  be,  once  dead. 

Mary,  I  loved  my  father  well  too ;  but  to  saj, 
Nay,  vow,  I  would  not  marry  for  his  death, 
Sure  I  would  speak  false  lAtin,  should  I  uotf 
I'd  as  soon  vow  never  to  come  in  bed. 
Tut !  women  must  live  by  tlie  quick,  and  not  by 
the  dead. 

Wid,  Dear  copy  of  my  husband,  O  let  me  kiss 
.    tlice !       [KUsft  her  HusbancTs  picture., 
How  like  him  is  this  model !  This  brief  picture 
Quickens  my  tears :  my  sorrows  are  renewed 
At  this  fresh  sight. 

Sir  God,  Sister— 

Wid,  Away ! 
All  honesty  with  him  is  tunied  today. 
O  my  sweet  hushaml !  Oh  ! 

Fran,  My  dear  father  ! 

[Exeunt  Widow  and  Frasces. 


^  IfhUsted  be  the  corse^  &c, — This  is  a  proverbial  sayio^. — STEEVEif s. 

^  For  what  ihotUd  toe  do  with  all  our  koigbts,  /  pr»f, — Probably  a  soeer  upon  the  multitade  of  knighti 
made  by  King  James  soon  afker  his  accession.  The  contiauator  of  Stowe's  ^nna^says,  that  h(  on  one  day 
**  dubbed  in  his  garden  betweeu  three  and  four  hundred." — M  h  lone 

'  Vet  I  carmot  choois  but  weep  for  him. — Ophelia,  in  HamU4f  uses  the  same  words  See  that  play,  last 
edit  Vol.  X.  p.  S^-'.— Steevens. 

^  Nothing  wat  so  hot,  nor  too  dew  for  me. —  Ilios  the  quarto.  1  suppose  the  author  wrote — too  hot,  nor 
too  dear  for  me. 

hothing  in  too  hot  nor  too  cold  for  him,  is  a  proverbial  exprenieo,  mentioned  by  Cotgrave,  applied  to 
one  who  can  digest  every  thing. — Malonb. 

1  am  told  that  **  nothing  t^  too  hot  or  too  cold**  for  a  person,  is  still  a  common  vulgarism.  .Chaucer  has 
this  phrase  in  the  Freres  Tale,  v.  70IH  : 

Now  certes,  fqaod  this  sompnoar)  so  fare  I; 
I  spare  not  to  taken.  God  it  wote, 
But  if  it  be  to  bevy  or  to  hote. 

Here  Mr  Tyrwhitt  has  the  following  ob<^ervation,    **  We  have  nearly  the  same  expression  in  Froissart, 
▼.I.e.  !22V.<— «<  ne  laisioient  rien  h  prendre,  s'il  n'estoit  trop  chaud^  trop  froid^  ou  trop  pesaat."— Steb- 
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Mary,  Here's  a  puliDg  indeed !  I  think  my  mo 
thcr  weeps  for  all  the  women  that  ever  buried  hus- 
bands; for  if  from  time  ti>  time  all  the  widowers' 
tears  iu  England  had  been  bottled  up,  I  do  not 
think  ail  would  have  filled  a  three- halfpenny 
bottle.  Alas,  a  small  matter  bucks  a  handker- 
chief !  ^  and  sometimes  the  spital  stands  too  ni(j;h 
Saint  Thomas  a*  Waterings."  Well,  I  can  mourn 
in  good  sober  sort  as  well  as  another;  but  where 
I  spend  one  tear  for  a  dead  father,  I  could  give 
twenty  kisses  for  a  quick  husband.  [Esit. 

Sir  God,  Well,  go  thy  ways,  old  sir  God»rey, 
and  thou  may'st  be  proud  on't;  thou  hast  a  kind 
loving  sister-in-law.  How  constant!  iiow  pas- 
siouate !  how  full  of  April  the  poor  soul's  eyes 
are  !  Well,  I  would  my  brother  knew  on'i ;  he 
should  then  know  what  a  kind  wife  he  had  left 
behind  him.  Truth,  an  ^were  not  for  shame  that 
the  neighbours  at  the  next  garden  should  hear 
me,  between  joy  and  grief  I  should  even  cry  out- 
right. [Evit. 

Edm,  So;  a  fair  riddance !  My  father's  laid  in 
dust ;  his  coffin  and  he  is  like  a  whole  meat-pye, 
and  the  worms  will  cut  him  up  shortly.  Farewell, 
old  dad,  farewell !  Til  be  curbed  in  no  more.  I 
perceive  a  son  and  heir  may  be  quickly  made  a 
fool,  and  he  will  be  one ;  but  I'll  take  another 
order.  Now  she  would  have  me  weep  IV  him 
forsooth ;  and  why  ?  because  he  cozened  tlie  right 
heir  being  a  fool,  and  bestowed  those  lands  on  me 
his  eldest  son ;  and  therefore  I  must  weep  for 
him ;  ha,  ha !  Why,  all  the  world  knows,  as  long 
as  'twas  his  pleasure  to  get  me,  'twas  his  duty  to 
get  for  me :  I  know  the  law  in  that  point;  no  at- 
torney can  gull  me.  Well,  my  uncle  is  an  old 
ass,  and  an  admirable  coxcomb.  I'll  rule  the  roast 
myself;  I'll  be  kept  under  no  more ;  I  know  what 
1  may  do  well  enough  by  my  father's  copy  :  the 
law  is  in  mine  own  hands  now.  Nay»  now  I  know 
my  strength,  Til  be  strong  enough  for  my  mother, 
I  warrant  you.  [Exit. 


SCENE  11.—^  Sireet, 
Enter  Pyeboard,^  and  Smrmish. 

Pye.  VVhat's  to  be  done  now,  old  lad  of  war? 
Thou  that  were  wont  to  be  as  hot  as  a  turnspit, 
as  nimble  as  a  fencer,  and  as  lousy  as  a  schod- 
manter,  now  thou  art  put  to  silence  like  a  sectiry. 
War  sits  now  like  a  justice  of  peace,  and  dues 
noihmg.  Where  be  your  nuiskets,  »aUivers  and 
hot-shots?  in  long-lane,  at  pawn,  at  pawn?  oum 
keys  are  your  only  guns ;  key-guns,"  key-guns,— 
and  Imwds  tbe  gunners ;  who  are  your  sentinels  in 
peace,  and  stand  ready  charged  to  give  warning 
with  hems,  hums,  and  pocky  cough-j :  only  your 
chambers  are  licensed  to  play  upim  you,  and  drabs 
enow  to  give  fire  to  them. 

Skir.  Well,  1  cannot  tell,  but  1  am  sure  it  gr)e« 
wrong  with  me ;  for  since  the  censure  of  the  wan 
I  have  spent  above  a  hundred  crowns  but  of  par^. 
1  have  been  a  s»*ldier  any  time  this  forty  years ; 
and  now  I.  perceive  an  old  soldier  and  an  old 
courtier,  have  both  one  destiny,  and  in  the  tod 
turn  both  into  hob-nails. 

Pi/e,  Pretty  mystery  for  a  beggar  ;  for  indeed 
a  hob-nail  is  the  true  emblem  of  a  beegar's  shoe* 
soal. 

Skir.  I  will  not  say  hut  that  war  is  a  blood* 
sucker,  and  so ;  but  in  my  conscience,  (as  there  is 
no  soldier  but  has  a  piece  of  one,  though  it  be 
full  of  holes,' like  a  shot  ancient '° ;  no  matter,— 
'twill  serve  to  swear  by,>in  my  consdenre,  I  think 
soma  kind  of  peace  has  more  hidden  oppressioos^ 
and  violent  heady  sins,  (though  looking  of  a  gentle 
narure,)  than  a  professed  war. 

P^e,  Troth,  and  fur  mine  own  part,  I  am  a 
po(>r  gentleman,  and  a  scholar ;  I  have  been  ma- 
triculated in  the  university,  wore  out  six  gowns 
thrre,  seen  some  fools,  and  some  scholars,  some 
of  the  city,  and  some  of  the  country,  kept  order, 
went  bare-beaded  over  tlie  quadrangle,  eat  my 
commons  with  a  good  stomach,  and  battled  with 
discretion ;  "  at  last,  having  done  many  sleights 


7  Backs  a  handkerchief! — i.  e.  vets  a  handkerchief.  A  great  washing  of  the  coarser  linen  is  called  a 
lucJfcin^.— Per  y. 

*  Here  is  a  wretched  quibble  between  spittle  the  mois^ture  of  the  moutb,  and  spitat  a  corraption  from 
hospital,  St  Thomas  a'  Waterings  is  the  name  of  a  church  v\hich  was  buiiit  down  in  the  fire  of  Loodoo, 
and  has  never  !<ince  been  rebuilt,  the  parish  to  which  it  belonged  being  conpolidated  tilth  another.  It 
appears  from  Stewc's  Surveyy  vol  ii.  p.  IG  i.  that  this  edifice  stood  somewhere  on  t..e  outside  of  tbe  city.— 
Stebvens 

*  Enter  Pyeboard,]  The  pieh  a  table  or  rule  in  the  old  Roman  offices,  shewing  how  to  find  ont  tbe 
service  which  is  to  be  read  each  day.  Hence  probably  the  scholar  s  name.  The  printing  letter  called 
the  nica,  bcems  (as  :Vlr  Stcevens  observes)  to  have  been  denominated  from  the  same  original.— Ma lonb. 

'^  Full  of  holes,  like  a  shot  ancient ;]  So  in  King  Henry  IV.  last  ediU  vol.  v.  p.  .j9i  :— "  ten  times  more 
dishonourably  ragged  than  an  old  J\tccd  ancient. — Stkevens. 

*'  I  have  been  miiincwVuieA  in  the  university  ;-^tcLnt  bareheaded  ov^r  Me  quadrangle,  eat  my  commons 
fcith  a  good  stomachy  and  battled  with  digcretion  ;^-l'bc!«e  pbrase«,  which  are  seldom  beard  of,  and  little 
known,  ont  of  universities,  render  it  probable  that  the  writer  of  this  play  was  an  academic. 

From  the  latter  expression,  Dr  Fanner  supposes  the  author  to  have  been  bred  at  Oxford,  battling  be- 
ing the  term  used  there  to  express  what  is  called  sizing  at  Cambridge. 

t^adrangle  is  likewise,  if  1  am  not  mistaken,  an  Oxford,  and  not  a  Cambridge  phrase. 
13 
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mid  tndkt  to  nttifitain  iij  W|C  in  use,  («•  my 
brain  would  never  eodore  me  to  be  idle,)  I  wee 
«q>elled  the  uoiverai^,  only  forsteatiog  a  d^eese 
out  of  Jesus  college. 

8kir.  U\  poemble? 

Fye.  Q !  there  was  oae  Webbman  (God  for- 
give him !)  purieed  it  hard,  and  never  ie^  till  I 
tomed  my  suff  toward  London ;  where,  when  i 
4iame,  all  my  friends  were  pi^  holed,  gone  to 
sraves;  as,  iixieed,  tbe«e  was  but  a  few  left  he- 
rn^ Then  was  I  turned  to  my  wiis,  to  shift  in 
$h9  world,  to  tower  among  sons,  and  heirs,  and 
ibals^  and  pijills,  and  ladies'  eldest  sons;  to  work 
upon  nothing,  to  feed  out  of  dim;  and  ever  since 
lias  my  beUy  been  much  bebol<Jen  to  my  brain. 
But  now,  to  return  to  you,  old  Skirmish :  I  say 
f»  you  say,  and,  for  my  part,  wish  a  turbulency  id 
ihe  world ;  Uvr  I  ba»e  nothing  to  lose  but  my  wits, 
and  I  think  they  are  as  mad  as  they  will  be ;  and, 
$o  strengthen  your  aigument  the  more,  I  say  an 
honest  war  is  better  than  a  bawdy  peace.  As 
touching  my  profession :  the  mahiplicity  of  soho- 
brs,  hatched  and  nourished  ta  the  idle  calms  of 
peace,  makes  them^  like  fishes,  one  devour  an- 
other; and  the  communky  of  learning  has  so 
played  upon  afibctions,  that  thereby  almost  rcli* 

eon  is  come  abeut  to  phantasy,  and  discredited 
f  being  too  nMKh  spoken  of^  in  so  many  and 
iDMm  mouths.  1  myself  being  a  scholar  and  a 
graduate,  have  no  other  comfort  by  my  learning, 
but  the  affection  of  my  wonds,  to  know  how, 
0cbolar-i&e,  to  name  what  1  want ;  and  can  call 
myself  a  beggar  both  in  Greek  and  Latin.  And 
therefore,  not  to  cog  with  peace,  1*11  not  be 
afraid  to  say,  'cis  a  great  breeder,  but  a  barren 
nourisher ;  a  great  getter  of  children,  which  must 
filther  be  thieves  or  rich  men,  knaves  or  beggars. 

Skir.  Well,  would  I  had  been  bom  a  knave 
^n,  nrhen  1  was  bom  a  b^gi;ar !  for,  \i  the 
truth  was  known,  I  think  1  was  be^  when  my 
^  Autber  had  never  a  penny  in  his  purse. 

Pye.  Pub !  feint  not,  old  Skirmish ;  let  this 
>\  warrant  thet^ackif  dauiuut  Avemi  -'tis  an 
^•sy  journey  lo  a  knave ;  thou  mayest  be  a  knave 
when  thou  wilt;  and  Peace  is  a  good  madam  to 
all  other  professium^  and  an  arrant  drab  to  us, 
liCt  us  handle  her  accordingly,  and  by  our  wits 
thrive  in  despite  of  her:  For,  since  the  law  lives 
hy  ^aarrele,  the  courtier  by  smooth  good^mor* 
rows,  and  every  profession  makes  itself  greater 
hy  imperfections,  why  not  we  then  by  shifts, 
wiles,  and  forgeries?  And  Sjeeing  our  brains  are 
our  only  patrimonies,  let's  spend  with  judgment; 
not  4ike  e  cLesperatfs  son  and  heir,  but  iil^  a  so- 
ber and  discreet  Templar, — one  that  will  never 
SUMch  beyond  the  bounds  of  his  allowance.  And 
for  our  thriviag  means,  thus :  I  myself  will  put 
oo  the  deoeit  of  a  fortune-teller. 

Skir,  A  fortune-teller !  Very  proper. 

Pye.  And  yon  a  figure-caster,  or  a  conjurer. 


Skir.  Aeoi^arer! 

Pve.  Let  me  alone;  HI  instruct  yon,  atid 
teach  you  to  deceive  all  eves  but  the  devifs. 

Skir,  O  ay,  for  I  would  not  decdve  him,  an  I 
could  choose,  of  all  others. 

Pye.  Pear  not,  1  warrant  you.  And  so  by 
those  means  we  sh^l  help  one  another  to  pa- 
tients ;  as  the  condition  of  the  age  affords  crea- 
tures enough  for  cunning  to  work  upon. 

Skir,  (J  wonderous !  new  fools  and  fresh  asses. 

Pye.  O,  fit,  fit ;  excellent. 

skir,  Mfcat,  in  the  name  of  conjuring } 

P^.  AM  memory  greets  me  happily  with  lin 
adunra^lJPbbject  to  greze  upon.  Tlie  lady  wi- 
dow, whom  of  late  1  saw  weeping  in  her  garden 
lor  the  death  of  her  husband ;  sure  she  has  but  a 
wacerish  soul,  and  half  of 't  by  this  time  is  drop- 
ped out  of  her  eyes.  Device  well  managed  may 
do  good  upon  her : — it  stands  firm;  n)y  first  prac- 
tice shall  be  there. 

Skir,  You  have  my  voiqe,  George. 

Fye.  She  has  a  grey  gull  to  her  brother,  a  fool 
to  her  only  son,  and  an  ape  to  her  youngest 
daughter.  I  overheard  them  severally,  and  from 
their  words  Pil  denve  my  device;  and  tiiou,  pld 
Peter  ^irmish,  shalt  be  my  second  in  all  sleights. 

Skir,  Ne'er  doubt  me,  George  Pyeboard; — 
only  you  must  teach  me  to  conjure. 

Pye.  Ptth !  ril  perfect  thee,  Peter.  How  now ! 
what's  he? 

[Idle  pinfanedy  and  attended  by  a  Guard 
of  Sheriff's  Officers,.paues  over  the  Stage. 

Skir.  O  George !  this  sight  kiUs  me.  'lis  my 
sworn  brother,  captain  idle. 

Fyf,  Captain  idle ! 

Skir,  Apprehended  for  some  felonious  act  or 
other.  He  has  started  out, — has  made  a  night 
oii't,— lacked  s^ver.  I  cannot  but  commend  his 
resoUatiun;  he  would  not  pawn  his  buSjerkin. 
I  would  either  some  of  us  were  employed,  or 
might  pitch  our  tents  at  usurer^  doors,  to  kill 
the  slaves  as  they  peep  out  at  the  wicket. 

Pye,  indeed,  those  are  our  ancient  enemies; 
they  keep  our  money  in  their  hands,  and  make 
us  to  be  hanged  for  robbing  of  them.  But  come, 
let's  follow  after  to  the  prison,  and  know  the  na- 
ture of  his  offence ;  and  what  we  can  stead  him 
in,  he  shall  be  sure  of  it :  and  I'll  uphold  it  still, 
that  a  charitable  knave  is  better  than  a  soothing 
Puritan.  \^Exeunt^ 

SCENE  in.— J  Street. 

EntettficnoLkS  St  Antlings,'^  Simon  St  Ma« 
RY-GVERILS,  and  Frailty,  in  black  scurvy 
nummine  awts^  with  books  at  their  girdies^  as 
coming  from  Church,  To  them  Corporat  Oats, 

IHek,  What,  corporal  Oath !  I  am  sorry  we 
have  met  with  you;  next  onr  hearts,  you  are 
tlie  man  that  we  are  forbidden  to  keep  company 


**  KichoUs  %i  Antliog8,^tbe  name  of  a  church  near  Lombard  Street.    Jntling^s  h  a  corruption  of 
Jntholin's,    'Ibis  church  was  always  open  very  early  in  a  momiog,  and  was  much  resorted  to  Jiy  the  de» 
Totees  of  the  age.    The  situation  of  St  Mary-Overe^B  is  weU  koown— Stmtbms. 
VOL.  !•  3  E 
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[Anomymous. 


n^Siro 
!s9|  yoi 


Simon  St 

you,  that 

cata- 

oes  the 


withal.    We  must  not  swear,  I  can  tell  you,  and 
joo  haFC  the  name  for  swearing. 

Sim.  Ay,  corporal  Oath,  I  would  you  would  do 
80  much  as  forsake  us,  sir ;  we  cannot  abide  you ; 
we  must  not  be  seen  in  your  company. 

FraiL  There  is  none  of  us,  I  can  tell  you,  but 
iball  be  soundly  whipped  for  swearing;. 

Oath,  Why,  how  now,  we  three  ?  '^  Puritani- 
cal scrape-shoes,  flesh  o'  Good- Friday^  a  hand. 
I  Shakes  them  bu  the  hand. 

All.  Ohl 

Oath.  Why  Nicholas  St  Anilin^ 
Mary-Overies,  has  the  devil  poshes* 
you  swear  no  better?  you  haJt-chri 
mites,  you  un-godmothered  varlets.  * 
first  lesson  teach  you  to  be  proud,  and  Uie  se- 
cond to  be  coicombs,  proud  coxcombs,  not  once 
to  do  duty  to  a  man  of  mark? 

Frail,  A  man  of  mark,  quoth-a !  I  do  not  think 
he  can  show  a  beggar's  noble. "' 

Oath,  A  corporal,  a  commander,  one  of  spirit, 
that  is  able  to  blow  you  up  all  three  with  your 
books  at  your  girdles. 

Iftch.  We  are  not  taught  to  believe  that,  sir; 
for  we  know  the  breath  of  roan  is  weak. 

Oath  breathe*  on  Frailtt. 

FraiL  Fob  !  you  lie,  Nicholas !  for  here's  one 
Strong  enough.  Blow  us  up,  quoth-a!  he  may 
well  blow  me  above  twelve-score  off  on  him  i  1 
warrant,  if  the  wind  stood  right,  a  man  might 
smell  him  from  the  top  of  Newgate  to  the  leads 
of  Ludgate. 

Qath,  Sirrah,  thou  hollow  book  of  wax-can- 
dle  '« 

Nich,  Ay,  you  may  say  what  you  will,  so  you 
swear  not. 

Oath.  I  swear  by  the 

Hich,  Hold,  hold,  good  corporal  Oath ;  for  if 
ynu  swear  once,  we  ^hall  all  fall  down  in  a  swoon 
presently. 

Oath,  I  must  and  will  swear,  you  quivering 
coxcombs:  my  captain  is  imprisoned;  and,  by 
Vulcan's  leather  codpiece-point 

iVicA.  O  Simon,  what  an  oath  was  there  I 


FrmL  If  he  should  diancc  to  break  it,  the 
poor  man's  breeches  would  fall  down  about  his 
heels ;  '^  for  Venus  allows  him  but  one  point  to 
his  hose. 

Oath,  With  these  my  bnll^  feet  I  will  thump 
ope  the  prison  doors,  and  brain  the  keeper  with 
the  begging  box,  bat  111  set  my  honest  sweel 
captain  idle  at  liberty. 

Nich,  How,  captain  Idle  ?  my  old  aunt's  son, 
my  dear  kinsman,  in  Cappadochio  ? 

Oath.  Ay,  thou  church-peeling,  thou  holy  pa- 
ring, reUgious  outside,  thou :  If  thou  hadst  aoy 
grace  in  thee,  thou  wouldst  visit  him,  leUere  him, 
swear  to  get  him  out 

Nich.  Assure  you,  corporal,  indeed-la,  'tis  the 
first  time  I  heard  on't. 

Oath.  Why  do't  now  then,  marmoxet.  Bring 
forth  thy  yearly  wages;  let  not  a  commander 
perish. 

Sim,  But  if  he  be  one  of  tlie  wicked,  be  shall 
perish. 

Nich.  Well,  corporal,  FU  e'en  along  with  you, 
to  visit  my  kinsman ;  if  I  can  do  him  any  good, 
I  will ;  but  I  have  nothing  for  him.  Simon  S| 
Mary-Overies  and  Frailty,  pray  make  a  lie  for 
me  to  the  knight  my  roaster,  old  sir  Godfrey. 

Oath.  A  be  I  may  you  lie  then  ? 

FraiL  O  ay,  we  may  lie,  but  we  must  not 
swear. 

Sim.  True,  we  may  lie  with  our  neighbour's 
wife ;  but  we  must  not  swear  we  did  so. 

Oath.  O,  an  excellent  tag  of  religion  ! 

Nich.  O,  Simon,  I  have  thought  upon  a  aoond 
excuse;  it  will  go  current :  say  that  i  am  gone  to 
a  fast. 

Sim.  To  a  fast  I  very  good. 

Nick,  Ajr,  to  a  fast,  say,  with  master  FuU^ 
belly  the  minister. 

Sim.  Master  Full-belly  ?  an  honest  man :  be 
feeds  the  flock  well,  for  he's  an  excellent  ieeder. 

(Exeunt  Oath  and  Nicholas. 
lave  seen  him  eat  a  whole  pi^ 
and  afterward  fall  to  the  pettitoes. 

[Exeunt  Simon  and  FKAiLTr. 


<3  So  in  Twelfth  Night  :-^«  Did  you  never  see  tlie  picture  of  we  three?**  A  common  sign  in  the  time 
of  Shakespeare,  &c  conistiog  of  two  men  in  fool's  coats.  The  spectator*  or  enqairer  coaceniiiv  its 
meaoing,  was  supposed  to  make  the  fAird.^bTBEirBifs. 

'*  Foil  un-godmotbered  vartet$  — 1  be  Puritans  olyected  to  the  practice  of  having  godfiithen  and  fod« 
mothers  io  haptUna. — Percy. 

'  A  man  o/mark i  do  not  think  he  can  show  a  beggar*i  noble. — A  quibble  between  mark  the  an- 
cient coin,  value  iS«  4d.,  and  mark  a  token  of  eminence. 

■<>  Thou  hollow  book  of  mw-caiuUe,— ^1  suppose  alluding  to  the  rolls  of  wax-candle  coiled  up  in  the  form 
of  a  book. — Percy 

•7  Bif  Vulcan  $  leather  cod-piece  point //  he  ihould  chance  to  break  it^  the  poor  maa*s  breeches  woakl 

fali  down  about  bis  heels. — Points  were  the  metal  books  which  anciently  fastened  the  breeches  to  the 
iraistcoat.    The  same  kind  of  pleasantry  occurs  in  Ktng  Henry  I F.,  i*art  1.  last  edit.  voL  v.  p.  :I86. : 

**  Tbeir  points  being  broken— 

**  Down  fell  their  AofS.**— Stbevens. 

A  point  seems  to  have  been  a  string  with  a  metal  tag  to  it*    Cotgrave  renders  it  by  aiguiUeit*.^^yiJL* 
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SCENE  IV.— J  Room  in  the  Mdrihahea  Prison. 

inter  Idls;  to  him  afterwards  Pyeboard  and 
Skirmish. 

Pye.  [wiVAinl  Pray  tarn  the  kfey. 

Sicir.  {within^  Tutn  the  key,  1  pray. 

Idle,  Who  should  those  be?  I  almost  know 
their  voices.  [PyeboaRd  and  SKiitMisrt  enter,] 
O  my  friends!  you  are  welcome  to  a  smelling 
room  here;.  You  newly  took  leave  of  the  air; 
has  it  not  a  strange  savour  ? 

Pye,  As  all  prisons  have,  smells  of  Sundry 
Wretches,  who,  though  departed,  leave  their  scents 
behind  them.  By  gold,  captain,  I  am  sincerely 
sorry  for  thee. 

Idle.  By  roy  troth,  George,  I  thank  thee;  but^ 
pish— what  must  be,  must  be. 

Skir,  Captain,  what  do  you  He  in  for?  is^t 
great !.  what's  your  ofience  ? 

Idle,  Faith  my  oflR^nce  is  ordinary,  common; 
a  high- way :  and  I  fear  me  my  penalty  will  be  or- 
dinary and  common  too, — a  halter. 

Pye,  Nay,  prophecy  not  so  ill ;  it  shall  go  hard 
Botril  shift  for  thy  life. 

Idle,  Whether  I  live  or  die,  thou'rt  an  honest 
George.  I'll  tell  you.  Silver  flowed  not  with  me, 
as  it  had  done ;  for  now  the  tide  runs  to  bawds 
and  flattei-ers.  I  had  a  start  out,  knd  by  6hance 
set  upon  a  fat  steward,  thinking  his  purse  h^d 
been  as  pursy  as  his  body;  and  the  slave  had 
about  him  but  the  poor  purchase  of  ten  groats. 
Notwithstanding  beii^  descried,  pursued,  and  ta- 
ken, I  know  the  law  is  so  grim,  in  respect  of  ma- 
ny desperate,  unsettled  soldiers,  that  I  fear  me  I 
shall  dance  after  their  pipe  for't 

Skir.  I  am  twice  sorry  for  you,  captain ;  first, 
that  your  purchase  was  so  small,  and  now  that 
your  danger  is  so  great. 

Idte,  Pish,  the  worst  is  but  death.  Have  yoo 
a  pipe  of  tobacco  about  you  ?  * 

Skir.  I  think  I  have  thereabouts  about  me. 

Idle,  Here's  a  clean  gentleman  too,  to  receive.  '* 
[Idle  smokes  a  pipe, 

Pye.  Well,  I  must  cast  about  some  happy  sleight : 
Work,  brain,  that  ever  didst  thy  master  right. 

[Oath  and  Nicholas  knock  within. 

Oath.  Iwithin.]  Keeper,  let  the  key  be  turned. 

iVicA.  [wilhinj  Ay,  I  pray,  master  keeper,  give 
OS  a  cast  of  your  omce. 


Enter  Oath  and  Nicholas. 


Idle,  How  nbw?  More  Visittot^  ?  What,  cor- 
poral Oath  ? 

rporai ! 

prison,  honest  cdptain?   this  mast 


5&r.  r 

Oath.  Id 
not  be.       I 

Nich,  Hdw  do  yon,  captain  kinsman  ? 

Idle,  Gdod  coxcomb,  what  makes  that  pure, 
starched  iifol  here? 

Nich.Jf^ieef  kinsman,  I  am  somewhat  bold 
to  call  i^Jp  see  how  you  dd.  I  heard  you  were 
safe  enotf^;  and  I  waS  very  glad  on't  that  it  was 
no  worse. 

Idle,  This  is  a  double  torture  now.  This  fool, 
by  the  book,  doth  vei  me  mote  than  my  impri- 
sonment. What  meaut  you,  corporal,  to  book  him 
hither  ? 

Oath.  Who,  he  ?  he  shall  relieve  thee,  aod  Sup- 
ply thee ;  I'll  make!  him  do't. 

Idle.  Fie,  what  vain  breath  you  spend  ?  He 
supply !  Ill  sooner  expect  mercy  from  an  usurer 
wheir  my  bond's  forfeited ;  sooner  kindness  from 
a  lawyer  when  my  money's  spent,  nay,  sooner 
charity  from  the  devil,  than  good  from  a  Puritan. 
I'll  look  for  relief  from  him  when  Lucifer  is  re- 
stored to  his  blood,*'  and  in  heaven  a^n. 

Nich,  I  warrant  roy  kinsman's  talking  of  me, 
for  my  left  efllr  bumd  most  tyrannically.*® 

Pye,  Captain  Idle,  what's  he  there  ?  he  looks 
like  a  monkey  upward,  and  a  crane  downward. 

Idle.  Psha !  a  foolish  cousin  of  niine,  I  must 
thank  Gnd  for  hitn. 

Pye.  Why,  the  better  subject  to  work  a  scapo 
upon ;  thou  shalt  e'en  change  clothes  with  him, 
and  leave  him  here,  and  so — 

Idle,  Pish  !  I  pobliihed  him  e'en  now  to  my 
corporal:  he  will  be  damn'd  ere  he  do  me  so 
much  good.  Why,  I  knOw  a  more  proper,  a  more 
handsome  device  than  that,  if  the  slave  would  be 
sociable.    Now,  goodman  Fleerface  ? 

Nich,  O,  my  cousin  begins  to  speak  to  me 
now;  I  shall  be  acquainted  with  him  again,  I 
hope. 

Skir,  Look,  what  ridiculoas  raptures  take  bold 
of  his  wrinkles. 

Pye.  Then  what  say  you  to  this  device?  a  hap- 
py One,  captain  ? 

Idle.  Speak  low,  George;  prison  rats  hare  wider 
ears  than  those  In  toalt-lofts. 


'•  **  Here's  a  dun  pipe  to  receive  the  tobacco."— Stbbtbns; 

'9  Restored  to  ki$  btood^l,  e.  to  his  faoiily  hooours^  hb  rank,  which  he  once  held  as  an  angel.    So  in 
ike  Yorkshire  Tragedif : 

«  You  are  a  gentleman  by  many  ftfoodi."— Stbevbits. 

^  Most  tyrannically.— So  in  Hamldt :  ^' little  eyases,  that  cry  ont  on  the  top  of  question,  and  are 

most  tyrannicaUy  clapp'd  for  it." — 8T£SVEif  s. 
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tAmniTifMi^ 


Nick,  CoQSM,  if  it  lay  in  my  power,  as  they  say, 
to  do^ 

Idle,  'Twoiild  do  roe  an  exceeding  pleasure  in- 
deed, that :  but  ne'er  talk  further  on't ;  the  fool 
will  be  hanged  e'er  be  do't.        [To  <4«  Corporal 

Oath,  Pox,  1*11  thump  him  ta*t. 

Pifc.  Why,  do  but  try  the  fopster,  and  break  it 
to  him  bluntly.  % 

Idle.  And  so  my  disgrace  will  dwell  in  his 
jaws,  and  the  slave  slaver  out  our  purpose  to  his 
master;  for  would  1  were  but  as  sure  oo*t,  as  1 
am  !fure  he  will  deny  to  do*L 

Nkh,  I  would  be  heardly  glad»  o^kiii,  if  any 
of  my  friendfthipe,  as  they  say,  might-^i»d,  ha — 

Pi/e,  Why,  you  see  he  o£krs  his  frieudship 
foolishly  tn>  you  already, 

Id/e.  Ay,  that's  tlie  hell  on't;  I  would  be  would 
offer  it  wisely. 

Nic/l  Verily  and  indeed  k,  cousin — 

Idk,  I  have  took  note  of  thy  fleers  a  gnod 
while  If  thou  art  minded  to  do  me  g(M>d,  (as 
thou  gap'st  upon  me  comfortably,  and  giv'st  me 
charitable  faces, — which  indeed  is  but  a  fashion 
fn  you  all  that  are  Puritans,)  wilt  soon  at  night 
steal  mc  thy  master's  chain  ? 

Nich.  Oh,  I  shall  swoon  f 

P^e.  Corporal,  he  starts  already. 

Idle,  I  know  it  to  be  worth  three  hundred 
crowns ;  and  with  the  half  of  that  I  can  buy  my 
life  at  a  broker's,  at  second-hand,  which  now  lies 
ID  pawn  to  the  law.  If  this  thou  refuse  to  dn,  be- 
ing easy  and  nothing  dangerous,  in  that  thou  art 
held  in  good  opinion  of  thy  master,  why  'tis  a  pal- 
pable argument  thou  holdtst  my  life  at  no  price; 
and  these  thy  broken  and  unjointed  offers  are  but 
only  created  in  thy  lip ;  now  born,  and  now  bu- 
ried ;  foolish  breath  only.  What,  wilt  do't?  shall 
I  look  for  happiness  in  thy  answer  f 

Nich,  Steal  my  ma&ter*s  chain,  quotb-a  ?  No,  it 
shall  ne'er  be  said,  that  Nicholas  St  Antlings 
committed  birdlime. 

Idle.  Nay,  I  told  you  as  nuich,  did  I  not  ? — 
Though  be  be  a  Puritan,  yet  he  will  be  a  true 
man. 

Nich.  Why  coosin,  you  know  'tis  written,  T^ou 
thalt  not  iteuL 

Idle.  Why,  and  fool,  Thou  ihalt  lovf  th^  ndghr 
how^  and  help  him  in  extremities, 

Nich,  Mass  I  think  it  be  indeed :  un  what  chap-- 
tar's  that,  cousin  ? 

Idle.  Why  in  the  first  of  Charity,  the  second 
Terse. 

Nich.  The  first  of  Charity,  quoth-a }  That's  a 
good  jest ;  there's  no  such  chapter  in  my  book. 

Idle,  No,  I  knew  'twas  torn  out  of  thy  book, 
and  that  makes  it  so  little  in  thv  heart* 

Pye.  \Taku  Nvcholas  amde.'\  Coma,  let  me 
tell  you,  you're  too  unkind  a  kinsman  i^aitb ;  the 


captain  loving  you  to  dearly,  ay,  like  the  pome^ 
water  of  his  eye,*'  and  you  to  be  so  uncomfort- 
able :  fie,  fie. 

Nich,  Pray  do  not  wish  me  to  be  banged.  An? 
thing  else  that  1  can  do,  had  it  beA  to  rob,  T 
would  have  done't ;  but  1  must  not  steal :  That's 
the  word,  the  literal.  Thou  ihalt  moi  Heal;  and 
Mould  you  wish  me  to  steal  then  ? 

Pye,  No  faith,  that  were  too  much,  to  spask 
truth  :  why,  wilt  thou  nym  it  from  him  ? 

Nich.  That  I  wilL 

Pye,  Why  enough,  bully  ;  be  will  be  contest 
with  that,  or  he  shall  have  none :  let  roe  alone 
with  hhn  now.— Captain,  I  have  dealt  with  your 
kinsman  in  a  comer ;  a  good,  kind-natured  feK* 
low,  metbinks:  go  to;  you  shall  not  have  all 
vour  own  asking,  you  shall  bate  somewhat  on'tt 
be  is  not  contented  absolutely,  as  you  would  say, 
to  steal  the  chain  from  him,  but  to  du  you  a  pleth 
sure,  he  will  nym  it  (rac^  biro. 

Nich,  Ay,  that  I  will,  cousin. 

Idle,  Well,  seeing  be  will  do  no  more,  as  far 
a»  I  see,  I  must  be  contented  with  that. 

Oath,  Here's  no  nouble  gallery  ! 

Pye,  Nay,  I'll  come  nearer  to  you,  gentleman. 
Because  we'll  have  only  but  a  help  and  a  ourtfar 
on't,  the  kniglil  shall  not  lose  his  chain  neither, 
but  it  shall  be  only  Laid  out  of  the  way  some  one 
or  two  days. 

Nich,  Ay,  that  would  be  good  indeed,  kma- 
maa. 

Pye.  For  I  have  a  farther  readi,  to  profit  as 
better  by  the  missing  oft  only,  than  if  we  had  it 
outright ;  as  my  discourse  shall  make  it  known  to 
you.  When  thou  hast  the  chain,  do  bnt  convey 
it  out  at  a  backnloor  into  the  garden,  and  there 
hang  it  close  in  the  rosemary  bank,  but  for  a 
smdl  season;  and  by  that  harmlesa  device  I 
know  how  to  wind  captain  Idle  out  of  prison : 
the  knight  thy  master  shall  get  his  pardon,  and 
release  him,  and  he  satisfy  diy  master  with  bis 
own  chain,  and  wondrous  thanks  oo  both  bands* 

Nich,  That  were  rare  indeed  la.  Pray  let  me 
know  how. 

Pye,  Nay,  'tis  very  necessary  thou  should'st 
know,  because  thon  roust  be  employed  as  an  ac- 
tor. 

Nich*  An  aetor  ?  O  no ;  that's  a  player ;  and 
our  parson  rails  against  players  mildly,  I  csn 
tell  you,  because  they  brought  him  drunk  upon 
the  stage  once  ;-^as  he  will  be  horribly  drank. 

Oath.  Mass  I  cannot  blame  him  then,  poor 
church-spout. 

Pye,  Why,  as  an  intermedler  then. 

Nich,  Ay,  that,  that. 

Pvr  Give  me  andience  then.  When  die  old 
knight,  thj  masDer,  has  raged  his  fill  fhr  tfie  loia 
of  the  chiun,  tell  him  thou  hatftkiiswan  is  pii* 


^  The  apple  of  his  eye. 
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son,  of  such  eiqatsite  art,  that  the  devil  himself 
if  French  lackey  to  him,  and  runs  bare-headed  by 
his  horse-belly,  when  be  has  one ;  whom  he  will 
cause,  with  most  Irish  dexterity,^^  to  fetch  his 
chain,  though  'twere  hid  under  a  mine  of  sea-HXMil, 
and  ne'er  make  spade  or  pick-aae  his  instruments: 
tell  him  but  this  ^^h  farther  instructions  thou 
shalt  receive  from  me,  and  thou  showest  thyself  a 
kinsmati  indeed. 

Oaih    A  dainty  bully. 

Skir.  An  honest  buok-keeper. 

Idie.  And  my  three-times-thrice-honey  cousin. 

Nick,  Nay,  grace  o{  God,  I'll  rob  him  on't  sud- 
denly, and  han^  it  in  the  rosemary  bank ;  but  I 
bear  that  mmd,  cousii,  I  would  not  steal  any 
thinic  methinks,  for  mine  own  father. 

Skir.  He  bears  a  good  mind  in  that,  captain. 

Pye.  Wh?,  well  said ;  he  begins  to  be  an  ho- 
nest fellow,  faith. 

Oath,  In  troth  he  does. 

Nich,  You  see,  cousin,  I  am  willing  to  do  you 
way  kindness ;  always  saving  mxyself  harmless. 

Idle.  Why  [  thank  thee.  Fare  thee  well;  I 
shall  requite  it.  [Exit  Nicholas. 

OiitiL  *Twill  be  good  for  thee,  captain,  that 
thou  hast  such  an  egregious  ass  to  thy  cousin. 

Idle.  Ay,  is  he  not  a  fine  fool,  corporal  ? 
But,  George,  thou  ulk'st  of  art  and  conjuring) 
How  shall  that  be  ? 

Pye.  Pub  !  be't  not  in  your  care : 
Lieare  that  to  me  and  my  directions. 
Well,  captain,  doubt  not  thy  delivery  now, 
£ven  with  the  vantage,  man,  to  gain  by  prison. 
As  my  thoughts  prompt  me.    lK»ld  00  Drain  and 

plot! 
I  aim  at  many  cunning  far  events, 
All  which  I  doubt  not  but  to  hit  at  length* 
V\\  to  the  widow  with  a  quaint  assault : 
Captain,  be  merry. 

Idle.  Vtho,  1  ?  Kerry  merry  buff-jerkio. 


Pye.  Oh,  I  am  happy  iif  iaortf  sleights ;  and 
one  will  knit  Bttctng  in  another.    Corporal  Oath. 

OetL  Ho !  bully  ! 

Pye.  And  thou,  old  Peter  Skirmish,  I  have  a 
necessary  task  for  you  both. 

Skir,  Lay  it  upon  us,  George  Pyeboard. 

Oath,  Whate'er  it  be,  we*ll  manage  it 

Pye.  I  would  have  you  to  maintain  a  quarrel 
before  the  lady  widow's  door,  and  draw  your 
awords  i*the  edge  of  the  eveniog,:  clash  a  bttle^ 
clash,  clash. 

Oa^,  FtthI 
Let  us  aloa#  to  make  our  blades  riog  noiMi^ 
Though  it  be  after  supper. 

Pye.  I  know  you  can :  and  out  of  that  false 
fire,  1  doubt  not  but  to  raise  Strang  belief.  And^ 
captain,  to  couoteuance  my  device  the  better, 
and  grace  my  words  to  the  widow,  I  have  a  good 
plain  sattib  suit,  that  I  had  of  a  young  reveller 
t'other  night ;  for  words  pass  not  regarded  nofv- 
a-days,  unless  they  come  from  a  good  suit  of 
clothes ;  which  the  Fates  and  my  wits  have  be* 
stowed  upon  me.  Well,  captain  Idle,  if  I  did  noe 
highly  love  thee,  I  would  ne'er  be  seen  withia 
twelve  score  of  a  prison  ;*^  for  I  protest,  at  this 
instant,  I  walk  in  great  danger  of  smaH  debts.  I 
owe  money  to  several  hostesses,  and  voa  kmm 
such  Jills  will  quickly  be  apon  a  man's  jack.^ 

Idle*  True,  George. 

Pye,  Fare  thee  well,  captain.  Come  corponil 
and  ancient.  Thou  shalt  bear  more  news  next 
time  we  greet  thee. 

Oath,  More  news  ^— Ay,  by  yon  Bear  at  Bridge- 
foot^  io  heaven  shalt  thou*^' 

[Exeunt  PrcBoaBDi  SxiBM ish,  and 
Oath. 

Idie,  tinougb :  my  friends,  farewell ! 
This  prison  swnre  as  ghosts  did  part  m  hell. 

[Exii^ 


^  f^Uk  mett  Iilsh  iftfaterily— With  the  agility  of  a  ruonlog  footiaan.  In  the  time  of  qoeen  Eliaabeth 
and  king  James  I.  many  noMciaen  bad  Irish  ranolDg  footmen  in  their  service.-^MALOHB. 

^'  /  would  ne'er  be  seen  mithin  twelve  score  ef  a  pmon.-^That  to,  within  twelve  score  yards  af  a  yrl- 
iOii4--MALoas. 

See  note  on  King  Henry  IV,  last  edit  vol.  v.  p  S46.     Stkevbns. 

^^  And  you  know  micA  jills  will  quickUf  be  upon  a  nwm'f  jack  — Jill  is  a  low  appellation  for  a  woaiaoi 
originally  a  corraption  of  Julian.  A  jack  or  jacket  was  the  qailted  waistcoat  formerly  worn  under  a 
coat  o#mall.    See  Spenser's  View  of  Ireland^  p.  4i»,  edit.  1AS3.— Malonb. 

Such  jills  will  quickly  be  upon  a  mm*»  Jodk.— See  note  oa  the  Taming  of  erSkrtm^  last  edit.  vol.  lit 
p.  47<f.— StBbvbhs* 

*'  hyyon  Bear  at  Bridgo-foot^  in  heaven  ehalt  thou*  I  do  not  nadentand  tbli  adjnratioD.  Plefhaps 
the  wordikeaMa  to  a  corruption.  We  were  told,  jttst  before,  that  the  pretended  scoffle  was  to  be  In  the 
evening.  1  therefore  inspect  we  shoald  read — **  by  yon  Bear  at  the  Bridge-foot,  (the  sign  of  a  well- 
Jmowo  tavora  at  the  foot  ef  London  Bridge)  in  the  even  shalt  thou."  The  corporal  would  naturallj 
eooQgh  swear  bj  the  siga  of  a  puUlc-kooie  which  be  was  accustAned  to  ffeqaeat«-*>STBSVBBS. 
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ACT  11. 


^£N£  I.— il  Room  in  the  Widow's  House. 

Enter  Mary. 

Mary.  Not  marry !  forswear  marriage !  Why 
all  women  know  'tis  as  honourable  a  thing  as  to 
lie  with  a  man ;  and  l^  to  spight  nij  sister's  tow 
the  more,  have  entertained  a  suitor  already,  a  fine 
gallant  knight  of  the  last  feather.^  He  says  he 
will  coach  me  too,  and  well  appoinf  me;  allow 
me  money  to  dice  withal ;  and  manjr  such  plea- 
sing protestations  he  sticks  upon  my  hps.  Indeed, 
his  short-winded  father  i'  the  country  is  wondrous 
i^vealthy,  a  most  abominable  farmer ;  and  there- 
fore he  may  do  it  in  time.  Troth  I'll  venture  6p- 
on  him.  Women  are  not  without  ways  enoagh  to 
help  themselves :  if  he  prove  wise,  and  good  as 
his  word,  why  I  shall  love  him,  and  use  him  kind- 
ly ;  and  if  he  prove  an  ass,  why  in  a  quarter  of 
an  hour*s  warning  I  can  transform  him  into  an 
ox ; — there  comes  in  my  relief  again. 

Enter  Frailty. 

FraiL  O,  mistress  Mary,  mistress  Mary ! 

Mary.  How  now  ?  what's  the  news  ? 

Frail.  The  knight,  your  suitor,  sir  John  Pen- 
Aydub. 

MaA  Sir  John  Pennydub  ?  where  ?  where  ? 

Fra*li^e*s  walking  in  the  gallery. 

JMary.  Has  my  mother  seen  him  yet  ? 

FraU.  P  tio ;  she's  spitting  in  the  kitchen.  ^^ 

iil$r^^  Direct  him  hither  softly,  good  Frailty : 
ill  nieet  him  half  way. 

Frdfk  ghat's  just  like  running  a  tilt;  but  I 
hopo  Irrlt  break  nothing  this  time.  [Exit. 

'  Enter  Sir  John  PeNKYDtiB. 

Mary,  ^s  happiness  my  mother  saw  him  not 
O  welcome,  good  sir  John. 

Sir  John.  I  thank  you  'faith — ^Nay,  you  must 
stand  me  till  I  kiss  you :  *tis  the  fashion  every 
where,  iYaith,  and  I  came  from  court  even  now. 

Mary.  Nay,  the  Fates  forefend  that  I  should 
anger  t*ne  fasliion  ! 

Sir  JoAn.  Then,  not  forgettitig  the  s^eet  of 
new  ceremonies,  I  first  fall  back ;  then  recovering 
myself,  make  my  honour  to  your  lip  thus ;  and 
then  accost  it.  [Kisses  her. 

Mary.  Trust  roe,  very  pretty  and  moving; 
you're  worthy  of  it^ sir — O fny  mother,  my  mother! 
now  she's  here,  we'll  steal  into  the  gallery. 

[Exeunt  Sir  John  and  Mart. 


Enter  Widow  and  Sir  Godfrey. 


Sir  God.  Nay,  sister,  let  reason  rule  you ;  do 
not  play  the  fool ;  stand  not  in  your  own  light. 
You  have  wealthy  offers,  large  teoderings;  do  not 
withstand  your  good  fortune.  Who  comes  a  woo- 
ing to  you,  I  pray  ?  No  small  fool ;  a  rich  knight 
o'  the  dty,  sir  Oliver  Muckhill ;  no  »mall  fool,  I 
can  tell  you.  And,  furthermore,  sis  I  heard  late 
by  your  maid-servants,  (as  your  maid-servants  will 
say  to  roe  ahy  thing,  I  thank  them,)  both  your 
daughters  arc  not  withotit  suitors,  ay,  and  worthy 
ones  too ;  one  a  brisk  courtier,  sir  Andrew  Tip- 
staff, suitor  afar  off  to  your  eldest  daughter;  and 
the  third,  a  huge  wealthy  farmer'^  son,  a  fine 
young  country  knight ;  they  call  him  sir  John 
Pennydub:  a  good  name,  marry; — be  may  have 
it  coined  when  he  laeks  money.  What  blessings 
are  these,  sister  i* 

Wid.  Tempt  me  not,  Satan. 

Sir  God.  Satan  !  do  I  look  like  Satan  ?  I  hope 
the  devil's  not  so  old  aS  I,  I  trow. 

Wid,  You  wound  my  senses^  brother,  ^ben  yoa 
name 
A  siiTtor  to  me.    O,  I  cannot  abide  it ; 
I  take  in  poison  when  I  hear  one  named; 

Enter  Simon. 

How  now,- Simon;  where's  my  son  Edmond? 

Sim.  Verily,  madam,  he  is  at  vain  exerCiise^ 
dripping  in  the  Tennis-Court. 

Wid.  At  Tennis-Coort !  O,  now  his  father's 
gone,  I  shall  have  no  rule  with  him.  Oh,  wickccl 
Edmond !  I  might  well  compare  this  with  the 
prophecy  in  the  Chronicle,  though  far  inferior : 
As  Harry  of  Monmouth  won  all,  and  Horry  of 
Windsoi'  lost  all ;  so  Edmond  of  BriStot^,  that 
was  the  father,  got  all,  and  Edmond  of  London, 
that's  his  son,  now  will  spend  all. 

Sir  God.  Peace,  sister,  we'll  have  him  reform- 
ed ;  there's  hope  of  him  yet,  though  it  be  but  a 
little. 

Enter  Frailty. 

Frail  Forsooth,  madam,  there  are  two  or  three 
archers  at  door  would  very  gladly  speak  with  your 
ladyship. 

Wid.  Archers? 

Sir  God.  Your  hasbaod's  flctcber,  I  wantmt. 

Wid.O, 
Let  them  come  near,  they  bring  home  things  of 
his; 


^  J  fine  gallant  knight  i»f  (he  TaSt  feather.-^  When  tliii  pTay  was  wrHtett,  feathers  were  maeh  worn 
by  men.  See  Deckrr  s  QuVs  Hom-bookf  (609  :  **  if  the  writer  be  a  fellow  that  hath  either  epigramraed 
you,  or  hath  had  a  flirt  at  your  mistress,  or  bath  broaglit  either  yowfeatherf  or  your  red  beard,  or  your 
little  legs,  Ac.  on  the  stage.**— Ma  lone. 

**  A  hat  of  the  last  block"  was  a  phrase  signifying,  a  bat  of  the  newest  fashion. — Stbevbns. 

^7  Spitlingy  probably  the  nicer  name  for  roasting,  at  least  superintending  the  operation. 
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Troth  I  should  have  foi^t  them.    How  now, 

villain ! 
Which  be  those  archers? 

Enter  Sir    Andrew    Tipstaff,   Sir  Oliveb 
MucKBiLL,  and  Sir  John  Pennydub. 

FraiL  Why  do  you  not  see  them  before  you  ? 
Are  not  these  ardiers ! — what  do  you  call  'em — 
shooters  ?  ^  Shooters  and  archers  are  all  one,  I 
hope. 

Wid,  Oa%  ignorant  slave ! 

Sir  Oliv,  Nay,  pray  be  patient,  lady ; 
We  come  in  way  of  honourable  love— ^ 

^r  Oliv.  To  you. 

Sir  jiiuL     ) 

^rJahn.    J  And  to  your  daughters. 

Wid.  O,  why  will  you  ofer  me  this,  gentlemen, 
(indeed  I  will  not  look  upim  you)  when  the  tears 
are  scarce  out  of  mine  eyes,  not  yet  washed  off 
from  my  cheeks;  and  my  dear  husband's  body 
scarce  so  cold  as  the  coflSin  ?  What  reason  have 
you  to  oflSsr  it?  I  am  not  like  some  of  your  wi- 
dows that  will  bury  one  in  the  evening,  and  be 
sure  to  have  another  ere  morning.  Pray,  away ; 
pray  take  your  answers,  good  knights.  An  you 
be  sweet  knights,  I  have  vowed  never  ^  marry;- 
and  so  have  my  daughters  too. 

Sir  John.  Ay,  two  of  you  have,  but  the  third's 
a  good  wench. 

.  Sir  Oliv.  Lady,  a  shrewd  answer,  marry.  The 
best  is,  'tis  but  the  first ;  and  he's  a  blunt  wooer, 
tliat  will  leave  for  one  sharp  answer. 

Sir  And,  Where  be  your  daughters,  lady  ?  I 
hope  they'll  gjve  us  better  encouragement 

Wid.  ind^d  the/U  answer  you  so ;  take  it  on 
my  word,  they'll  give  you  the  very  same  answer 
7  :rbatim,  truly  la. 

Sir  John.  Mum :  Mary's  a  good  wench  still;  I 
k  low  what  she'll  do. 

Sir  Oliv.  Well,  lady,  for  this  time  well  take 
oar  leaves ;  hoping  for  better  comfort. 

Wid.  O  never,  never,  an  I  live  these  thousand 
Tears.  An  you  be  good  knights,  do  not  hope; 
'twill  be  all  vain,  vain.  Look  you  put  off  all  your 
suits,  an  yon  come  to  me  again. 

[Exeunt  Sir  John  and  Sir  Andrew. 

FraiL  Put  of  all  their  suits,  quoth-a  ?  ay,  that's 
the  best  wooing  of  a  widow  indeed,  when  a  man's 
iioi>-9uited;  that  is,  when  he's  a-bed  with  her. 

Sir  Oliv.  Sir  Godfrey,  here's  twenty  angels 
more.    Work  bard  for  me;  there's  life  in't  yet  ** 

Sir  God.  Fear  not.  Sir  Oliver  Afuckhill;  PU 
f  tick  close  for  you :  leave  all  with  roe. 

[Exit  Sir  Oliver. 


Enter  Pteboard. 

Pye.  By  your  leave,  lady  widow, 

Wid.  What,  another  suitor  now  ? 

Pye.  A  suitor!  No,  I  protest,  lady,  if  you'4 
give  me  yourself,  I'd  not  be  troubled  with  you. 

Wid.  Say  you  so,  sir  ?  then  you're  the  better 
welcome,  sir. 

Pye.  Nay,  heaven  bless  me  from  a  widow,  un- 
less I  were  sure  to  bury  her  speedily? 

Wui.  Good  bluntness.  Well,  your  business, 
sir? 

Pye.  Very  needful;  if  you  were  in  private 
once. 

Wtd.  Needful?  Brother,  pray  leave  uapfeid 
you,  sir.  [Exit  Sir  GoimEY. 

Frail.  I  should  laugh  now,  if  this  blunt  fellow 
should  put  them  all  beside  the  stirrup,  and  vault 
into  the  saddle  himself.  I  have  seen  as  mad  a 
trick.  [Exit  Frailtt. 

Wid.  Now,  sir;  here's  none  but  we. 

Enter  Mary  and  Frances. 

Daughters,  forbear. 

Pye.  O  no,  pray  let  them  stay;  for  what  I  have 
to  speak  iraporteth  equally  to  them  as  to  you. 

Wid.  Then  you  may  stay. 

Pye.  I  pray  bestow  on  me  a  serious  ear, 
For  what  1  speak  is  full  of  weight  and  fear. 

Wid.  Fear? 
'  Pye.  Ay,  if  it  pass  unregarded,  and  nnefiected ; 
else  peace  and  joy :  I  pray  attention.  Widow,  I 
have  been  a  mere  stranger  from  these  parts  that 
you  live  in,  nor  did  I  ever  know  the  husband  of 
you,  and  father  of  them ;  but  I  truly  know,  by 
certain  spiritual  intelligence,  that  he  is  in  purga- 
tory. 

iTidL  Purgatory !  tub ;  that  word  deserves  to 
be  spit  upon.  I  wonder  that  a  man  of  sober 
tongue,  as  you  seem  to  be,  should  have  the  folly 
to  believe  there's  such  a  place. 

Pye.  Well,  lady,  in  cold  blood,  I  speak  it ;  I 
assure  you  that  there  is  a  purgatory,  in  which 
place  I  know  your  husband  to  reside,  and  where^ 
m  he  is  like  to  remain,  till  the  dissolution  of  the 
world,  till  the  last  general  bonfire ;  when  all  the 
earth  shall  melt  into  nothing,  and  the  seas  scald 
their  finny  labourers  t  so  long  is  his  abidance,  un- 
less your  alter  the  property  of  your  purpose,  to- 
gether with  each  of  your  daughters  theirs ;  that 
is,  the  purpose  of  single  life  in  yourself  and  your 
eldest  daughter,  and  the  speedy  determination  of 
marriage  in  your  young^t 

Mary.  How  knows  he  that  ?  what,  has  some 
devil  told  him  ? 

Wid.  Strange  he  should  know  our  thoughts.— 


?9  Suit(nr$. 

l^  There'$  Hfe  in't  yet.^So  Lear : 

"Then  there's  life  In  iU" 


Stibvens* 


408 


THE  PURITAN. 


[AlTAMTIA^irA. 


Why,  bot  dtngbter,  have  yon  purposed  speedy 
nmrriage  ? 

P^e.  You  sec  she  tells  you,  ay,  for  she  says 
nothing.  Nay,  give  me  credk  as'  you  please ;  I 
lUB  a  stranf^r  to  yoi|,  and  yet  you  see  I  know 
yoor  deterounaiions,  which  must  come  to  me  roer 
tapbyBically,  and  by  a  supernatural  intelligaoce, 

Wid,  This  puts  amazenoent  on  nie. 

Fran,  Kaow  our  secreu? 

Mdfy,  I  bad  thouaht  to  ateal  a  marriap^. 
Waold  his  tongue  had  dropped  out  when  be 
Uahbed  it ! 

Wid.  )Bttt,  sir,  ray  Irasband  waa  too  honi^  a 
dealing  man  to  be  now  in  any  purgatfrries. 

P^.  O,  do  not  load  your  consoieBce  with  un- 
truths; 
Tis  but  mere  Colly  now  to  gild  bim  oW, 
That  has  pttst  but  for  copper,     I  raises  bene 
Cannot  unbind  him  there.    Confess  but  truth ; 
I.know  lie  fot  his  wealth  witb  a  hard  gripe: 
€^  hardly,  hardly. 

Wid.  This  is  most  strange  of  all :  how  kpows 
he  that? 

Pye.  He  would  eat  fools  and  ignorant  heirs 
clean  up ; 
And  had  bis  drink  from  many  a  poor  man's  brow, 
Even  as  their  labour  brewed  it.  He  would  scrape 
Riches,  to  bun  most  uf\)ustly :  the  very  dirt 
Between  his  nails  was  ih  got,  and  not*  his  own. 
O,  I  groan  to  speak  on't ;  the  thought  makes  me 
Sbudder,  shudder! 

Wid.  Il  quakes  me  too,  now  I  think  on't.  [J$ide.] 
Sir,  I  am  much  grieved,  that  yqu  a  stranger  shi^uld 
so  deeply  wroiig  my  dead  hubbaod ! 

^  'Wid.  A  man  that  would  keep  church  so  duly ; 
,?S^  early,  before  his  servants,  and  even  Tor  reli- 
%j^oos  baate,  go  un^srtcred,  unbuttonedf  nay  (sir 
^verence)  uiitruss^,  to  morning  prater? 

Pyf.  O,  ult 
**VjF»d.  Dine  quickly  upon  high  days;  and  when 
I  bad  great  guests,  would  even  shame  me,  and 
ijse  from  the  table,  to  get  a  good  scat  at  an  after- 
i&XMi  sermon. 

Fye.  There's  the  devil,  there's  the  devil !  True: 
be  thought  it  sanctity  enough,  if  be  bad  killed  a 
nan,  so  it  bad  been  done  in  a  pew ;  or  undone 
bis  ne^bbour,  so  it  had  been  near  epoi^(h  to  the 
preacher.  0,  a  sermon's  a  fine  short  cloak  of  an 
bour  loig,  and  will  bide  the  upper  part  or  a  dis- 
sambler. — Churcli !  ay,  he  seemed  all  churchy 
mid  bis  consdeace  was  as  bard  as  the  puipiL 

Wid.  I  can  no  more  endure  this. 

Fye,  Nor  1,  widow,  endure,  to  flatter. 

Wid.  Is  this  all  your  business  with  me? 
.Pye.  No,  lady,  'ms  but  the  induction  to  it.  ^ 
You  may  believe  my  strains ;  I  strike  all  true ; 
AiMi  if  your  conscience  would  leap  up  to  your 


tongue^  yourself  would  B&rm  k.  And  th^  jop 
shall  perceive  I  know  of  things  to  come,  as  well 
as  I  do  of  what  is  present,  a  brother  of  jroor 
husband's  shall  shortly  have  a  loss. 

Wid.  A  loss  ?  marry',  heaven  forcfend !  Sir  God^ 
frev,  my  brother ! 

ryt.  Nay,  keep  in  your  wonders,  till  I  hav* 
told  vou  the  fortunes  of  you  all ;  which  are  mof« 
fearful,  if  not  happil^y  prevented.  Fi»r  your  pait 
and  your  dauKhter^',  if  there  be  nf>t  once  this  da^ 
some  blood  shed  before  your  door,  wbrreof  the 
human  creature  dies^  two  of  yon  (th$  •Ider)  shall 
run  mad ;?- 

Wid.  and  Fran.  Oh ! 

Mary.  That's  not  I  yet, 

Fye.  And,  with  most  impudent  prosdtQtiooy 
show  your  naked  bodies  to  the  view  of  «U  be* 
holders. 

Wid.  Our  naked  bodies?  iie  for  sbame. 

Pye.  Attend  me — and  your  younger  daugbtov 
be  strucken  dumb. 

Mary.  Dumb }  out,  alas !  'tis  ibe  worst  pain^ 
of  all  tor  a  woman.  I'd  rather  be  mad,  or  tua ' 
naked,  or  any  thing.    Dumb  ! 

Pyc  Give  ear:  £re  the < evening  fell  opon  bil^ 
boK,  and  meadow,  this  mv  speech  shall  have  post 
probation,  and  then  shall  I  be  believed  .occor4r 
ingly. 

Wid.  If  this  be  true,  weoie  all  sbaqsed,  all  oat 
done. 

Alary.  Dumb !  I'll  speak  as  much  oetever  I  ott 
possibly  before  evening. 

Fye.  |iut  if  it  so  cmyie  to  pass,  (as  for  your  fair 
sakes  1  wish  it  may)  that  this  4)resage  of  yoor 
strange  fortunes  be  prevented  by.tbot  ^Qcildeot 
of  death  and  bloodnihedding,  (which  I  before 
told  you  of,)  take  heed,  uiion  your  lives,  tbfit  two 
of  you  which  have  vowed  never  to  marry,  «eek 
out  husbands  with  all  present  apeed ;  and  yoa» 
the  third,  that  have  aycb  a  demise  to  outstrip 
chastity,  look  you  meddle  not  with  o  biisbaod.    . 

Mary.  A  double  torment. 
.  Pye.  The  breach  of  this  keeps  oMwr  folber  m 
purgatory ;  and  tlie  punishments  that  shall  follow 
you  in  this  world,  would  with  boifor  kill  tbe  ear 
should  bear  them  related, 

WitL  Marry !  Why  I  vowed  ocNear^lOMury. 

Fran,  And  so  did  L 

Mury.  And  I  vowed  never  to  ba  anch  anoss^ 
but  to  marry.    What  a  oross'fortiioe's  this  f 

Pye.  Ladies,  though  J  be  a  fortoae-telleiv  I 
cannot  better  fortunes;  you  bave.tbem  frons  me 
as  they  are  revealed  to  me:  I  wonld  tbey  .west 
to  yuur  tempers,  and  follows  .with  your  bloods; 
that's  all  the. bitterness  1. would  you. 

Ifiid.  4) !  'tis  R  just  vengeance  for  ny  basbapd's 
hard  purchases. 


^  'Ti$  hut  tl%  iodaetloB  <•  ii*The  jrrefiK^  or  iniroducttvn  to  It.— MaloxB. 
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Pye*  I  wiak  yon  to  bMhLttk  yDorsalrM,  md 
leaver'them. 

Wid^  rU  to  nr  Godfrey,  my  brother,  and  ac- 
quaint him  wteh  these  fearfal  presages. 

JVvtM.  For,  mother,  they  portend  losses  to  him. 

WidL  O  ay,  they  do,  thev  do. 
If  anj  happy  issue  crown  thy  words, 
I  will  reward  thy  cunning. 

Pye.  Tis  enough,  lady ;  I  wish  no  higher. 

[ExeufU  Widow  and  FaAVois. 

Mary,  Dumb  ?  and  not  marry  ?  worse  : 
Neither  to  speak,  nor  kiss ;  a  double  curse.  \ExU. 

Pye,  So  all  this  comes  well  about  yet.  1  play 
the  fortune-teller  as  well  as  il^  I  had  had  a  witch 
to  my  grannam :  for,  by  good  happiness,  being  in 
ny  hostesses  garden,  which  neighbours  the  orchard 
of  the  widow,  I  laid  the  hole  of  mine  ear  to  a 
Me  in  the  wall,  and  heard  them  make  these  tows, 
and  speak  those  words,  upon  which  I  wrought 
these  advantages;  and  to  enoourace  my  forgery 
the  more,  I  may  now  perceive  in  uiem  a  natural 
simplicity  which  will  easily  swallow  an  abuse,  if 
luiy  covering  be  over  it :  and  to  confirm  my  for- 
mer presage  to  the  widow,  I  have  advised  old 
Peter  Skirmish,  the  soldier,  to  hurt  corporal  Oath 
upon  the  le^;  and  in  that  hurry  1*11  rosn  amongst 
theni,  and  instead  of  giving  the  corporal  some 
cordial  to  comfort  him^  TU  pour  into  his  mouth 


a  potion  of  a  sleepy  natnre,  to  make  him  seem  as 
dead ;  for  tlie  whidi  the  old  soldier  being  appre- 
hended, and  ready  to  be  borne  to  eiecution,  1*11 
step  in,  and  take  upon  me  the  cure  of  the  dead 
man,  upon  pain  of  dying  the  condemned's  death. 
The  corporal  will  wake  at  his  minotc,  when  the 
sleepy  force  hath  wrought  itself;  and  so  shall  I 
get  myself  into  a  most  admired  opinion,  and,  un- 
der the  pretext  of  that  cunning,  beguile  as  I  see 
occasion.  And  if  that  foolish  Nicholas  St  Ant- 
lings  keep'  true  time  with  the  chain,  my  plot  wUl 
be  sound,  the  captain  delivered,  and  my  wits  ap- 
plauded amongst  scholars  and  soldiers  for  ever. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  ir.-il  Garden. 

Enter  Nicholas. 

Nich,  O,  I  have  found  an  excellent  advantage 
to  take  away  the  chain.  My  master  put  it  oflF 
e'en  now,  to  'say  on  a  new  doublet;^'  and  I 
sneaked  it  away  by  little  and  little,  most  purita* 
nically.  We  shall  nave  good  sport  anon,  when  he 
has  missed  it,  ahout  my  cousin  the  conjurer.  The 
world  shall  see  I'm  an  honest  man  of  my  word  ; 
for  now  I'm  going  to  hang  it  between  heaven  and 
earth,  among  the  rosemary  branches.         [E^L 


ACT  III. 


SCENE  J.-— The  Street  before  the  WidowU  Houu. 
Enter  Simon  and  Frailty. 

JVfli/.  Sirrah,  Simon  St  Mary-Overies,  my  mis- 
tress sends  away  all  her  suitors,  and  puts  fleas  in 
their  ears. 

Sim.  Frailty,  she  does  like  an  honest,  chaste, 
and  virtuous  woman ;  for  widows  ought  noP  to 
wallow  in  the  puddle  of  iniquity. 

Frail.  Yet,  Simon,  many  widows  will  do't, 
whatso  comes  on*L 

Sim.  True,  Frailty ;  their  filthy  flesh  desires  a 
conjunction  copulative.  What  strangers  are 
within,  Frailty  ? 

Frail.  There's  none,  Simon,  but  Mr  Pilfer  the 
Taylor :  he's  above  with  Sir  Godfrey,  'praising  of 
Si  doublet :  ^  and  I  must  trudge  anon  to  fetch 
Hr  Suds  the  barber. 

Sim.  Master  Suds:*-a  good  man;  he  washes 
the  sins  of  the  beard  clean. 

Enter  Skirm  isB. 

Skir.  How  now,  creatures  ?  what's  o'clock  ? 


Frail  Why,  do  you  take  us  to  be  Jacks  o'  the 
clock  house  ?^^ 

Skir.  I  say  again  to  you,  what  is*t  o'clock  ? 

Sim.  Truly,  la,  we  go  by  the  clock  of  our  con- 
sdence.  All  worldly  clocks  we  know  go  false, 
and  are  set  by  drunken  sextons. 

Skir.  Then  what  ib*t  o'clock  in  your  conscience  } 
— O,  I  must  break' (^;  here  comes  the  corporal* 

Enter  Oath. 

Hum,  hum :  what  is't  o'clock  ? 

Oath.  O'clock }  why,  past  seventeen. 

JVoi/.  Past  seventeen !  Nay,  be  has  met  with 
his  match  now ;  corporal  Oath  will  fit  him. 

Skir.  Thou  dost  not  balk  or  baffle  me,  dostv 
thou  ?  I  am  a  soldier.    Past  seventeen ! 

Oath.  Ay,  thou  art  not  angry  with  the  fignresL 
art  thou  ?  I  will  prove  it  unto  thee :  twelve  and 
one  is  thirteen,  I  hope ;  two  fourteen,  three  fif- 
teen, four  sixteen,  and  five  seventeen ;  then  past 
seventeen :  I  will  take  the  dial's  part  in  a  just 
cause. 

SIdr,  I  say  'tis  but  past  five  then. 


*'  To  'say  wr  a  new  itmbUt—l^ni  Is,  to  etsay  or  try  It  on«— Malohb. 

3^  'PraUiDl;  ofa:4pubUt :— Appreciating,  estimating  the  price  of  a  doablet  i  delivering  the  Hems  ef  his 
charge. — M  a  lo  n  a.  * 

33  JThy^  do  you  take  u»  to  be  Jacks  o*  the  clock- house  ?<-*Fignres  formerly  placed  in  the  great  clockl 
of  churches,  which  by  mechanism  struck  the  haun.  At  St  Daostan's  church  in  London,  two  of  these 
Jack$  of  the  clock-house  may  yet  be  seen.— Maloicb. 

See  notes  en  K.  Michard  JIJ,  last  edit.  YoU  YII.  p«  113.— Stebtbvs. 
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Oath,  ni  swear  'ds  past  serenteea  then.  Dost 
thoa  not  know  numbers?  Can'st  thou  no(  cast? 

Sfdr.  Cast  ?  dost  thou  speak  of  my  casting  i*the 
street  ?  ^  [  T^y  draw  and  fight. 

Oath.  Aj,  and  in  the  market-place. 

Sim.  Clobsy  clubis  clubs.  ^^  [Simon  runs  away. 

FraiL  Aj,  I  knew  bj  their  shuffling,  clubs 
would  be  trump.  Mass,  here's  the  knave,  an  he 
'  can  do  any  good  upon  them :  Clubs,  clubs,  clubs. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Pyeboard. 
Oath.  O  villain,  thou  hast  opened  a  vein  in  my 

Pye.  How  now  ?  for  shame,  for  shame,  put  up, 
put  up. 

Oath,  By  yon  blue  welkin,  'twas  out  of  my 
part,  George,  to  be  hurt  on  the  leg. 

Enter  Officers. 

Pye.  O,  peace  now  :  I  have  a  cordial  here  to 
comfort  thee. 

€ffi,  Down  with  'em,  down  with  'em ;  lay  hands 
upon  the  villain. 

Skir.  I^y  hands  on  me? 

Fye.  I'll  not  be  seen  among  them  now. 

[Exit  Pteboard. 
Oath.  Vm  hurt,  and  had  more  need  have  sur- 
geons lay  hands  upon  me,  than  rough  officers. 

Oj^  Go,  carry  him  to  be  dressed  then :  this 
mutinous  soldier  shall  along  with  me  to  prison. 
[Exeunt  some  of  the  Sheriff's  Officers 
with  Corporal  Oath. 
Skir.  To  prison  ?    Where's  George  ? 
Offi*  Away  with  him. 

[Exeunt  Officers  with  Skirmish. 

SCENE  IV-^The  same. 

Re-^nter  Ptebqard. 

Pye.  So, 
All  lights  as  I  would  wish.    The  amazed  widow 
Will  plant  me  strongly  now  in  her  belief. 
And  wonder  at  the  virtue  of  my  words : 
For  the  event  turns  those  presages  from  them 
Of  being  inad  and  dumb,  and  begets  joy. 
Mingled  with  admiration.  These  empty  creatures. 
Soldier  and  corporal,  were  but  ordained 
As  instruments  for  me  to  work  upon. 
Now  to  my  patient ;  here's  bis  potion.       [Exit. 


SCENE  JIL^An  A\ 


J^artmeni 
House* 


in  the  Widows 


Enter  Widow,  Frasces,  and  Mart. 

Wid.  O  Wondrous   happiness,    beyond   oor 
thoughts ! 
O  lucky  fair  event !  I  think  our  fortunes 
Were  blest  even  in  our  cradles.    We  are  quitted 
Of  all  those  shameful  violent  presages 
By  this  rash  bleeding  chance.    Go,  Frailtjy  ran, 

and  know 
Whether  he  be  yet  living,  or  yet  dead. 
That  here  before  my  door  received  his  hurt. 

Frail.  Madam  he  was  carried  to  the  superior; 
but  if  he  had  lo  money  when  he  came  there,  I 
warrant  he's  dead  by  this  time.    [Exit  Frailtt. 

Fran.  Sure  that  noan  is  a  rare  fortune-teller ; 
never  looked  upon  our  hands,  nor  upon  any  mark 
about  us :  a  wondrous  fellow  surely ! 

Mary,  I  am  glad  I  have  the  use  of  my  tongue 
yet,  though  of  nothing  else.  I  shall  find  the  way 
to  marry  too,  T  hope,  shortly. 

Wid.  O  Where's  my  brother  sir  Godfrey  ?  I 
would  he  were  here,  that  I  might  reUite  to  him 
how  prophetically  the  cunning  gentleman  spoke 
in  all  things. 

Enter  Sir  Godfrey. 

Sir  God.  O  my  chain,  my  chain  !  I  have  lost 
my  chain.    Where  be  these  villains,  varlets  ? 

Wid,  O,  he  has  lost  his  chain. 

Sir  God.  My  chain,  my  chain  ! 

Wid.  Brotlier,  be  patient;  hear  me  speak. 
You  know  I  told  you  that  a  cuoning-man  told  me 
that  you  should  have  a  loss,  and  he  has  prophe- 
ded  so  true- 
Sir  God.  Out,  he's  a  villain  to  prophecy  of  the 
loss  of  my  chain.  Twas  worth  above  three  hun- 
dred crowns.  Besides,  'twas  my  father^s,  my  fa- 
ther's fathei^s,  my  grandfathers  huge  grandfa- 
ther's :  '^  I  had  as  lief  have  lost  my  neck,  as  the 
diain  that  hung  about  iL  O  my  chain,  my  diain  ! 

Wtd.  O,  brother,  who  can  be  gunrded  against 
a  misfortune  ?  ' Tis  happy  'twas  no  more. 

Sir  God.  No  more !  O  goodly  godly  sister, 
would  you  had  me  lost  more  ?  my  best  gown  too, 
with  the  cloth  of  gold  lace  ?  my  holiday  gaskins,  ^ 
and  my  jerkin  set  with  pearl?  No  more ! 

Wid.  O,  brother,  you  can  reati — 

Sir  God.  But  1  cannot  read  where  my  chain  is. 
What  strangers  have  been  here  ?  You  let  in  stran- 


'^  Dost  thtm  speak  of  my  casting  in  the  street  f — There  b  a  play  on  the  word  cos/,  which  formerly  sig- 
nified to  vomit.  aS  well  as  to  throw  or  to  reckon. — Malohr. 

3S  Ciubs^  dubsy  clubs. — From  oar  old  plays  it  appears,  that  it  was  coslomary,  on  the  first  appearance 
of  a  broil  or  riot^  to  cry  out  cluhs  i  I  soppose,  to  part  the  combatants.    So  in  As  Vou  Like  It : 

*'  Clubs  cannot  part  them."  Malohe. 

^*  Huge  grandfather's ;— i.  e.  great  grandfather's  -^Pi a CT. 
^  Mfy  Mida/  gasUns.^^Taf^'fts  are  breeches.— Malovc. 
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gtra,  thieresy  and  catoh-poles.    How  comes  it 
gone?  There  was  none  aooTO  with  me  bot  my 
tajlor;  and  my  taylor  will  not  steal,  I  hope. 
Ifory.  No ;  he's  afraid  of  a  chain. 

Enter  Frailty. 

WuL  How  now,  sirrah?  the  news? 

FraiL  O,  mistress,  he  may  well  be  called  a  cor- 
poral now,  for  his  corpse  is  as  dead  as  a  cold  ca- 
pon's. 

Wid,  More  happiness. 

Sir  God.  Sirnili,  what's  this  to  my  chain? 
"Where's  my  chain,  knave  ? 

FraiL  Yonr  chain,  sir  ? 

Sir  Ood.  My  chun  is  lost,  villain. 

JRr«iiL  I  would  he  were  hansed  in  diains  that 
has  it  Chen  for  me.  Alas,  sir,  1  saw  none  of  your 
chain  since  you  were  hung  with  it  yourself. 

Sir  God.  Out  Tariet!  it  had  full  three  thou- 
sand links; 
I  have  oft  told  it  over  at  my  prayers; 
Over  and  over :  full  three  thousand  links. 

FraiL  Had  it  so,  siri  sure  it  cannot  be  lost 
then;  I'll  put  you  in  that  comfort 

SirGorf.  Wh3r?why? 

FraiL  Why,  if  your  chain  had  so  many  links, 
it  cannot  choose  but  come  to  light. 

Enter  Nicholas. 

Sir  God,  Delusion !  Now,  long  Nicholas,  where 
is  my  chain  ? 

ificL  Why  about  your  neck,  is't  not,  sir? 

Sir  God.  About  my  neck,  varlet?  My  chain  is 
lost ;  'tis  stolen  away ;  I  am  robbed. 

WuL  Nay,  brother,  shew  yourself  a  roan. 

Nich,  Ay,  if  it  be  lost  or  stole,  if  he  would  be 
patient,  mistress,  I  could  bring  him  to  a  cunning 
kinsman  of  mine  that  would  fetch  it  again  with  a 
sesarara. 

Sir  God  Canst  thou  ?  I  will  be  patient :  say, 
where  dwells  he  ? 

Nich,  Marry  he  dwells  now,  sir,  where  he  would 
not  dwell  an  he  could  choose ;  in  the  Marshalsea, 
sir.  But  lie's  an  excellent  fellow  if  he  were  out ; 
has  travelled  all  the  world  over  he,  and  been  in 
the  seven  an<l  twenty  provinces  :'*  why,  he  would 
make  it  be  fetched^  sir,  if  it  were  rid  a  thousand 
mile  out  of  town. 

Sir  God.  An  admirable  fellow !  What  lies  he 
for? 

Nich,  Why,  he  did  but  rob  a  steward  of  t/en 
groats  t'other  night,  as  any  man  would  ha'  done, 
and  there  be  lies  for't. 

Sir  God.     I'll  make  his  peace.    A  trifle !  I'll 
get  his  pardon, 
Besides  a  bountiful  reward.    I'll  about  it 
But  fee  the  clerks,  the  Justice  will  do  much. 
I  will  about  it  straight    Good  sister  pardon  me ; 


All  will  be  well,  I  hope,  and  tnni  to  good  s 
The  name  of  conjurer  has  laid  my  blood. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.— il  Street. 
Enter  Puttock,  RAVENSHAW,an</DoGSOir. 

Put,  His  hostess  where  he  lies  will  trust  him  no 
longer.  She  hath  fee'd  me  to  arrest  him ;  and  if 
you  will  accompany  me,  because  I  know  not  of 
what  nature  the  scholar  is,  whether  desperate  or 
swift,  you  shall  share  with  roe,  Serjeant  Raven- 
shaw.    I  have  the  good  angel  to  arrest  him.^ 

Rav,  'Troth  ril  take  part  with  thee  then,  ser- 
jeant ;  not  for  the  sake  of  the  money  so  much,  at 
for  the  hate  I  bear  to  a  scholar.  Why,  serjeant, 
'tis  natural  in  us  you  know  to  hate  sdiolars, — na* 
toral;  besides,  they  will  publish  our  imperfec- 
tioos,  knaveries^  and  conveyances^  upon  sca£fblds 
and  stages. 

Put,  Ay,  and  spit^f^lly  too.  'Troth  I  hava 
wondered  how  the  slaves  could  see  into  our 
breasts  so  much,  when  our  doublets  are  buttoned 
with  pewter. 

Rav.  Ay,  and  so  close  without  yielding.  O, 
theyVe  parlous  fellows;  they  will  search  more 
with  tlieir  wits,  than  a  constable  with  his  officers.  ' 

Put.  Whist,  whist,  whist.  Yeoman  Dogson, 
yeoman  Dogson. 

Dog.  Ha !  what  says  serjeant  ? 

Put,  Is  he  in  the  'pothecary's  shop  still? 

Dog.  Ay,  ay. 

Put,  Have  an  eye,  have  an  eye. 

Rav.  The  best  is,  serjeant,  if  he  be  a  true 
scholar,  he  wears  no  weapon,  I  think. 

Put,  No,  no,  he  wears  no  weapon. 

Rav,  Mass  I  am  glad  of  that ;  it  has  put  me  in 
better  heart  Nay,  if  I  clutch  him  once,  let  me 
alone  to  drag  him,  if  he  be  stiff-necked.  I  have 
been  one  of  the  six  myself,  that  has  dragged 
as  ull  men  of  tlieir  hands,  when  their  weapoas 
have  been  gone,  as  ever  bastinadoed  a  serjeant^ 
I  have  done  I  can  tell  you. 

Dog.  Serjeant  Puttock,  serjeant  Puttock. 

Put,  Ho. 

Dog,  He's  coming  out  single. 

Put.  Peace,  peace,  be  not  too  greedy ;  let  him 
play  a  little,  let  him  play  a  litde;  we'll  jerk  him 
up  of  a  sudden :  1  ha'  iish'd  in  my  time. 

Rav.  Ay,  and  caught  many  a  fool,  serjeant 

Enter  PVeboard. 

Pt/e.  I  parted  now  from  Nicholas  :  the  chain's 
couched. 
And  the  old  knight  has  spent  his  rage  upon't 
The  widow  holds  me  in  great  admiration 
For  cunninf;  art :  'mongst  joys  I'm  even  lost, 
Fpr  my  device  can  no  way  now  be  crossed  ; 


3'  Misnamed  for  the  seventeen  provinces.   . 

^  /  have  the  good  aogel  to  arrat  him,'^)ie  means  the  coin  so  called  "Malo  stb^ 


4n 


THE  PURITAW. 


[Anoktmotm* 


And  now  I  nint  (•  ptima  le  the  ctpuin. 
And  there— 

Put.  1  trrest  you,  sir. 

Pye,  Ob'I  spoke  truer  than  I  was  aware  ;  I 
must  to  prison  indeed* 

Put,   They  say  you're  a  scholar. — Nay,  sir — 


yeoman  Oogson,  have  care  to  his  arms. — You^l 
rail  ai^st  serjcMils^  aad 
their  vices  ? 


I  ai^st  serjcMils^  aad  stage  'em  ?  You'll  tickle 


Pj^  Najy  Hie  lae  tike  a  gentleman,  I'm  little 
lets. 

Put,  Yon  a  gendeman !  that's  a  good  jest 
i'faitb.  Can  a  scholar  be  a  gentleman,  when  a 
gentleman  will  not  be  a  scholar  ?  Look  npon  yoor 
wealthy  cttiiens'  sons,  whether  they  be  scholars 
or  no,  that  are  gentlesneo  by  their  fathers^  trades. 
A  scholar  a  gentleman ! 

Pye.  Nay,  let  fortune  drire  all  her  stings  into 
me,  she  caonoi  hart  that  in  me.  A  gentknian  is 
accident  iTueparaifiU  to  my  blood. 

Rav.  A  rablement!  nay,  yon  shall  bate  a 
bloody  rablement  opoD>yon^  I  warrant  yon. 

Pui.  GK>,  yeoman  Dogson,  before,  and  enter 
the  action  i'  fbe  Counter. 

[Exit  Doosov. 

Pye.  Pray  do  not  liaodle  me  cruelly ;  I'il  go 
whither  you  please  to  have  me. 

Put*  Oh,  he's  tame;  let  him  loose,  serjeant. 

Pye.  Pray,  at  whose  suit  is  this  ? 

Put.  Why  at  your  hostess's  suit  where  you  lie, 
mistress  Conyburrow,  for  bed  and  board;  the 
sum  four  pound  five  shillings  and  Ave  pence. 

Pye,  I  know  the  sum  too  true  ;  yet  I  presumed 
Upon  a  farther  day.    WeH,  'tis  my  stars. 
And  I  must  bear  it  now,  though  never  harder. 
I  swear  now  my  device  is  cross'd  indeed  : 
Captain  must  lie  by't :  tliis  is  deceit's  seed. 

Put.  Come,  come  away. 

Pye,  I'ray  give  me  so  modi  time  as  to  knit  my 
garter,  and  I'll  away  with  you. 

Put.  Well,  we  must  be  paid  for  this  waiting 
npon  you ;  this  is  no  pains  to  attend  thus. 

[Pyeboard  pretends  to  tie  hii  garter. 

Pye.  I  am  now  wretched  and  miserable ;  I  shall 
ne'er  recover  of  this  disease.  Hot  iron  gnaw  their 
fists !  They  have  struck  a  fewer  into  my  thoolder, 
which  I  shall  ne*cr  shake  out  again,  I  fear  me,  'till 
with  a  true  habeas  corpus  the  sexton  remove  me. 
O,  if  I  take  prison  onoe,  I  shall  be  press'd  to  death 
with  actions ;  but  not  soitappy  as  speedily :  per- 
haps I  may  be  forty  yeawa  pressing,  till  I  be  a 
thm  old  man;  that  looking  through  the  ^tes, 
men  may  look  through  me.  All  my  means  is  con- 
founded. What  shall  I  do  ?  Have  my  wits  served 
roe  so  long,  and  now  give  me  the  slip  (like  a 
train'd  servant)  when  1  nave  roost  need  of  them  ? 
No  device  to  keep  my  poor  carcase  from  these 
puttocks  ?-^Ycs,  happiness;  have  I  a  paper  about 


me  now ?  Yes,  two :  m  try  k,  it  may  hit;  £»• 
tremity  is  the  touchstone  unto  wii.  Ay,  ay. 

Put  'Sfoot,  how  many  yards  are  in  thy  gartersi 
that  thoo  art  so  long  a  ^ing  of  them  ?  Come  away, 
sir. 

Pye,  Troth  serjeant,  I  protest,  you  could  never 
have  took  roe  at  a  worse  time ;  for  now  at  this 
intrant  I  have  no  lawfal  picture  about  roe.^ 

Put.  *Slid,  how  shall  we  come  by  our  fees  then  f 

Rav.  We  must  have  fees,  sirrah. 

Pye.  I  could  have  wish'd,  iTaith,  that  yott  had 
took  me  half  an  hour  hence  for  your  owb  sake; 
for  I  protest  if  you  had  not  cross'd  me,  I  wm  so* 
iog  in  great  joy  to  receive  Aye  povnd  of  a  gsnde- 
man,  for  the  defko  of  a  mask  here,  drawn  ia  this 
paper.  But  now,  come,  I  most  be  contented ;  'tis 
liut  so  rooch  lott,  and  answerable  to  the  reat  of 
my  fortunes. 

Put.  Why,  how  Ihr  heooe  dw^s  that  gentle- 
man ? 

Rav.  Ay,  well  said,  sei^nt;  'cb  good  Co  oast 
about  for  money. 

Put.  Speak;  if  it  be  not  fai^-^ 

Pye.  We  are  but  a  little  past  it;  the  next  street 
behind  us. 

Put.  'Slid,  we  have  waited  opo«  you  griefoosly 
already.  If  you'll  say  you'll  be  liberal  when  you 
have  it,  give  us  double  fees,  and  spend  upon  us, 
why  we'll  show  you  that  kindness,  and  go  along 
with  you  to  the  gentleman. 

Rav.  Ay,  well  said ;  still,  serjeant,  urge  that 

Pye.  Troth  if  it  will  suffice,  it  shall  be  all 
among  yon ;  for  my  part  I'll  not  pocket  a  penny : 
my  hostess  shall  have  her  four  pounds  five  shil- 
lings, and  bate  me  tlie  five  pence ;  and  the  other 
fifteen  shillings  I'll  spend  upon  you. 

Rav.  Why  now  thou  art  a  good  scholar. 

Ptt^  An  eifcellent  scholar  i'faiih ;  has  proceed* 

ed  verv  well  a-latp.    Come  we'll  along  with  yon. 

lExeunt  PpTTOCH,  Ravenshaw,  and  Pte- 

BOA  Rp,  who  knocks  at  the  door  of  a  Gen-' 

t  lemon's  House  at  the  inside  of  the  Stoge. 

SCENE  V.^A  Gallery  in  a  Gentleman's  Route. 
Enter  a  Servant. 

£^r.  Who  knocks?  Who's  at  door?  We  had 
need  of  a  porter.  [Opens  the  door. 

Pye.  [Withinl  A  few  friends  here.  Fray  »» 
the  gentleman  your  master  within  ? 

Ser.  Yes;  is  your  business  to  him  ? 

[Servant  opens  the  door 

Enter  Pteboarp,  Puttock,  Ravenshaw,  atut 

DOGSON. 

Pye.  Ay,  he  knows  it,  when  he  sees  me :  I  pray 
you,  have  you  forgot  me  ? 

Ser.  Ay,  by  ray  troth,  sir;  pray  come  near;  11) 


No  lawfal  picture  about  me.^-Mooey  is  still  called  King's  pictursSf  in  lo^  \aafgimgt,rr^MMwmim» 
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in  md  tell  hSm  ef  yoa.  Please  jon  to  walk  bere 
in  the  gallery  till  he  comes.  [Exit  Servant. 

PtfC  We  will  attend  his  worship.  Worship  I 
tMnk ;  for  so  much  the  posts  at  his  door  sbould 
signify,^  and  the  fair  comtnE-in,  and  the  wicket; 
else  I  neither  knew  bhn  nor  his  worship :  but  'tis 
happifiets  he  is  within  doors,  whatsoe'er  he  be. 
If  bo  be  not  too  mudi  a  formal  citizen,  be  may 
do  me  gpod.*-[ilM(/e.]«-Sefjeant  and  yeoman, 
how  do  you  like  this  house  ?  Is*t  not  most  wboi- 
somely  plotted  ?  *^ 

itirk  Troth,  prisoner^  an  etGeedtB|  fiae  house. 

Pye.  Yet  1  wonder  how  he  should  forget  me,— 
for  he  never  knew  me.  [Atide.]  No  matter ;  wfiat 
is  forgot  in  you,  will  be  remembered  in  your  mas- 
ter. A  pretty  comfortable  room  tbi^  metbinks ; 
you  have  no  such  rooms  in  prison  now  ? 

Put,  O,  do^holes  to't. 

Pye.  Dog*holet,  indeed.  I  can  tell  too,  I  haTe 
great  hope  to  haTe  my  chamber  here  shortly,  nay, 
aod  diet  too ;  for  he's  the  most  free  beartedst  gen^ 
tleman,  where  he  takes :  you  would  little  think  it. 
And  what  a  6ne  gallery  were  here  for  me  to  walk 
and  study,  and  make  verses  ? 

FuK  O,  it  stands  very  pleasantly  for  a  sdiolar. 

Enter  Gentleman. 

PjfC  Look  what  maps,  and  pictures,  and  de- 
vicesy  and  things,  neatly,  delicately — Mass  here 
he  comes ;  lie  should  be  a  gentleman ;  1  like  his 
beard  well. — All  happiness  to  your  worship.   • 

Gent.  You're  kindly  welcome,  sir. 

Pn^  A  simple  salutation. 

Rav.  Mass,  it  seems  the  gentleman  makes  great 
aocoont  of  him. 

Pve.  1  have  the  thing  here  for  you,  sir— [Te^ 
the  Gentle/Mm  apart.']  I  beseech  you  conceal  me, 
sir;  I'm  undone  else.  [Aiide.]  I  ha%e  the  mask 
here  for  you,  sir;  look  you,  sir.— I  beseech  your 
worship  nrsc  pardon  my  rudeness,  for  my  extremes 
make  me  botder  than  I  would  be.  I  am  a  poor 
gentleman,  and  a  scholar,  and  now  most  unfortu- 
nately fallen  into  the  fangs  of  unmerciful  officers ; 
arrested  for  debt,  which  though  small,  I  am  not 
able  to  compass,  by  reason  I  am  destitute  of  lands, 
money,  and  friends ;  so  that  if  I  fail  into  the  hun- 
gry swallow  of  the  prison,  I  am  like  utterly  to 
perish,  and  with  fees  and  extortions  be  pindied 
clean  to  the  bone.  Now,  if  ctct  pity  bad  inte- 
rest in  the  blood  of  a  gentleman,  1  beseech  you 
Touchsafe  but  to  faToor  that  means  of  my  escape, 
srhich  I  have  already  tbooght  apoii« 
-  Gent,  Go  forward. 


Put.  I  warrant  be  likes  it  rarely. 
Pye.  In  the  plunge  of  my  extremides,  being 
giddy,  and  doabtfol  what  to  do,  at  last  it  was  put 
into  my  hibouring  thoughts,  to  make  a  happy  osft 
of  this  paper ;  and  to  blear  their  unlettered  eyes^ 
I  told  them  there  was  a  device  for  a  mask  drawn 
in't,  and  that  (but  for  their  interoeptioB)  I  was  go- 
ing to  a  gentleman  to  receiTe  my  reward  forC* 
They,  gre^y  at  this  word,  and  hoping  to  make 
purdiase  of  me,  offered  their  attendwtoe  to  ga 
along  with  me.    My  hap  was  to  make  bold  with 
yom-  door,  sir,  which  my  thooghts  showed  me  the 
most  fairest  and  comfortablesc  entrance;  aad  I 
hope  I  have  happened  right  open  understanding 
and  pity.  May  it  please  your  eood  worshipi  tbe% 
but  to  uphold  my  device,  which  is,  to  let  one  of 
your  men  put  me  out  at  a  back-door,  and  I  shall 
be  bound  to  your  worship  for  ever. 
Oent.  By  my  troth,  an  excellent  deTiceu 
Put.  An  exosUeat  dcTice^  he  says;  he  likes  k 
wonderfully. 
Gea^.^O'  my  faith,!  never  heard  a  better. 
Bat.  Hark,  be  swears  be  never  beaid  a  better^ 
Serjeant. 

Put.  O,  there's  no  talk  on't ;  he's  an  excellent 
scholar,  and  especially  for  a  mask. 

Gent.  Give  me  your  paper,  your  derice ;  I  was 
never  better  pleased  in  all  my  life :  good  wit, 
brave  wit,  finely  wrought !  Come  in,  sir,  and  re* 
ceive  yonr  money,  sir.  [Esit* 

Pye.  I'll  follow  your  good  worship. — You  heard 
how  be  liked  it  now  ? 

Put.  Pub,  we  know  he  could  not  choose  bnC 
like  it.  Go  thy  ways;  thou  art  a  witty  fine  fellow 
i'£uth  I  thou  shalt  discourse  it  to  us  at  the  tavern 
anon ;  wilt  thou  ? 

Pye.  Ay,  ay,  that  I  will.  Look,  seijeant,  here 
are  maps,  and  pretty  toys  t  be  doing  in  the  mean 
time ;  I  shall  quickly  have  told  out  the  money^ 
you  know. 

Put.  Go,  go,  little  villain;  fetch  thy  chink;  I 
begin  to  love  thee  i  I'll  be  drunk  to*night  in  thy 
company. 

Pye.  This  ^tleman  I  well  may  call  a  part 
Of  my  salvation  in  these  earthly  evils. 
For  he  has  saved  me  from  three  hung^  devils.' 

[Exit  Pybboabd. 
Put  Sirrah  Serjeant,  these. niaps  are  pretty 
painted  things,  but  I  could  neW  fancy  them  yet  t 
metbinks  they're  too  busy,  and  full  of  drdes  and 
conjurations.  They  say  all  the  woHd's  in  one  of 
tbem ;  but  I  oonld  ne'er  find  the  Counter  in  the 
Poultry.^ 


^  Wonhipf  I  think ;  far  so  much  the  posts  at  his  door  sAouM  Hgntfy. — Jostices  of  peace  and  sheriA^ 
In  the  time  of  queen  Ellzabetli,  had  two  posts  placed  before  their  door. — Malomb. 

See  note  on  'fwlfik  Nighty  last  edit.  tsI.  iv.  p.  l76.«--9TSCTBas. 

^s  Js't  not  moit  wholsomdy  plotted.— i.  e.  Is  not  the  ground  plot  of  this  boose  laid  la  a  most  whole* 
some  situation. — Psaor* 

^  Bui  I  cpu^  ne'er  Jifid  the  Counter  in  the  Pputtift^-The  prison  so  called.-— Malokb. 
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Hav.  I  think  so :  bow  could  yoa  find  it  ?  for 
you  know  it  utandti  liehiad  the  bouses. 

Dog.  Mass,  that's  true;  then  we  must  look 
o'the  back-side  for't.  'Stoot  here's  nothing;  all's 
bare. 

Rav,  I  warrant  thee,  that  stands  for  the  Coun- 
ter :  for  you  know  there's  a  company  of  bare  fel- 
lows there. 

Put,  'Faith  like  enough,  serjeant;  I  never 
marked  so  much  before.  Sirrah  serjean^  and  yeo- 
man, I  should  love  these  maps  out  o'  cry  now,  if 
we  could  see  men  peep  out  of  door  in  'em.  O,  we 
might  have  'em  in  a  morning  to  our  breakfast  so 
finelv,  and  ne'er  knock  our  heels  to  the  ground  a 
whofe  day  for  'em. 

Rav.  Ay  marry,  sir,  I'd  buy  one  then  myself. 
Bat  this  talk  is  by  the  way. — Where  shall  us  sup 
to-night  ?  Five  pound  received— let's  talk  of  that. 
I  have  a  trick  worth  all.  You  two  shall  bear  him 
to  the  tavern,  whilst  I  go  close  with  his  hostess, 
and  work  out  of  her.  I  know  she  would  be  glad 
of  the  sum,  to  finger  money,  because  she  knows 
'tis  but  a  desperate  debt,  and  full  of  hazard.— 
What  will  you  say,  if  I  bring  it  to  pass,  that  the 
hostess  shall  be  contented  with  one  half  for  all, 
and  we  to  share  t'other  fifty  shillings,  bullies  ? 

Put,  Why,  I  would  call  thee  king  of  Serjeants, 
and  thou  should'st  be  chrouided  in  the  Counter- 
book  for  ever. 

Rav.  Well,  put  it  to  me ;  we'll  make  a  night 
on't,  i'faith. 

Dog.  'Sfoot,  I  think  he  receives  more  money, 
be  stays  so  long. 

Put.  He  tarries  lon^  indeed.  May  be  I  can  tell 
you,  upon  the  good  likmg  on't,  the  gentleman  may 
prove  more  bountiful. 

Rav,  That  would  be  rare ;  we'll  search  him. 

Put.  Nay,  be  sure  of  it,  we'll  search  him,  and 
make  him  light  enough. 

Enter  Gentleman. 

Rav,  O,  here  comes  the  gentleman.  By  your 
leave,  sir. 


Gent.  God  tou  good  den,  sirs.  Would  yoo 
speak  with  me  r 

Put.  No,  not  with  your  worship,  sir ;  only  we 
are  bold  to  stay  for  a  friend  of  our's  that  went  in 
with  your  worship. 

Gent.  Who?  not  the  scholar? 

Put.  Yes,  e'en  he,  an  it  please  your  worship. 

Gent.  Did  he  make  you  stay  for  him  ?  He  did 
you  wrong  then :  why,  1  can  assure  you  he's  gone 
above  an  hour  ago. 

Rav.  How,  sir? 

Gent.  I  paid  him  his  money,  and  my  buuh  told 
me  he  went  out  at  back-door. 

Put.  Back-door? 

Gent.  Why,  what's  the  matter? 

Put,  He  was  our  prisoner,  sir ;  we  did  arrest 
him. 

Gent.  What!  he  was  not ?~ You  the  sheriflTs 
officers  !  You  were  to  bhune  then.  Why  did  not 
YOU  make  known  to  me  as  much  ?  I  could  have 
kept  him  for  you.  I  protest  he  received  all  of  me 
in  Britain  gold  of  the  last  coining.^ 

Rav.  Vengeance  dog  him  with*t ! 

Put.  'Sfoot,  has  he  gull'd  us  so  ? 

Dog,  Where  shall  we  sup  now,  sergeants? 

Put.  Sup,  Simon,  now !  ^  eat  porridge  for  a 
month. — Well,  we  cannot  impute  it  to  any  lack 
of  good  will  in  your  worship.  You  did  but  as  an- 
other would  have  done.  Twas  our  hard  fortunes 
to  miss  the  purchase; — but  if  e'er  we  clutch  him 
again,  the  Counter  shall  charm  him. 

Rav.  The  Hole  shall  rot  him.^^ 

Dog.  Amen.  [Exeunt  Serjeanti. 

Gent,  So; 
Vex  out  your  lungs  without  doors.    I  am  proud 
It  was  my  hap  to  help  him.    It  fell  fit; 
He  went  not  empty  neither  for  bis  wit. 
Alas,  poor  wretch,  I  could  not  blame  hb  brain, 
To  labour  his  delivery,  to  be  free 
From  their  unpitying  fangs.    Tm  glad  it  stood 
Within  my  power  to  do  a  scholar  good.      [ JEnf. 


*'  J  protest^  he  received  of  me  all  in  Britain  gold  of  the  last  coining. — **  On  the  16th  of  November  1601, 
(says  Stowe,  ^rmals^  p.  856,  edit  1691,)  was  proclahned  at  London  certain  new  pieces  of  coioe  both  of 
gold  and  silver,  with  the  true  valuation  and  weights  of  them,  according  to  the  mibt  of  both  wUionsy  Eng- 
lish and  Scottish.^MALON  B. 

^.  Sop,  Simon,  luw/ — This  allades  to  the  character  of  Simon  of  Southampton,  alias  Sup^hrotk,** 
whom  we  read  of  in  Thomas  of  Readings  or  the  $ixe  worthie  Yeomen  of  the  West,  Now  the  sixth  time  oof 
rected  and  enlarged  by  T.  D,  (i.  e.  Tbomas  Decker)  16^)2. — Stebvbns. 

^7  a  he  Hole  shall  rot  Mm. — The  Bole  was  one  of  tbe  meanest  apartments  in  the  Counter  prison*  Set 
The  Walks  ofHogsden,  with  the  Humours  of  Woodstreet  Compter,  a  comedy,  1657 : 

*<  Next  from  the  stocks,  the  Hole,  and  Little-ease, 
''  Sad  places,  which  kind  nature  do  displease, 
<<  And  from  tbe  rattling  of  tbe  keeper's  keys, 

Libera  nos,  DomineJ^ 

«  If  a  man  must  be  In  a  prison  (says  Sockliog)  'tis  better  to  lie  hi  a  private  room,  than  in  tha  Hthr^ 
Malonb. 
Jo  in  the  Cwnter-faty  a  poem,  1658 : 

«*  In  Woodstreet's  hoU^  or  Poiltry's  helU"— Stbbtihv 
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SCENE  VL-.^  B^m  in  the  Manhakea  Prison. 
Enter  Idle;  to  him  Pyeboard. 

Idle.  How  now !  Who's  that  ?  What  are  you  ? 

rye.  The  same  that  I  should  be,  captain. 

Idle.  George  Pyeboard  ?  Honest  Geonre  ?  Whv 

x»m'st  thou  in  half-faced,  muffled  so?    ^    ^"^ 

l.«  r:i^'^P^*""'  ^  ^^'''"Kht  we  should  ne'er  have 
laughed  ««ain^  never  spent  frolic  hour  again. 

Idle.  Why?  whyr 

Pve.  I  coming  to  prepare  thee,  and  ii^ith  news 
AS  happy  as  thy  quick  delivery,— 

Me.  Dogs?  I  sny,  I  know  not. 

tJ    ,r'««  **  o"ce,  three  at  once. 
D  ^  S?"^  *******  ****>"  **>'^e  them  off  then  > 
Jfye.  The  time  is  busy,  and  calls  upon  our 
wits. 
Let  it  suffice, 

Here  I  stand  safe,  and  scaped  by  miracle ; 
Some  other  hour  shall  tell  thee,  when  we'll  steep 
pur  eyes  in  laughter.  Captain,  my  device  ^ 

^s  to  thy  happiness ;  for  ere  the  day 
Be  spent  to  the  girdle,  thou  s^.alt  be  free. 
The  corporal  s  in's  first  sleep ;  the  chain  is  missM : 
Thy  kinsman  has  expressed  thee;  and  the  old 

knight, 
JVith  palsy  hams,  now  labours  thy  release. 
What  rests,  is  all  in  thee  ;-to  conjure,  captain. 

Idle.  Conjure?  'Sfoot,  George,  you'know!  the 
denl  a  conjunog  I  can  conjure. 

r/^^.'iP'^  ^^""'^^  conjuring?  Nay,  by  my  fay. 
Id  Dot  have  thee  do  so  much,  captain,  as  the  dJ-' 
vil  a  conjuring.    D>ok  here ;  I  have  brought  thee 
7^/    f'^''^^  charactered  and  all.  ^ 

^'''^.^tcot,  George, art  in  thy  right  wits?  Dost 
know  what  thou  say'st?  Why  dost  ulk  to  a^l 

rllnJlnp''"^"""^^  P'^''  **^"  ^^^'  hear  of  a 
Oaptoin  Conjure  in  thy  life  ?  Dost  call't  a  circle  ? 

Z^l^i  T'^^''  ^^'"^^  methinks?  had  it  been  a 
p    circle,  then  I  knew  what  to  have  done. 

th^^^^i^^^^^^'^?^^  ^"**^»  ^«*'  captain.  Nay 
!nH V     "1'  '''^  "^'^  y*'"'  ^P^»n  •  »^  yo"'»  stay 
tJI*"^  the  next  sessions,  you  may. 

UtV  r^*.    •'  ^f  "^  ^^^'  ^^^'^^^    Come,  come; 
lets  to  conjuring. 

wits  have  took  pain  to  work  it,  and  all  means 


wrought  to  further  it,)  besides,  to  put  crowns  ia 
your  purse,  to  make  you  a  man  of  better  hopes; 
and  whereas,  before  you  were  a  captain  or  poor 
soldier,  to  make  vou  now  a  commander  of  rich 
tools,  which  is  truly  the  only  best  purchase  peace 
can  allow  you,  safer  than  highways,  heath,  or  co* 
uy-groves,  and  yet  ia  far  better  booty ;  for  your 
greatest  thieves  are  never  hanged,  never  hanged  • 
for  why?  they're  wise,  and  cheat  within  doors; 
and  we  geld  fools  of  more  money  in  one  night, 
than  your  false-tailed  gelding  *»  will  purchase  in 
twelveinonths' running;  which  confirms  the  old 
beldams  saying,  Ue^g  wisest,  that  keeps  himself 
nnirmest ;  that  is,  he  that  robs  by  a  good  fire. 

irf/e.  Well  opened  i'faith,  George;  thou  hast 
pulled  that  saj^inc  out  of  the  husk. 

Pye.  Captain  Idle,  'tis  no  time  now  to  delude 
or  delay.  The  old  knight  will  be  here  suddenly ; 
I II  perfect  you,  direct  you,  tell  you  the  trick  on't : 
tis  nothing.' 

Idle.  'Sfoot,  George,  I  know  not  what  to  say 
to  t.  Conjure  ?  I  shall  be  hanged  ere  I  conjure. 
Pye.  Nay,  tell  not  me  of  that,  captain;  you'll 
neer  conjure  after  youVe  hanged,  I  warrant  yon. 
Look  you,  sir;  a  parlous  matter,  sure  !  First,  to 
spread  your  circle  upon  the  ground,  with  a  little 
conjuring  ceremony,  (as  I'll  have  an  hackney- 
man  8  wand  silvered  o'er  o'purpose  for  you ;)  then 
arriving  in  the  circle,  with  a  huge  word,  and  a 
great  trample— as,  for  instance — have  you  never 
seen  a  stalking,  stamping  player,  that  will  raise  a 
lerapest  with  his  tongue,  and  thunder  with  his 
heels? 

Idle.  O yes,  yes,  yes;  often,  often. 
Pye.  Why  be  like  such  a  one.  For  any  tJiing 
will  blear  tlie  old  knight's  eyes;  for  you  must 
note,  that  he'll  ne'er  dare  to  venture  into  the 
room;  only  perhaps  peep  fearfully  through  tbd 
key-hole,  to  see  how  the  play  goes  forward. 

Idle.  Well,  I  may  go  about  it  when  I  will ;  but 
mark  the  end  on't;  I  shall  but  shame  myself 
rfaiih,  George.  Speak  big  words,  and  sump  and 
stare,  and  he  look  in  at  key^hole !  why  the  very 
thought  of  that  would  make  me  laugh  outright, 
and  spoil  all.  Nay,I'U  tell  thee,  George;  when  I 
apprehend  a  tiling  once,  I  am  of  such  a  laxative 
laughter,  that  if  the  devil  himself  stood  by,  I 
should  laugh  in  his  face. 

Pye.  Pub !  that's  but  the  babe  of  a  man,  and 

may  easily  be  hushed;- as  to  think  upon  some 

disaster,  some  sad  misfortune; — as  the  death  of 

thy  father  i'the  country. 

Idle.  'Sfoot,  that  would  be  the  more  to  drive 


den  ,  sl^^xX^Zll^^^^^^  '**  ft^-Gcorge  Stone  was  a  noted  bear  exhibited  at  Paris  Gar. 
oS?of  the  blnnn^V^  H  '^™^.*^^»»«»  ^'^P**--  ^^  ^^  **«  ^iVent  Woman,  by  B.  Jonson,  1605 :--  and  Then 
Te  belr  mSn j?l  r  ^f'^^^'T^^hen  Ned  Whllln|r  and  Georf^e  Stole  were  at  the  5ta*e.--Sa^r,oT 
S!lo^e.  '^'  ^""'^  ^'"^  ^-^  mndsor,  probably  likewise  bore  the  name  of  his  keeper!^ 

^  Falic-tailed  gtlding.-^i  e.  a  horse  for  a  highwayman,  with  a/ofae  tail  to  take  on  and  off. 
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m%  into  radi  an  eestaey^  tbtt  I  shonkt  ne'er  Itn 

Py€,Why  then  think  upon  going  to  banging. 

Idk.  Mmm  tliet'e  well  remembered:  Now  Til 
do  well,  I  warrant  thee ;  ne^er  fear  me  now.  Bat 
bow  shall  I  do,  George,  for  boiaterom  wordf  and 
horrible  naraet  ? 

Pytf/Puh !  any  fnttian  'wvooations,  captain,  will 
serve  as  well  at  the  beet,  so  yon  rant  them  out 
well :  or  you  may  go  to  a  'pothecary^  shop,  and 
take  all  the  woras  from  the  boxes. 

IdU.  Troth,  and  you  say  trae,  George;  there's 
strange  words  enough  to  raise  a  hundrsd  quack* 
salvers,  thoueh  th^  he  ne'er  so  poor  when  they 
begin.  But  nere  lies  the  fear  on't :  how,  if  iu 
this  false  conjuration  a  true  devil  should  pop  up 
indeed? 

Pye,  A  tme  devil,  captain?  why  there  was 
Be*er  such  a  one.  Nay 'faith  he  tbat  mis  this  place 
is  as  false  a  knave  as  our  last  church-warden. 

Idle,  Then  he's  false  enough  o'  consdence, 
i'faitb*  George. 

Prisoneri  cry  wiihin,'^  Good  gentlemen  over 
the  way,  send  your  reliet :  Good  gentlemen  over 
die  wayr-i;ood,  sir  Godfrey  ! 

Pye.  He's  come,  he's  come. 

Enter  Sir  Godfeey,  Eduond,  and  Nicholas. 

Nich,  Master,  that's  my  kinsman  yonder  iu  the 
buff-jerkin.  Kinsman,  that's  my  roaster  yonder 
i'the  tafiaty  hat.    Pray  salute  him  entirely. 

[Sir  Godfrey  and  Idle  taliite^  and 
Pyeboard  salutes  Eomond. 

Sir  God,  Now  mv  friend. 

[Sir  OoDFREY  and  Idle  talk  aside, 

Pye.  May  I  partake  your  name,  sir  ? 

Edm,  My  name  is  master  Edmond. 

Pye,  Master  Edmond  ?  Are  you  not  a  Welsh- 
man, sir  ? 

Edm,  A  Welshman  ?  why  ? 

Pye,  Because  master  is  your  Christian  name, 
and  Edmond  your  sirname. 

Edm,  O  no:  I  have  more  names  at  home; 
master  Edmond  Plus  is  my  full  name  at  length. 

Pye,  O,  cry  you  mercy,  sir. 

Idle,  [Aside'  to  Sir  Godfrey.]  I  understand 
that  yon  are  my  kinsman's  good  master;  and  in 
regard  of  that,  the  l)e8t  of  my  skill  is  at  your  ser- 
vice. But  had  you  fortuned  a  mere  stranger,  and 
made  no  means  to  me  by  acquaintance,  I  should 
have  utterly  denied  to  have  been  the  man  ;  both 
by  reason  of  the  act  of  parliament  agaiast  conju- 
rers and  witches,'^  as  also,  because  I  would  not 
have  my  art  vulgar,  trite,  and  common. 


Sir  God,  I  much  commend  your  care  there, 
good  captain  ooojureir ;  and  that' I  will  be  sure  to 
have  it  private  enough,  you  shall  do't  in  my  as- 
ter's house ;  mine  own  house  I  may  call  it,  for 
both  oar  charges  therein  are  proportioned. 

Idle,  Very  good,  sir.  What  may  I  call  yoor  loss, 
sir? 

Sir  God,  O  you  may  call  it  a  great  loes,  a  grie- 
vous loss,  sir ;  as  goodly  a  chain  of  gold,  thmigh 
I  say  it,  that  wore  i(--tiow  say'st  thou,  NidM- 
las? 

Nieh,  O  *twas  as  delicious  a  chain  of  gold, 
kinsman,  you  know- 
Sir  God,  Yon  know  ?  Did  yon  knoVt,  oapUin  ? 

Idle.  Trust  a  fool  with  secrets ! — Sir,  he  may 
say,  I  know. '  His  meaning  is,  because  my  art  is 
such,  that  by  it  I  may  gather  a  knowledge  of  all 
things. 

Sw  God.  Ay,  very  true. 

Idle,  A  pox  of  all  fools !  The  excuse  stock  up- 
on my  tongue  like  ship-pitch  upon  a  manners 
gown,  not  to  come  off  in  haste.  [Aside.]  Bv*r 
lady,  knight,  to  lose  such  a  fair  chain  of  gold, 
were  a  foul  loss.  Well,  I  can  put  you  in  this  good 
comfort  on\  t  if  it  be  between  heaven  and  earth, 
kni^t,  I'll  have  it  for  ymi. 

Sir  God.  A  wonderful  conjurer !  O  ay,  'tis  be- 
tween heaven  and  earth,  I  warrant  you ;  it  can- 
not go  out  of  the  realm :  I  know  'tis  somewhere 
above  the  earth ; — 

Idle,  Ay,  nifi>her  the  earth  than  thou  wotV  oo. 
'    *  [Audt. 

Sir  God,  For  first,  my  chain  was  rich,  and  no 
rich  thing  bhall  enter  into  heaven,  you  know. 

Nich.  And  as  for  the  devil,  master,  he  has  no 
need  on't ;  for  you  know  he  has  a  great  chain  of 
his  own. 

Sir  God.  Thou  say'st  true,  Nicholas,  but  he  has 
put  off  that  now ;  that  lies  by  him. 

Idle,  'Faith,  knight,  in  few  words,  I  presume  so 
much  upon  the  power  of  my  art,  that  I  could  war- 
rant your  chain  again. 

Sir  God.  O  dainty  captain  ! 

Idle.  Marry,  it  will  cost  me  much  sweat;  I 
were  better  go  to  sixteen  hot-houses. 

Sir  God.  Ay,  good  man,  I  warrant  thee. 

Idle.  Beside  great  vexation  of  kidney  and  liver. 

Nieh.  O,  'twill  tickle  you  hereabouts,  cousin ; 
because  you  have  not  been  used  to't. 

Sir  God.  No  ?  have  you  not  been  used  to*^ 
captain  ?   ' 

Idle.  Plague  of  all  fools  still !  [Aside.]  Indeed, 
knight,  I  have  not  used  it  a  good  while,  and  there- 
fore 'twill  strain  me  so  much  the  more,  you  know. 


^  Both  by  reofoa  of  the  act  cf  parliament  against  conjurers  and  witches, — The  act  alluded  to  pas- 
sed la  the  first  year  of  James  I.  (1604.)  This  passage,  therefore,  corroborates  the  various  other  circum- 
stances tbat  have  been  meotiooed,  to  show  tbat  the  play  before  us  was  not  written  till  after  that  period. 
There  b  a  particular  daode  in  this  statute  against  all  persons  **  taking  upon  them  by  witchcraft,  &c.  to 
tell  or  declare  In  what  place  any  treasure  of  gold  or  silver  should  or  might  be  found  or  had  in  the  cartb> 
or  other  secret  places.^i—M alone* 
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Sir  God.  O,  it  will,  it  will. 

Me,  What  plaoM  he  puts  me  to  ?  Were  not 
tins  knigbt  a  rool,  I  had  bieen  twice  spoiled  now. 
That  captain's  worse  than  accursed  that  has  an 
ass  to  his  kinsman.  *Sfooty  I  fear  he  will  drivel 
It  outy  before  I  come  to'L — ^Now,  sir»  to  come  to 
the  point  indeed :  You  see  I  stick  here  in  the  jaw 
of  toe  Blarshalsea,  and  cannot  do't 

Sir  God.  Tut,  tot,  I  know  thr  meaning:  thou 
woukPst  say  thou'rt  a  prisoner :  I  tell  thee  thou'rt 


Idk.  How,  none  ?  why  is  not  this  the  Marshal- 
sea? 

Sir  God.  Wilt  hear  me  speak  f  I  beard  of  thy 
rare  conjurins; 
My  chain  was  lost ;  I  sweat  for  thy  release. 
As  thou  shak  do  the  like  at  home  for  me  :— 
Keeper? 

Eatv'  Keeper. 

Keep.  Sir. 

iSi>  God,  Spenky  is  not  this  man  free  f 

Ke^.  Yes,  at  his  pleasure,  nr,  the  fees  disduu^ 
ged. 

^  God.  Go,  go;  ni  discharge  them,  L 

Xeep.  I  thank  your  worship.       [Exit  Keeper. 

Idle,  Now,  trust  me,  you  re  a  oear  knight.^- 
Kindness  uneipected !  O,  there's  nothing  to  a  free 
gentleman.  I  will  conjure  for  you,  sir,  till  froth 
come  through  my  buff-jerkin. 

Sir  God,  Nay,  then  thou  shalt  not  pass  with  so 
Uttle  a  bounty ;  for  at  the  first  sight  of  my  chain 
again,  forty  fine  angels  shall  appear  unto  thee. 

IdU.  Twill  be  a  glorious  show,  i'faith,  knight ; 
a  very  fine  show.  But  are  all  these  of  your  own 
house  ?  Are  you  sure  of  that,  sir  ? 

Sir  God.  Ay,  ay; — no,  no.  What's  he  yonder 
talking  with  my  wild  nephew  ?  Pray  hcAven  he 
give  him  «M>d  counsel. 

Idle.  Who,  he  ?  He's  a  rare  friend  of  mine,  an 
admirable  fellow,  knight;  -the  finest  fortune-telr 
Icr^— 

iSir  God.  O !  'tis  he  indeed,  that  came  to  my 
lady  sister,  and  foretold  the  loss  of  my  chain :  I 
am  not  angry  with  him  now,  for  I  see  'twas  my 
fortune  to  lose  it.  By  your  leave,  master  fortuxuN 
teller,  I  had  a  flimpse  of  you  at  home,  at  my  sis- 
ter's the  widow's;  there  you  prophecied  of  the 
loss  of  a  chain :  simply,  thoi^h  {  stand  here,  I 
Vas  he  that  lost  it. 

Pye.  Was  it  you,  sir  ? 

Kdm,  O'  my  troth,  nuncle,  he's  the  rarest  fel- 
low ;  has  told  me  my  fortune  so  right !  I  find  it 
eo  right  to  my  nature. 

Sir  God.  What  is't !  God  send  it  a  good  one, 

Edm.  O,  'tis  a  passing  good  one,  nuncle;  for 
be  says  I  shall  prove  such  an  excellent  gamestea 


in  my  time,  that  I  shall  spend  all  faster  than  my 
father  got  it. 

Sir  God,  There's  a  fortune  indeed. 

Edm.  Nay,  it  hits  my  humour  so  pat 

Sir  God,  Ay,  that  will  be  the  end  on't  Will 
the  curse  of  the  beggar  prevail  so  much,  that  the 
son  shall  consume  that  tbotishly  which  ^e  father 
got  craftily  ?  Ay,  ay,  ay ;  'twilC  'twill,  'twilL 

Fye.  Stay,  stay,  stay. 

[Opetu  an  Almanack^  and  takes  Idle 
aside. 

Idle,  Turn  over,  George. 

a^  June— July^Here,  July;that'sthismottth; 
y  thirteen,  yesterday  fourteen,  to-day  fif- 
teen. 

Idle.  Look  quickly  for  the  fifteenth  day.  If 
withm  the  compass  of  these  two  days  there  would 
be  some  boisterous  storm  or  otlier,  it  would  be 
the  best;  Fd  defer  him  off 'till  then.  Some  tem- 
pest, an  it  be  thy  wilL 

Pye,  Here's  the  fifteenth  day.  [Reads]  Hoi 
and/air,^' 

Idle.  Pub !  would  it  had  been  hot  andfimL 

Pye,  The  sixteenth  day;  that's  to-morrow  :*- 
[Iteoi^t.]  The  momingfor  the  most  part /air  and 
pleasant — 

Idle,  No  lode 

Pye.  But  about  high^noon^  Sghtnir^  and  thun^ 
der. 

Idle,  Lightning  and  thunder?  admirable !  best 
of  all !  I'll  conjure  to-morrow  just  at  high-noon, 
George. 

1^  Happen  but  true  to*morrow,  almanack^ 
and  111  dve  thee  leave  to  lie  all  the  year  after. 

Idle,  Sir,  I  mUst  crave  your  pauence,  to  be- 
stow this  day  upon  me,  thai  I  may  furnish  myself 
strongly.  I  sent  a  spirit  into  Laucashire  t'other 
day,  to  fetch  back  a  knave  drover,  an^  I  look  for 
his  return  this  eyening.  To-morrow  morning  my 
ffiend  here  and  I  will  come  and  breakfast  nit^ 
you. 

Sir  God.  O,  yon  shall  be  most  welcome. 

Idle.  And  about  noon»  without  fail,  I  purpose 
to  conjure. 

Sir  God,  Mid-noon  will  be  a  fine  time  for  you. 

Edm.  Conjuring?  Do  you  mean  to  conjure  at 
our  house  to-morrow,  sir? 

Idle,  Marry  do  I,  sir;  'tis  my  intent,  younji 
gentleman. 

Edm.  By  my  troth.  111  love  you  while  I  live 
for*t.  O  rare !  Nicholas^  we  shall  bave  conjuring 
tormorrow. 

JTich,  Pub !  ay,  I  could  ha'  tdd  you  of  that 

Idle,  La,  he  could  have  told  him  of  that !  fool, 
coxcomb,  could  you  ?  [Aside, 

Edm.  Do  you  hear  me^  sir?  I  desire  more  ac^ 


"  Here's  tks  fifteenth  day^Hot  and  fiiir,  Ac— When  this  play  was  written,  even  icholars  and  men  of 
pense  believed  the  astrologieal  prediction  of  the  Almaoa^k^-^PEECT. 
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quaintance  on  you.  You  shdl  earn  some  mciDey 
of  me,  ndw  I  know  you  can  conjure :— but  caa 
^ou  fetch  any  that  is  lost  ? 

Idle.  O,  any  thing  that's  lost. 

Edm.  Why  look  you,  sir,  I  tell  it  you  as  a  friend 
and  a  conjurer,  l  should  marry  a  'pothecar/s 
daup;htcr,,and  'twas  told  me,  she  lost  her  maiden- 
head at  Stony-Stratford :  now,  if  you'll  do  but  so 
much  as  conjure  for^t,and  make  all  whole  again— 

IdU.  That  I  will,  sir. 

Edm.  By  my  tioth  I  thank  yoo,  la. 


Idle.  A  little  menywith  your  sister^s  son,  air. 

Sir  Ood,  O,  a  simple  young  man,  very  simple. 
Come  captain,  and  you,  sir ;  well  e'en  part  vnth 
a  gallon  of  wine  till  to-morrow  breakfast. 

^-   J  Troth,  agreed,  sir. 

Nich.  Kinsman— scholar. 
Pye.  Why  now  thou  arta  good  knave;  worth 
a  hundred  Brownists.'^ 

Nich,  Am  I  indeed,  la  ?  I  thank  yoo  heartily, 
la.  [ExemU. 


ACT  IV. 


SC£N£  L^An  Apartment  in  the  Wido»*s  H&u$e. 
Enter  Mary  and  SirJouv  Pennydub. 

Sirfohn.  But  1  hope  you  will  not  serve  a  knight 
so,  gentlewoman,  will  yon  ?  to  cashier  him,  and 
cast  him  off  at  your  pleasure !  What,  do  you 
think  1  was  dubbed  for  nothing  ?  No,  by  my  faith, 
lady's  daughter. 

Mart/.  Pray,  sir  John  Pennydub,  let  it  be  de- 
ferred awhile.  I  have  as  big  a  heart  to  marry  a< 
you  can  have ;  but,  as  the  fortune-teller  told  me — 

Sir  John.  Vox  o'  the  fortune-teller !  Would 
Derrick  had  been  his  fortune  seven  years  ago,'' 
to  cross  my  love  thus !  Did  he  know  what  case  I 
was  in  ?  Why  this  b  able  to  make  a  man  drown 
himself  in  his  father's  fish-pond. 

Mary,  And  then  he  told  me  moreover,  nr  John, 
that  the  breach  of  it  kept  my  father  in  purgato- 


Sir,  John.  In  purgatory  ?  why  let  him  purge  out 
his  heart  there;  what  have  we  to  do  with  that? 
There's  physicians  enough  there  to  cast  his  wa- 
ter :^*  ii  that  any  matter  to  us?  How  can  be  hin- 
der our  love?  Why  let  him  be  hanged,  now  he's 
dead. — Well,  have  I  rid  post  day  and  night,  to 
bring  you  merry  newt  of  my  father^s  dea£,  and 
now — 

Mary,  Thy  fathei^t  death  ?  Is  die  old  farmer 
dead? 

Sir  John.  As  dead  as  his  barn-door,  MoIL 

Mary.  And  youll  keep  your  word  with  me 
uow,  Mr  John ;  that  I  shall  have  my  coach  and 
my  coachman  ? 

Sir  John.  Ay  'faith. 

Mary.  And  two  white  horses  with  blade  fea- 
thers to  draw  it? 

Sir  John.  Two. 

Mary.  A  guarded  lacky  to  run  before  it,'^  and 
pied  liveries  to  come  trashmg  aftcr't.'^ 


'*  Why  now  thou  art  a  good  Jmaoe;  worth  a  htmired  Brownists» — Sectaries,  so  called  from  Robert 
Brown,  who  first  advanced  the  doctrines  held  by  them,  about  the  jear  1683.  See  Fallerli  Chmrek  HUL 
B.  IX.  p.  ^66.— Malonb. 

See  notes  on  Twe0h  Nighty  last  edit.  vol.  iv.  p.  tSl.— Stbevehs. 

^3  9Vould  Derrick  had  been  his  fortune  feven  jfear$  ago, — Derrick  was  the  common  hangman  at  the  tune 
this  play  was  produced. — Malonb 

So  in  the  Betl-num  of  London^  1016 :— «  He  rides  circuit  with  the  devil,  and  Derricke  must  be  bis  host, 
and  Tyborne  the  inne  at  which  he  will  light.**  Again,  **  if  Derricke't  cables  do  but  held."  Again,  in  the 
ancietot  Ballad,  entitled,  <<  Upon  the  Earle  of  Kssex  his  Death :'' 

''  Derick,  thou  know^st  at  Cales  I  saved 

'*  1  hy  life  lost  for  a  rape  there  done, 
"  Where  thou  thyself  can*st  testifie 

**  Thine  owne  band  three  and  twenty  bung.— StEEVBits. 

'^  There't  physidam^edough  there  to  cast  his  water. — To  discover  his  distemper  by  the  inspectioo  of  bii 
urine.    So  in  Matcheth": 

"  If  thou  couldtit,  doctor,  cast 

"  Th**  water  of  ny  land,  find  her  disease,"  &c.--Maloh«i 

See  note  on  Macheth^  last  edit.  vol.  iv.  p.  507.*-Steeveiis. 

'^  ji  guarded  lacky  to  run  b^ore  U.—'A.  running  footman,  with  guards  or  facings  to  his  livery.— Ml- 

I.OKB. 

^6  This  word  has  greatly  puxEled  dramatic  critics.  It  occurs  In  Bonduca,  where  Caratach,  deKri* 
bing  his  retreat,  says, 

u , I  fled  too. 

But  not  so  fast,  your  Jewel  had  been  lost  then, 
Young  Uengo  there— he  trashed  me,  Nennius. 


I  took  him,  and  with  my  tough  belt  to  my  batk 
I  buckled  him,*'  &c. 
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Sir  John.  Tbou  shalt,  Moll 

Maty.  And  Co  let  mo  hftve  money  in  m^  pnrse^ 
to  go  Whither  I  will. 

Sir  John.  All  this. 

Mary.  Then  oooie;  whatsoe'er  comes  on't, 
wc^l  be  made  sure  together  before  the  maids 
?tbe  kitchen.  [£jretm^ 

SC£ME  IL^A  Room  in  the  Widon^t  Houtey 
with  a  door  at  the  ude  leading  to  anothar  apart-' 

Enter  Widow,  Fhakcbs,  and  Frailty. 

Wid.  How  now  ?  Where's  my  brother  sir  God- 
frey ?  Went  he  forth  this  morning  ? 

Frail  O  no  madam ;  he's  above  at  breakfast, 
with  (sir  reverence)  a  conjurer. 

Wid.  A  conjarer !  WKat  manner  of  fellow  is 
he? 

•  ;PyiatilO»awondenHisrare fellow, mistress;  very 
strongly  made  upward^  for  be  goeft  in  a  buff  jerkin. 
He  says  he  will  fetch  sir  Godfrey's  chain  again  if 
it  hang  between  heaven  and  earth. 

Wid,  What !  he  will  not  ?  Then  he's  an  excel- 
leBt  fellow,  I  warrant.  How  happy  were  that 
woman  to  be  blest  with  such  a  huslMiud !  A  ciin- 
ning  man !  How  does  he  look,  Frailty  ?  Very 
^wartly,  I  warrant;  with  black  beard,  scorch'd 
cheeks,  and  smokv  eyebrows. 

F^ifiL  Fo!  he's  neither  snfoke-dried,  nor 
acorch'd,  nor  black,  nor  nothing.  I  tell  you,  raa- 
tlare,  be  looks  as  fair  to  see  to  as  one  of  us.  I  do 
not  think  but  if  you  saw  him  once,  you'd  take  him 
to  be  a  Christian. 

Fran.  So  fair,  and  yet  so  canning !  that's  to  be 
wondered  at,  mother. 

Enter  Sir  Oliver  Muckbill,  and  Sir  Atsdrlw 
Tipstaff. 

Sir  OHv.  Bless  ymi,  sweet  lady. 

Sir  And.  And  you,  fair  mistress. 

[&j7  Frailty. 

Wid.  Coades,  what  do  yon  mean,  gentlemen? 
fie,  did  I  not  give  you  your  answers? 

Sir  OHv.  Sweet  lady. 

Wid.  Well,  I  will  not  stick  with  yon  for  a  k^s: 
daughter^  kiss  the  gentleman  for  once. 

^an.  Yes,  forsooth. 

Sir  And,  Fm  proud  of  such  a  favour. 

Wid,  IVuly  la,  sir  OUver,  you're  mudi  to 
Uanie,  to  come  again  when  you  know  my  mind 
so  well  delivered  as  a  widow  ooold  deliver  a 
thing. 

Sir  Oliv.  But  I  expect  a  furdMrconfort^lady. 


Wid.  Why  la  you  now !  did  I  not  desire  you 
to  put  off  your  suit  quite  and  clean  when  you 
came  to  me  again  ?  How  say  you  ?  Did  I  not  ? 

Sir  Oliv.  But  the  sincere  love  whidi  my  heart 
bears  yon— — 

Wid  Go  to,  FH  cut  yon  off :— And  sir  Oliver 
to  put  yoa  in  comfort  afar  o£^  my  fortune  is  read 
me;  I  must  marry  again. 

Sir  Oliv.  O  blest  fortune ! 

Wid.  But  not  as  long  as  I  can  choose  :«-nay, 
I'll  hold  out  well. 

Sir  Oliv,  Yet  are  my  hopeSi  now  fairer. 

Enter  Frailty. 

FraiL  O  madam,  madam. 

Wid.  How  now  ?  what's  the  haste  ? 

[Frailty  whispers  her. 
Sir  And.  *Fai^,  mistress  Frances,  Til  maintain 
you  gallantly.  I'll  bring  you  to  court ;  ^ean  you 
among  the  fair  society  of  ladies,  poor  kinswomen 
of  mine,  in  doth  of  silt er ;  beside,  you  shall  have 
your  monkey,  your  parrot,  your  musk-cat,  and 
your  piss,  piss^  piss. 

Fran.  It  wHl  do  very  welU 
•  Wid.   What  does  he  mean  to  conjure  here 
then  ?  How  shall  1  do  to  be  rid  of  these  knights? 
Please  you,  gentlemen,  to  walk  a  while  in  the 
garden,  to  piUier  a  pink  or  a  gilly-flower  ? 

Both.  With  all  our  hearts,  lady,  and  'count  us 
favoured. 

[Exeunt  Sir  Ahdrew,  Sir  Oliver,  and 
Frailty.    The  Widow  and  Fbcances  go 
in  to  the  adjoining  Room* 
Sir  God.  [within.]  Step  m,  Nicholas;  look,  is 
the  coast  dear. 

Nick.  [a;iMin.1  O,  as  clear  as  a  cat's  eye,  sir. 
Sir  Ood.  [within.}  Then  enter  Captain  Conju^ 
rer. 

Enter  Sir  Godfrey,  Idle,  Pyeboard,  Edmond, 
and  Nicholas. 

Mow,  how  like  you  voor  room,  sir  ? 

liUe.  O,  wonderful  convenient^ 

£(dEpff.  I  can  tell  you,  captain,  simply  though  \i 
lies  here,  'tis  the  fairest  room  in  my  mother's 
house :  as  dainty  a  room  to  coniure  in,  methinks. 
Why,  you  may  bid,  I  cannot  tell  how  many  devils 
welcome  in't;  my  father  has  had  twenty  in*t  at 
once. 

Fye.  What!  devils? 

£dm.  Devils !  no ;  dept^ev^and  the  wealthi- 
est men  he  could  get. 

Sir  Ood,  Nay,  put  by  vour  chats  now ;:  fall  to 
your  business  roundly :  the  fescue  of  the  dial  is 


That  there  may  be  no  fiutber  strife  aboat  this  word,  be  it  known,  that  it  Is  a  term  of  dog-breaken.  When 
an  ancient  leaaHbound  wa^i  disposed  to  range  too  fast  and  wide,  a  long  piece  of  rope  was  fastened  to  hU 
collar,  which,  dragging  loose  on  the  gronod,  impeded  bis  movements,  ami  lessened  his  Impetuosity.  I'be 
same  thing  is  done  to  a  modem  poln:ter  in  similar  circumstances,  and  is  still  called  Irai^iti^.  The  Impe- 
diment of  the  boy  deUyed  Caratach's  flight  f  and,  in  the  preiCAt. passage,  the  pied  liveries  are  nu^tapbop 
rically  said  to  trash  after  the  caach  like  the  long  ro^c. 
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npon  the  cbrist-cross  of  dooo.'^    Bat  O*  hear  me^ 
captain ;  a  quahn  comes  o*er  my  stomach. 

Idle.  Why,  what's  the  matter,  sir  ? 

Sir  GwL  O,  how  if  the  devil  should  prove  a 
knave  and' tear  the  hangings ! 

Idle,  Foh !  I  warrant  you,  sir  Godfrey. 

Edm.  Ay,  nunde,  or  spit  iire  upon  the  delinjg? 

Sir  Ood.  Veiy  true  too,  for  'tit  but  thin  plais- 
ter'd,  and  'rwill  quicklv  take  hold  o'  the  laths ;  and 
i  f  he  chance  to  spit  downward  too,  he  will  bum 
all  the  boards. 

Idle,  My  life  for  yours,  sir  Godfrey., 

Sir  God,  Mv  sister  is  veiy  curious  and  dainty 
of  this  room,  I  can  tell  you;  and  therefore  if  he 
must  needs  spit,  I  pray  desire  him  to  spit  in  the 
chimney. 

Pye.  Why,  assure  you,  sir  Godfrey,  he  shall  not 
be  brought  up  with  so  little  manners,  to  spit  and 
spawl  o'^the  floor. 

iSir  God,  Why  I  thank  you,  good  captain ;  pray 
have  a  care.  [Idle  and  Pyeboaro  retire  to  the 
upper  end  of  the  Room,]  Ay,  fall  to  your  circle ; 
well  not  trouble  you  I  warrant  you.  Come,  well 
into  the  next  room ;  and  because  we'll  be  sure  to 
keep  him  out  there,  ^cMl  bar  up  the  door  with 
some  of  the  godly's  zealous  works. 

Ednu  That  wul  be  a  fine  device,  nuncle ;  and 
l>ecause  the  ground  shall  be  as  holy  as  the  door, 
ni  tear  two  or  three  rosaries  in  pieces,  and  strew 
the  pieces  about  the  chamber.  [Lightning  and 
thunder]  Oh  I  the  devil  already. 

[5irJGoiiTRET  and  Esmond  run  into  the  ad- 
joining Room. 

Tye.  'Sfoot,  captain,  speak  somewhat  for  shame : 
it  lightens  and  thunders  before  thou  wilt  beg^n. 
Why  when— 

Idle,  Pray  peace,  George;  thoult  make  me 
laugh  anon^  and  spoil  all. 

[lightning  and  thunder, 

Pye.  O,  now  it  begins  again ;  now,  now,  now, 
enptain. 

idle.  Rhumbot  ragdayon  pur  pur  colucundrion 
hois  ploiu 

Sir  God,  [at  the  door,]  O  admirable  conjurer  ! 
he  has  fetch^  thunder  already. 

Pve.  Hark,  hark!— again  captain. 

idle.  Benjamino  ga$poii  hay  goigothoteron  wth 
kroit. 

Sir  God.  [at  the  door.]  O,  I  would  the  devil 
would  come  away  quickly ;  he  has  no  conscience 
to  put  a  man  to  such  paio. 

JPye.  Again. 

Idle.    Flowite  kakopumpot  dragone  leUomenot 
hodge  podge. 

Ttfe.  Weil  said,  captain. 

Sir  God,  [at  the  door^  So  long  a  coming  ?  O, 
would  I  had  ne'er  begun  it  now !  for  1  fear  me 


these  roaring  tempests  will  destroy  all  the  fimts 
of  the  earth,  and  tread  upbn  my  coai«>[iAiiiMfer] 
Ob— in  the  country. 

Idle.  Gogdegog  hobgobUn  huakt  kommUm  hockr 
Icyte  coombpark. 

Wid.  [at  the  door.}  O  brother,  brodier,  whata 
tempest's  in  the  garden !  Sure  there*a  some  cam- 
juration  abroad. 

Sir  God.  [at  the  doorJ]  lis  at  home,  sister. 

Pve,  By  and  by  IM  step  in,  captain. 

Idle.*  ifunc  nunc  rip-gaMkin$  ^drip-^dSropi/«. 

Sir  God,  [at  the  door.]  He  drips  and  drops, 
poor  man :  aias,  alas! 

Pye.  Now,  I  come. 

Idle.  O^mlphure  tootfaee, 

Pye.  Arch-conjurer,  what  wouldst  thoa  with 
me? 

Sir  God,  [at  the  door,]  O,  the  devil,  nster,  in 
tiie  dining-cbamber !  Sing,  sister ;  I  warrant  voo 
that  will  keep  him  out :— quickly,  quickly,  qoickly. 

Pye.  So,  so,  so ;  111  release  thee.  £nou^ 
captain,  enough;  allow  us  some  time  to  laugh  a 
little;  They're  shuddering  and  shakiif  by  thb 
time,  as  if  an  earthquake  were  in  their  wdoeys. 

Idle.  Sirrah  Georse,  how  was'^  how  vras't? 
Did  I  do't  well  enou|^  ? 

Pye.  Woult  believe  me,  captain  ?  better  than 
any  conjurer ;  for  here  was  no  harm  in  this,  and 
yet  their  horrible  expectations  satisfied  well.  Yoo 
were  much  be)iolden  to  thunder  and  lightning  al 
this  time ;  it  graced  you  well,  I  can  tell  you. 

Idle.  1  must  neecfs  say  so,  George.  Sirrah,  if 
we  could  have  convev'd  hither  cleanly  a  cracker 
or  a  fire-wheel,  it  had  been  admirable. 

Pye.  Blurt,  blurt !  there's  nothing  remains  to 
put  thee  to  pain  now,  captain. 

Idle,  Pain  ?  I  protest,  George,  my  heek  are 
sorer  than  a  Whitsun  morris-dancer's. 

Pye.  All's  past  now ;  only  to  reveal  that  the 
chain's  in  the  garden,  where  thou  knowest  it  has 
lain  these  two  days. 

Idle.  But  I  fear  that  fox  Nicholas  has  reveal'd 
it  already. 

Pye,  Fear  not,  captain ;  you  must  put  it  to  the 
venture  now.  Nay  'tis  time;  call  upon  them, 
take  pity  on  them ;  for  I  believe  some  of  then 
are  in  a  pitiful  case'  by  this  time. 

Idle.  Sir  Godfrey,  Nicholas,  kinsman.  'Sfoot 
they're  fast  at  it  still,  George— Sir  Godfrey; 

&r  God.  [at  the  door.]  O,  is  that  the  devil's 
voice  ?  How  comes  he  to  know  my  name? 

fdle.  Fear  not,  jir  Godfreys  all's  quieted* 

Enter  Sir  Godfrey,  the  Widow,  FbavcbSi  eirf 
Nicholas. 

;9ir  God.  What,  is  he  hnd  ? 


'7  The  fescue  of  the  dial  is  upon  ths  ehrist-cross  of  fiopn.— -A  fescue  is  a  snail  wire,  by  which  tboss 
who  teach  cbildreo  to  read,  point  out  the  letters.—MALOirE. 
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JUk.  Ijud ;  and  has  oiewlj  dmp^  jrour  chain 
in  the  garden. 

Sir  Qod,  In  the  garden  ?  m  our  garden  ? 

Idle,  Yoor  garden. 

Sir  God  O  sweet  coi^urer !  wbereabouu  there? 

Idk.  Look  well  about  a  bank  of  rosemary. 

Sir  Ood,  Sister,  the  rosemary  bank.  Come> 
come ;  there's  my  cbun,  he  says. 

Wid.  Oh,  happiness !  run,  run, 
[Exeunt  Widow,  Sir  Godfaey,  Frai^ces,  and 
Nicholas. 

Edm.  [at  the  door.]  Captain  Conjurer? 

Idle.  Who?  Master  Edmond? 

Edm.  Ay,  master  Edmond.  May  I  come  in 
safely  without  danger,  think  you  ? 

Idle.  Puh,  long  ago ;  it  is  all  as  'twas  at  first 
Fear  nothing ;  pray  come  near :  how  now,  man  ? 

Enter  Edmond. 

Edm.  O !  this  room's  mightily  hot  i'faith.  'Slid, 
my  shirt  sticks,  to  my  belly  already.  What  a 
steam  the  rogue' has  left  behmd  him !  Fob !  thb 
room  must  be  air'd,  gentlemen;  it  smells  horribly 
of  brimstone :  let's  open  the  windows. 

Fye.  'Faith  master  Edmond,  'tb  but  your  con- 
ceit. 

Edm.  I  would  yon  could  make  me  believe  that, 
i'faith.  Why,  do  you  think  I  cannot  smell  his  sa- 
vour from  another?  Yet  I  take  it  kindly  from 
you,  because  you  would  not  put  me  in  a  fear, 
i'faith.  On  my  troth,  I  shall  love  you  for  this  the 
longest  day  of  my  life. 

Idle.  Puh,  'tb  nothing,  sir;  love  me  when  you 
see  more. 

Edm.  Mass,  now  I  remember  I'll  look  whether 
he  has  singed  the  hangings,  or  no. 

Fye.  Captain,  to  entertain  a  little  sport  till  they 
come,  make  him  believe,  you'll  charm  him  invi- 
sible. He's  apt  to  admire  any  thing  you  see. 
Let  me  alune  to  give  force  to  it. 

Idle.  Go;  retire  to  yonder  end  then. 

Edm.  I  protest  you  are  a  rare  fellow;  are  you 
not? 

Idle.'  O  master  Edmond,  you  know  but  the 
feast  part  of  me  yet.  Why  now  at  this  instant  I 
could  but  flourish  my  wand  thrice  o'er  your  head, 
and  charm  you  invisible. 

Edm,  What !  you  could  not  ?  make  me  walk 
invisible,  man !  I  should  laugh  at  that  i'faith. 
Troth,  I'll  requite  your  kindness,  an  youUl  do'c, 
good  Captain  Conjurer. 

Idle.  Nay,  I  should  hardly  deny  yon  such  a 
small  kindness,  master  Edmond  Plus.  Why,  look 
you,  sir,  'tis  no  more  but  this,  and  thus^  and  again, 
and  now  you're  invisible. 

Edm.  Am  I  i'faith?  Who  woqld  think  it? 

Idle.  You  see  the  fortune-teller  yonder  at  far- 
ther end  o'  the  chamber.  Go  toward  him ;  do 
yvhat  you  will  with  him,  he  shall  never  find  you. 

Edm.  Say  you  so?  I'll  try  that  i'faith. 

[Jottles  him, 

Pve.  How  now,  captain?  Who's  that  jostled  me  ? 

Idle.  Jostled  you  f  I  saw  nobody. 


Edm*  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Say,  'twas  a  spirit 

Idle.  Shall  I  ? — May  be  some  spirit  that  hauata 
the  circle. 

[Edmond  pulls  Pteboaed  hf  the  noee, 

Pye.  O  my  nose,  again!  Pray  conjure  then, 
captain. 

Edm*  Troth,  this  is  excellent ;  I  may  do  any 
knavery  now,  and  never  be  seen.  And  uowi 
rememoer,  nr  Godfrey,  my  uncle,  abiised  me 
t'other  day,  and  told  tales  of  me  to  my  mother. 
Troth  now  I'm  invisible,  111  hit  him  a  sound 
wherfet  on  the  ear  when  he  comes  out  o'  the  g^u^ 
den.    I  may  be  revenged  on  him  now  finely. 

Enter  Sir  Godfrey,  the  Widom,  and  F&avces. 

Sir  God.  I  have  my  chain  ^ain ;  my  chaia'a 
found  again.   O  sweet  captain !  O  admirable  < 


jurer !  [Edmond  strikes  him]  Oh !  what 
you  by  that,  nephew  ? 

£dm«  Nephew  ?  I  hope  you  do  not  know  mc^ 
uncle. 

Wid.  Why  did  you  strike  your  uncle,  sir  ? 

Edm.  Why,  captain,  am  I  not  invisible? 

Idle.  A  0^  jest,  George. — Not  now  you  are 
not,  sir.  Why  did  not  you  see  me,  when  I  did 
uncharm  you  r 

Edm.  Not  I,  by  my  troth,  captain.— Then  prmj 
you  pardon  me,  uncle ;  1  thought  I'd  been  inviM- 
ble  when  I  struck  you. 

Sir  Ood.  So,  you  would  do't?  Go^  you're  a  fool* 
ish  boy ; 
And  were  I  not  o'ercome  with  greater  joy, 
I'd  make  you  taste  correction. 

Edm.  Correction  !  pish.  No  neither  you  nor 
my  mother  shall  think  to  whip  me  as  you  havo 
done. 

Sir  God*  Captain,  my  joy  is  such,  I  know  not 
how  to  thank  you :  let  me  embrace  you.  O  mj 
sweet  chain!  gladness  e'en  makes  me  giddy, 
liare  man  !  'twas  just  i'the-rosemary  bank,  as  if 
one  should  have  laid  it  there.  O  cunning,  cunning! 

Wid.  Well,  seeing  my  fortune  tells  me  I  must 
marry,  let  me  marry  a  man  of  wit,  a  man  of  parts. 
Here's  a  worthy  c^taio,  and  'tis  aline  title  truljr 
la  to  be  a  captain's  wife.  A  captain's  wife !  it 
goes  very  fineljr  t  beside,  all  the  world  knows  that 
a  worthy  captain  is  a  fit  companion  to  any  lord ; 
then  why  not  a  sweet  bed-fellow  for  any  lady? 
I'll  have  it  so. 

Enter  Fkailtt. 

Frail  O  mistress— gentlemen — there's  the 
bravest  sight  coming  along  this  way. 

Wid.  What  brave  sight  ? 

FraiL  O,  one  going  to  buiyingi  and  another  go« 
ing  to  hanging. 

Wtd.  A  rueful  nght 

Fye.  'Sfoot,  ciq>tain,  I'll  pawn  my  life  the  co^- 
poraPs  coffin'd,  and  old  Skirmish  the  soldier  go- 
ine  to  execution ;  and  'tis  now  full  about  the  time 
of  his  waking.  Hold  out  a  little  lonser,  sleepy 
potion,  and  we  shall  have  excellent  admiration ; 
for  I'll  take  upon  roe  the  cure  of  him.    [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  III.— 27^  Street  before  the  Widow's 
Haute, 

Enter,  frwm  the  Houu,  Sir  Godfrey,  the  WidoWf 
Idle,  Pyeboard,  Edmond,  Frailty,  and  Ni- 
cholas* A  C^Ea,  wieh  Corporal  Oath  in  it, 
brought  in.  Then  enter  Skirmish  bound,  and 
led  in  by  Officers  ;  the  Sheriff,  4*c.  attending, 

FraiL  O  here  they  cone,  here  tbejr  come ! 

Pye.  Now  must  I  dose  secretly  with  the  sol- 
,.  dier ;  prevent  his  iropatieiice,  or  else  all's  disco- 
vered. 

Wid,  O  lamentable  seeing !  these  were  those 
brothers  that  foaght  and  bled  before  our  door. 

Sir  God^  What !  they  were  not,  nster ! 

Shir,  George,  look  to't;  Fli  peach  at  Tyburn 
else. 

Fye*  Mum.— Gentles  all,  voachsafe  me  au- 
dience. 
And  yon,  especially,  good  master  sheriff: 
Yon  man  is^  bound  to  execution, 
Because  he  wounded  this  that  now  lies  coffined. 

Sher,  True,  true ;  he  shall  have  the  law, — ^and 
I  know  the  law. 

Fye.  But  under  favour,  roaster  sherifl^  if  this 
man  had  been  cured  and  safe  ag^,  he  should 
have  been  released  then  ? 

Sher,  Why  make  you  question  of  that^  sir  ? 

Fye,  Then  I  release  him  freelv ;  and  will  take 
upon  me  the  death  that  be  should  die,  if,  within 
a  little  season,  I  do  not  cure  him  to  bis  proper 
iiealth  again. 

Sher,  How,  sir !  recover  a  dead  man !  That 
were  most  strange  of  all. 

Fran,  Sweet  sir,  I  love  you  dearly,  and  could 
vish  my  best  part  yours.  O  do  not  undertake 
snch  an  impossible  venture ! 

Fye,  Love  you  me  ?  Then  for  your  sweet  sake 
111  do't.  Let  me  entreat  the  corpse  to  be  set 
down. 

Sher,  Bearers,  set  down  the  coffin. — This  were 
wonderful,  and  worthy  Stowe*8  Chronicle. 

Fye,  I  pray  bestow  the  freedom  of  the  air 
upon  our  wholesome  art.  Mass !  his  cheeks  be- 
gin to  receive  natural  warmth.  Nay,  goofi  cor- 
poral, wake  betime,  or  I  shall  have  a  longer  sleep 
than  you.  'Sfoot !  if  he  should  prove  dead  in- 
deed now,  he  were  fully  revenged  upon  me  for 
making  a  property  of  htm :  yet  I  had  rather  run 
upon  the  ropes,  than  have  a  rope  like  a  tetter 
run  upon  me.  O,  he  stirs !  he  stirs  again  !  look, 
gentlemen,  he  recovers !  he  starts,  he  rises ! 

Sher,  O,  O,  defend  us !  Ou^,  alas ! 


Fye,  Nay,  pray  bt  still ;  youll  make  him  more 
giddy  else.    He  knows  nobody  jet. 

Oath,  'Zoonds!  where  am  I?  Covered  with 
snow !  I  marvel. 

Fye,  Nay,  I  knew  he  would  swear  the  first 
j  thing  he  did  as  soon  as  ever  he  came  to  bis  life 
again. 

Oath,  'Sfoot,  hostess,  some  hot  porridge.  O, 
O  !~lay  on  a  dozen  of  faggots  in  the  Moon  Par- 
lour, there. 

Fife,  Lady,  you  must  needs  take  a  little  pity 
of  luro  i'faith,  and  send  him  in  to  your  kilAc^ 
fire. 

Wid,  O,  with  all  m^  heart,  sir:  Niehdlas  and 
Frailty,  help  to  bear  him  in. 

Nich.  Bear  him  in,  quoth-a!  Pray  call  oat 
the  maids:  I  shall  ne'er  have  the  heart  to  do\ 
indeed  la. 

FraiL  Nor  I  neither ;  I  cannot  abide  to  haDdle 
a  ghost  of  all  men. 

Oath,  'Sblood,  let  me  see— where  was  I  dnmk 
last  night?  heb? 

Wid,  O,  shall  I  bid  you  once  again  take  him 
awav? 

FraiL  Why  we  are  as  fearful  as  yon,  I  war- 
rantyou.    On ! 

W%d,  Away,  villains !  bid  the  maids  make  him 
a  caudle  presentiv,  to  settle  his  brain,-*^)r  a  po^ 
set  of  sack ;  quickly,  quickly. 

Exeunt  Frailtt  an<^  Nicholas,  jncjAiii^ 
in  the  Corporal 

Sher,  Sir,  whatsoever  you  are,  I  do  more  than 
admire  you; 

Wid.  O  ay,  if  you  knew  all,  master  sheril^  as 
you  shall  do,  you  would  say  then,  diat  here  were 
two  of  the  rarest  men  within  the  walls  of  Chris- 
tendom. 

Sher.  Two  of  them  ?  O  wonderful !  Officers,  I 
discharse  you ;  set  him  free ;  all's  in  tune. 

Sir  Uod.  Ay,  and  a  banquet  ready  by  this  time, 
master  sheriff;  to  which  I  most  dteerfully  invite 
you,  and  your  late  prisoner  there.  See  you  this 
goodly  chain,  sir.'  Mum !  no  more  words;  'twas 
lost,  and  is  found  again.  Come,  my  inestimable 
bullies,  we'll  talk  of  your  noble  acts  in  sparkling 
chamico;  and,  instead  of  a  jester,  we'll  have  the 
ghost  in  the  white  sheet  sit  at  the  upper  end  of 
the  table. 

Sher,  Excellent,  merry  man,  i'faith ! 

[Exeunt  all  but  Fbakces. 

Fran,  Well,  seeing  I  am  enjoined  to  love^  and 
marry. 
My  foolish  vow  thus  I  cashier  to  air. 
Which  first  begot  it    Now,  Love,  play  thy  wu^; 
The  scholar  reads  his  lecture  in  my  heart,  \Erit,. 
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ACT  V. 


SCENE  I.— IV  Street  brfare  the  Widow*i 
House. 

Enter  Edmond  and  Fbailtt. 

Edm.  This  is  the  marriage-morniDg  for  mjf 
mother  and  my  sister. 

FraiL  O  me,  master  Edmoud !  we  shall  have 
rare  doings. 

Edm,  Nay  go^  Frailty,  ran  to  the  sexton ;  you 
know  my  mother  will  be  married  at  Saint  Ant- 
lings.  Hie  thee;  'tis  past  five;  bid  them  open 
the  church-door :  my  sist^fr  is  almost  ready. 

FraiL  What,  already,  master  Edmond  ? 

Edm,  Nay,  go;  hie  thee.  First  run  to  the 
sexton,  and  run  to  the  clerk ;  and  then  run  to 
master  Pigmaii  the  parson ;  and  then  run  t6  the 
milliner;  and  then  run  home  again. 

FraiL  Here's  run,  run,  run. 

Edm,  But  hark,  Frailty. 

FraiL  What,  more  yet? 

Edm.  Have  the  maids  remembered  to  strew 
the  way  to  the  church  ? 

FraU,  Fob !  an  hour  ago :  I  helped  them  my- 
self. 

Edm,  Away,  away,  away,  away  then. 

FraiL  Away,  away,  away,  away  then. 

[Exit  Frailty. 

Edm.  I  shall  have  a  simple  father-in-law,  a 
brave  captain,  able  to  beat  all  our  street,-— cap- 
tain Idle.  Now,  my  lady-mother  will  be  fitted 
for  a  delicate  name,— -my  lady  Idle,  my  lady 
Idle !  the  finest  name  tliat  can  be  for  a  woman : 
and  then  the  scholar,  master  Pyeboard,  for  my 
sister  Frances,  that  will  be  mistress  Frances  Pye- 
board; mistress  Frances  Pyeboard  !  they'll  keep 
a  good  table,  I  warrant  you.  Now  all  the  knights' 
noses  are  put  out  of  joint;  they  may  go  to  a  bone- 
setter's  now. 

Enter  Idle  and  Pyeboard,  with  Attendants* 

Hark,  hark !  O,  who  come  here  with  two  torches 
before  tbem?  My  sweet  captain,  artd  my  fine 
scholar.  O,  how  bravely  they  are  shot  up  m  one 
night !  They  look  like  fine  Britons  now  methinks. 
Here's  a  gallant  change  i'faith  1  'Slid,  they  have 
hired  men  and  all,  by  the  clock. 

Idle.  Master  Edmond;  kind^  honest,  dainty 
master  Edmond. 

Edm.  Fob,  sweet  captain  father-in-law !  A  rare 
perfume  i'faith. 

Pve,  What,  are  the  brides  stirring  ?  May  we 
steal  upon  tbem,  think'st  thou,  roaster  Edmond  ? 

Edm.  Fob,  they're  e'en  upon  readiness,  I  can 
assure  you;  for  they  were  at  their  torch  e'en 
now:  by  the  same  token  I  tumbled  down  the 
stairs. 

Pye,  Alas,  poor  master  Edmond. 


Enter  MuticiattS* 

JSIe,  O,  the  musicians !  I  pr'ythee,  master  Ed- 
mond, can  them,  and  liquor  them  a  little. 

Edm.  That  I  will,  sweet  captain  father-in- 
law  ;  and  make  «ach  of  them  as  drunk  as  a  com- 
mon fiddler.  [ExeunL 


SCENE  W^The  same. 

Enter  Mary  in  a  Balcony i   To  her  helow^  Sir 
John  Pennydub.  , 

Sir  John,  >Vhew  !  mistsess  Moll,  mistress  Moll. 

Mary.  Who's  tliere  ? 

SirSohn  Tis  I. 

Mary.  Who?  sir  John  Pennydob?  O  yoa^re 
an  early  cock  i'faith.  Who  would  have  thou^ 
you  to  be  so  rare  a  stirrer? 

Sir  John.  Pr'ythee,  Moll,  let  roe  come  up. 

Mary.  No,  by  my  faith,  sir  John ;  I'll  keep  yoa 
down ;  for  yoa  knights  are  very  dangerous,  if  once 
you  get  above. 

iSir  John.  Fll  not  stay  i'faith. 

Mary.  I'faith  you  shall  stay;  for,  sir  John,  you 
must  note  the  nature  of  the  climates :  your  north- 
em  wench  in  her  own  country  may  well  hold  out 
till  she  be  fifteen ;  but  if  she  touch  the  south  once, 
and  come  up  to  London,  here  the  chimes  go  pre- 
sently after  twelve. 

Sir  John.  O  thou'rt  a  mad  wench,  MoU :  but 
I  pr'ythee  make  haste,  for  the  priest  is  gone  be- 
fore. 

Mary.  Da  yoo  follow  him ;  111  not  be  long  af- 
ter. [Exeunt. 

SCENE  m.— J  Room  in  Sir  Oliver  Muck- 
hill's  House. 

Enter  Sir  Oliver  Muckhill,  5»r  Ahdrsw  Tip- 
staff, and  Skirmish. 

Sir  Olit.  O  monstrous,  unheard  of  forgery ! 

Sir  And.  Knight,  I  never  heard  of  such  villainy 
in  our  own  country,  in  my  life. 

Sir  Oliv.  Why,  'tis  impossible.  Dare  you  main- 
tain your  words  ? 

Skir.  Dare  we  ?  even  to  their  weaion-pipes.  We 
know  all  their  plots ;  they  cannot  squander  with 
us.  They  have  knavishly  abused  us,  made  only 
properties  of  us,  to  advance  themselves  upon  our 
shoulders ;  but  they  shall  rue  their  abuses.  This 
morning  they  arc  to  be  married. 

Sir  Oliv.  Tis  too  true.  Yet  if  the  widow  lie 
not  too  much  besotted  on  sleights  and  forgeries, 
the  revelation  of  their  villainies  will  make  them 
loathsome.  And  to  that  end,  be  it  in  private  to 
youy  I  sent  late  last  night  to  an  honotirable  per- 


4M 


THE  PURITAN. 


[Anomtmovs^ 


mmmge,  to  whom  I  am  roach  indebted  in  Idnd- 
nessy  as  he  18  to  me ;  and  therefore  presume  upon 
the  payment  of  his  tongue,  and  that  be  will  laj 
otit  good  words  for  me :  and  to  speak  truth,  for 
•acb  needful  occasions  I  ortly  preserve  him  in 
Itood :  and  sometimes  he  ma?  do  me  more  good 
liere  in  the  city  by  a  free  word  of  his  mouth,  than 
if  he  had  paid  one-half  in  hand,  and  took  dooms- 
day for  t'other.  ^ 

Sir  And,  In  troth,  sir,  without  soothing  be  it 
Kftoken,  you  have  published  much  judgment  in 
these  few  words. 

Sir  0/tv.  For  you  know,  what  such  a  man  ut- 
ters will  be  tliought  effectual,  and  to  weighty  pur- 
pose ;  and  therefore  into  his  mouth  well  put  the 
approved  theme  of  their  foiveries. 

Skir.  And  Til  maintain  it,  knight,  if  shell  be 


tt^ 


Enter  a  Servant 


Sir  OVtv.  How  now,  fellow  ? 
Ser.  May  it  please  yoo,  sir,  my  lord  is  iewly 
%hted  from  his  coach. 

Sir  OUv,  Is  my  lord  come  already?  His  ho- 
nour's early. 
Too  see  he  loves  me  well.    Up  before  seven ! 
Trust  me,!  have  found  him  night-capped  at  ele- 
ven. *  • 
There's  good  hope  yet:  come,  111  relate  all  to 
him.                                      [Exeunt. 


SCENE  IV.— J  Street ;  a  Church  appearing. 

Enter  Idle,  Pyeboard,  Sir  Godfrey,  and  Ed- 
movd;  the  Widow  in  a  hridal  dress;  Sir  John 
Pbhnydub,  Mary,  and  Frances;  Nicholas, 
Frailty,  and  other  Attendants.  To  them  a 
NoiiemaHt  Sir  Olivei^  Muck^ill,  and  Sir 
Andrew  Tipstaff. 

Nob.  By  your  leave,  lady.  ■• 

IfidL  My  lord,  your  honour  is  most  chastely 
welcome. 

Nob.  Madam,  though  I  came  now  from  court, 
I  come  not  to  flatter  you.  Upoo  whom  can  I 
justly  cast  this  blot,  but  upon  your  own  forehead, 
that  know  not  ink  from  milk  ?  such  is  the  blind 
besotting  in  the  state  of  an  onheaded  woipan 
that's  a  widow.  For  it  is  the  property  of  all  you 
that  are  widows  (a  handful  excepted)  to  bate 
those  that  honestly  and  carefully  love  you,  to  the 
maintenance  of  credit,  state,  and  posterity ;  and 
strongly  to  dote  on  those  that  only  love  you  to 
undo  you.  Who  regard  you  least,  are  best  ^ 
garded;  who  hate  you  most,  are  best  beloved. 
And  if  there  be  but  one  man  amongst  ten  thou- 
sand millions  of  men,  that  is  accurst,  disastrous, 
and  evilly  planeted ;  whom  Fortune  beats  most, 
whom  God  hates  most,  and  all  societies  esteem 
least,  that  man  is  sure  to  be  a  husband.  Such  is 
the  peevish  moon  that  rules  your  bloods.  An  im- 
pudent fellow  best  wooes  you,  a  flattering  lip 


best  wins  you;  or  in  a  mirth,  who  talks  rou|h- 
liest,  is  most  sweetest :  nor  can  yoo  dtstiugaish 
truth  fn>m  forgeries,  misU  from  simplidty ;  wit- 
ness those  two  deceitful  monster^  that  you  ha^e 
entertained  for  bridegrooms. 
Wid.  Deceitful ! 
jy.  All  will  out 

Idle.  'Sfoot,  who  has  Uabbed,  George;  that 
foolish  Nicholas  ? 

Nob.  For  what  they  have  besotted  yoor  emMj 
bipod  withal,  were  nought  but  forgeries :  the  for- 
tune-telling for  husbands,  the  conjuring  for  tha 
chain  sir  Godfrey  heard  the  falsehood  of,  al^ 
nothing  but  mere  knavery,  deceit,  and  coBenage. 
Wid.  O  wonderful !  indeed  1  wondered  ttmt 
my  husband,  with  all  his  craft,  could  not  keep 
Jiiroself  out  of  purgatory. 

Sir  God.  And  I  more  wondered,  that  mv  ttein 
should  be  gone,  and  mr  tailor  had  none  of  it 

Mary.  And  I  wondered  most  of  all,  that  I 
should  be  lied  from  marriage,  having  such  a  mind 
to  it  Come,  sir  John  Pennydub,  fair  weather 
on  our  ade :  The  moon  has  changed  since  yes- 
ternight 
Pye.  The  stiog  of  every  evil  is  within  me. 
Nob.  And  that  you  may  perceive  I  feign  oot 
with  you,  behold  their  fellow  actbr  in  those  for- 
geries; who,/ull  of  spleen  and  envy  at  their  so 
sudden  advancements,  revealed  all  their  plot  in 
anger. 

Pye.  Base  soldier,  to  reveal  us ! 
Wid.  Is't  possible  we  should  be  blinded  so^  and 
our  eyes  open  ? 

Nob.  Widow,  will  you  npw  believe  that  false 
which  too  soon  you  believed  true  ? 
Wid.  O,  to  my  shame,  I  do. 
Sir  God.  But  under  favour,  my  lord,  my  chain 
was  truly  lost,  and  strangely  found  again. 
Nob.  Resolve  him  of  that,  soldier. 
Skir.  In  few  words,  knight,  then  thou  wert  the 
arch-gull  of  all. 
Sir  God.  How,  sir  ? 

Skir.  Nay,  Til  prove  it :  for  the  diain  was  but 
hid  in  the  rosemary-bank  all  this  while ;  and  thou 
Eot*st  him  out  of  ^son  to  conjure  for  it,  who  did 
It  admirably,  fustianly;  for  indeed  what  needed 
any  other,  when  he  knew  where  it  was  ? 

Sir  G04.  O  villainy  of  villainies!  But  how 
came  my  chain  there  ? 

Shr.  Where's  Truly  la,  Inieed  la,  he  that  wiA 
not  swear,  but  lie ;  he  that  will  not  steal,  but  rob ; 
pure  Nicholas  Saint-Antliugs? 

Sir  God.  O  villain !  one  of  our  society, 
Deemed  always  holy,  pure,  religious : 
A  puritan  a  thief !  When  was't  ever  heard  ? 
Sooner  well  kill  a  man,  than  steal,  thou  know'st 
Out  slave !  Ill  rend  my  lion  from  thy  back, 
With  mine  own  hands. 
Nich.  Dear  master  !  O ! 
Nob.  Nay  knight,  dwell  in  patience.  And  now, 
widow,  being  so  near  the  church,  'twere  great  pi- 
ty, nay  uncharity,  to  send  you  home  again  with- 
out a  husband.    Draw  nearer,  you  of  true  wop* 
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ship,  state,  and  credit;  that  should  not  stand  so 
far  off  from  a  widow,  and  sofier  forged  shapes  to 
come  between  you.  Not  that  in  these  I  blemish 
the  true  title  of  a  captain,  or  blot  the  fair  mar- 
gent  of  a  scholar;  tor  I  honour  worthy  and  de- 
serving parts  in  the  one,  and  cherish  fruitful  v\r- 
tues  in  the  other.  Come,  lady,  and  you  virgin, 
bestow  your  eyes  and  your  purest  affections  upon 
men  of  estimation  both  in  court  and  city,  that 
hate  long  wooed  you,  and  both  with  their  hearts 
and  wealth  sincereljr  love  yon. 

Sir  God,  Good  sister,  do.  Sweet  little  Franke, 
these  are  men  of  reputation :  you  shall  be  wel- 
come at  court;  a  great  credit  for  a  citizen.— 
Sweet  sister,— 

Nob.  Come,  her  silence  does  consent  to*t« 
Wi<L  I  know  not  with  what  face— ^ 
^  Nob,  Pob,  poh^  with  your  own  face;  they  de- 
sire no  other. 


Wid,  Pardon  me,  worthy  urs :  I  and  my  daugh- 
ter 
Have  wronged  youf  loves. 

SirOliv.  'Tis  easily  pardoned,  lady,  if  you 
vouchsafe  it  now. 

Wid.  With  all  my  soul. 

Fran,  And  I,  with  all  my  heart. 

Mary.  Antf  I,  sir  John,  with  soul,  hearts,  lights, 
and  all. 

Sir  John.  They  are  all  mine,  Moll. 

Nob.  Now,  lady. 
What  honest  spirit  but  will  applaud  your  choice^ 
And  gladly  furnish  you  with  hand  and  voice  ? 
A  happy  change,  which  makes  even  heaven  re- 
joice. 
Come,  enter  into  your  joys ;  you  shall  not  want 
For  fathers,  now;  1  doubt  it  not,  believe '4I((, 
But  that  you  shall  have  hands  enough  to  gite  ye.^^ 

[Exeunt  omnes. 


s>  Though  Shakespeare  bas  ridiculed  the  Puritans  in  his  AWs  Well  that  Ends  well,  and  7Vcel/VA  Night, 
yet  he  seems  not  to  have  had  the  smallest  share  io  the  present  comedy.  The  author  of  it,  however,  was 
wdl  acqoahited  with  his  pkiys,  as  appears  from  resemblances  already  pointed  out.  There  is  litfle  at- 
tempt at  character  throughout  the  piece,  and  that  llttle.has  ^t  proved  very  successful.  The  saitors  are 
ao  unmeaoing  group ;  and,  though  we  have  eight  of  the  sanctimonious  tribe  on  the  stage,  they  are  b  v  no 
means  nicely  discriminated  from  each  other.  Nicholas  St  Antlings  indeed  might  have  been  designed  fcr 
their  chief,  as  be  possesses  most  of  their  qualities,  t.  e.  is  (he  greatest  hypocrite  of  them  all. — I  have  not 
met  with  the  old  ballad  from  which  oar  comedy  receives  its  title  %  but  am  told,  that  the  second  of  these 
performances  has  no  other  obligation  to  the  first. — Stbxvbns. 
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ScBVE— Calvselt  iv  Yobksbtbe. 


ACTL 


SCENE  t-^A  Aoom  in  CaheHy  BalL 
Enter  Oliver  and  Ralph. 

0th.  Sirrah  Ralph,  my  yooog  mistress  is  Si 
•och  a  pidful  passionate  humour  for  the  long  ab* 
tence  of  her  love-^ 

Ralph,  Why,  can  you  blame  her  ?  Why,  apples 
banging  longer  on  the  tree  than  when  they  are 


ripe,  makes  so  many  fallings ;  vii.  mad  wencbesv  ^ 
because  they  are  not  gathered  in  time,  are  fain  to 
drop  of  themselm,  and  then  'tis  common  yoo 
know  for  eveiy  lAi  to  take  them  up. 

Oiiv,  Mass  thou  sa/st  true,  'tis  commoD  in- 
deed.  But  sirrah,  is  neither  our  young  master 
returned,  nor  our  fellow  Sam  come  from  Lon- 
don? 


*  **  A  iN>oae  cauea  jm  xormiure  irageajff  was  emcreo  oy  rac 
IfiOd,  and  the  play,  or  rather  iaterlade,  was  printed  by  him  in  tb< 
whin  Tragedg^  not  to  new  at  lamentable  and  true.  The  murder,  on  i 
committd  in  lOM,  and  a  ballad  was  oMule  upon  it  in  tlie  foUowii 


^  «  A  booke  called  J  Yorkthire  Tragodgf'  was  entered  by  Tbonas  PaTier  at  Stat lonerT  Hall,  Nay  f» 

^" .-    .-     •""    '^•~ 'i  the  same  year,  under  the  title  of^  r»rt- 

OB  which  tills  short  drama  is  founded,  was 
\  foUowiag  year  I  of  which,  probably,  thb  tra* 
gedy  is  eoly  an  enlargement.  The  fact  b  thus  related  in  SUme*t  Chronklt^  anno  1004  >— ••  Walter  Call- 
▼erly  of  Calferly,  in  Yorkshire,  lisqaier,  murdred  two  of  his  yoo^g  children,  stabbed  his  wife  into  the 
bodic,  with  ftill  purpose  to  bare  murdred  her,  and  instantly  went  from  his  house  to  hate  tlaioe  bb 
youngest  child  at  nurse,  but  was  prereoted.  For  which  fact,  at  hb  triall  in  Yorke,  bee  stood  mute,  and 
was  Judged  to  l>e  prest  to  death  i  according  to  which  Judgment  be  was  executed  at  the  castell  of  Yorke 
the  Mb  of  August." 

The  piece  before  us  was  acted  at  the  Globe,  together  with  three  other  short  dnuaas  that  were  repre- 
sented on  tbe  same  day  under  the  name  of  AWt  One^  as  appears  from  one  of  the  titles  of  Ibe  quarto,  1606, 
which  run»  thus :  **  All's  Onb,  or  one  of  the  foure  ptaiet  in  one^  called  a  Yorkthire  tragedy  f  as  it  was 
plaie4  by  tbe  king's  miycstie's  plalen.'*    Shakspeare*s  name  b  affixed  to  thb  piece.-^MALoirB, 
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Ralpk  Neither  of  ather,  as  the  puritan  hawd 
fiays.  'Slid  I  bear  Sam.  S^m's  come;  here  he 
is;  tarr^r;— come  i'fiiitb :  now  mj  noseitchee  for 
oews. 

Okv.  And  so  does  mine  elbow. 

•Soai.  [WUkhi}  Where  are  ?oq  thef«  ?  Boy, 
look  joy  walk  my  hofse  with  discretion.  I  have 
rid  hiro  simply :  I  warrant  his  skin  sticks  to  his 
back  with  very  heat.  If  he  should  catch  coM^ 
and  1^  the  cooeh  of  the  lungs,  1  were  well  seiw 
Tfdy  were  loot  r 

Enter  Sax. 

What,  Mph  and  Oliver ! 

Both.  Honest  fellow  Sam,  welcome  Tfttth. 
What  tricks  hast  thou  brought  from  London  ? 

Sam,  You  see  I  am  hanged  after  the  truest  fa* 
dnoa;  three  hats,  and  two  glasses  bobbing  upon 
them ;  two  rebato  wires  *  upon  my  breast,  a  cap- 
case  by  mv  side,  a  brush  at  my  bad[,  an  almanack 
in  my  pocket,  and  three  ballads  in  my  codpiece. ' 
Kay,  1  am  the  true  picture  of  a  common  ser- 
Yine-man.  ♦ 

Oiiv.  Ill  swear  thou  art ;  thou  ma/st  set  up 
when  thou  wilt :  there's  luaoy  a  one  Mgins  witn 
fees,  1  can  tell  thee,  that  proves  a  rich  man  ere 
he  dies.  But  what's  the  newa  from  London, 
6am? 

Rabth,  Ay,  that's  well  said;  wha^s  the  news 
from  London,  sirrah  ?  My  young  miatress  keeps 
soch  a  pulibg  for  her  love. 

Sam.  Why,  the  more  fool  she ;  i^,  the  BMra 
Kinny-haimmer  she. 

Oiiv.  Why,  6am,  why? 

Sam,  Why,  be  is  married  to  another  long  ago. 

Bo/A.  I'faiih?  You  jest. 

Sam,  Why,  did  you  not  know  that  till  now? 
Why,  he's  married,  beats  his  wife,  and  has  two  or 
three  children  by  her:  For  yon  must  note^  that 
aij  woman  bears  the  more  wMb  she  is  beaten. ' 


Ralph,  Ajt  thatfs  true,  for  she  bears  the  blows. 

OUv,  Shrah  Sam,  I  would  not  for  two  years* 
wages  my  young  mistress  knew  so  much ;  she'd 
run  upon  the  left  band  of  her  wit,  and  ne'er  be 
her  own  woman  a^ib. 

Sam,  And  I  think  she  was  blest  in  her  cradle, 
that  he  never  came  in  her  bed.  Why,  he  has 
consumed  all,  pawned  his  lands,  and  made  his 
university  brother  staled  injrax  for  him :  there's  ^ 
a  fine  phrase  for  a  scrivener.  Pub !  he  owes 
more  than  his  skin  is  worth. 

OUv.  Is*t  possible? 

iSsfii.  Nay,  111  tell  you  moreover,  he  calb  his 
wife  whore,  as  familiarly  as  one  would  call  Moll 
and  Doll ;  and  his  children  bastards,  as  naturally 
as  can  be.-^But  what  have  we  here  ?  I  thought 
'twas  something  pulled  down  my  breecbet;  I 

?|uite  forgot  my  two  poking  sticks :  these  came 
rom  London.  Now  any  tmng  is  good  here  that 
comes  from  London. 

OUv,  Ay,  far>fctched,  jou  know,  Sam. — ^Bnt 
spc»sk  in  your  conscience  I'faith ;  have  not  we  as 
g(H)d  pokmg-sticks  i'the  country  as  need  to  be 
put  in  the  fire? 

SffjR.  The  mind  of  a  thing  b  all ;  the  mind  of 

a  thing  is  all ;  and,  as  thou  said'st  even  now,  far* 
fetched  are  the  best  thinp  for  ladies* 

OUv,  Ay,  and  for  waiting-gentlewomen  too. 

Sam*  But  Balph,  what,  is  our  beer  sour  this 
thunder  ? 

Ralph,  No,  no,  it  holds  countenance  yet 

Sam.  Why  then,  follow  me ;  111  teach  you  the 
finest  humour  to  be  drunk  in :  I  learned  it  at 
London  last  week. 

Bath.  I'faith,  let's  hear  it,  let's  hear  it. 

Sam.  The  bravest  humour !  'twould  do  a  man 
good  to  be  drunk  in  it :  they  call  it  knighting  in 
London,  when  they  drink  upon  their  kiM^^ 

Both.  Taith,  that's  eioellent. 

Sam.  Come  follow  me ;  )11  giye  yoa  all  the  de» 
grees  of  it  hi  ordcTt  ^  [£reim^ 


^  See  notM  on  Much  Ai9  abaat  NothSmg,  last  edit  voL  M*  p.  S81.— •Sxbbtbws* 
Mhmto  was  the  name  of  an  ancient  head-dress.    The  wires  were  med  to  distend  the  hair  or  lace.^« 
Pbbcy.* 

^  In  my  codpiece.-— See  note  on  the  TWo  Gentlemeu  of  F«rofiff,  last  edit.  vol.  i.  p.  l65«^foEBTBVS.- 
^  The  true  picture  of  a  common  ierving'man,'^l  remember  to  have  seen  one  of  these  represeotatlom  of^ 
m  man  loaded  with  several  domestic  imtnunents  and  utemils.    It  was  paioted  against  a  battery  frontiofr-^' 
the  screen  of  aa  ancient  halL    I  thipk  another  hieroglyphic  of  the  same  kind  is  still  visible  at  one  of  oar.: 
pabUc  schoob  or  colleges.    In  the  year  1506  is  entered  on  the  Stationers'  books  **  The  ponrtraicture  of 
m  trusty  servant*' — Stbev bus, 

^  jimg  woman  bean  the  more  when  ehe  U  beaten.    AUodhig  to  the  old  anmannerly  proverb,  that  says,  U 
moman  and  a  walnut  tree  bear  the  better  for  being  Mra«Aed.— Stebvbvs. 
^  They  caUU  kuightiog  (a  Lon4an^  when  they  drink  upon  their  kneet^^So  in  iC  Henry  JK  Fvt  Ih  s 

«<Domerlght, 

^*  And  dab  me  knight.'' 

See  the  note  there,  vot  v.  p.  SSn,  edit  1778.— Maloke.  ^   ^ 

7  171  gioeyouaUtho  degreet  qf  it  in  •rabr.--AUiiding  perhaps  io  PhOpcothaniitOt  at  the  Dranltard ;  a 

Munphlet.  by  Thomas  l^aywood,  in  which  all  these  degrees  ar^  set  dawn  wUh  the  most  minute  exnctneas. 

The  earliest  copy  of  this  piece  that  I  have  met  with,  was  pvbl'ished  to  lOS^i  b«H  the  (bst  edttMHi  of  U  \« 

perhaps  of  much  elder  date.— SxBBvsna.. 
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SCENE  Ih'^Another  Apartment  in  the  same. 
Enter  Wife.* 

Wife.  What  will  become  of  us  ?  All  wiltawaj : 
My  husband  never  ceases  in  expense, 
Bf)th  to  c>n8uroe  his  credit  and  his  house ; 
/And  *(is  set  down  by  heaven's  just  decree, 
^That  riot's  child  must  needs  be  beggary. 
Are  these  thf-  virtues  that  his  youth  did  promise? 
T)ice  and  voluptuous  meetings,  midnight  revels^  • 
Tnkiiig  his  bed  with  surfeits;  ill  beseeming 
The  ancient  SoDour  of  his  house  and  name  ? 
And  this  not  all,  but  that  which  kills  me  most. 
When  he  recounts  his  losses  and  fnlse  fortunes. 
The  weakness  of  his  state  so  much  dejected. 
Not  as  a  roan  repentant,  but  half  mad 
His  fortunes  cannot  answer  his  expense. 
He  sits,  and  sullenly  locks  up  his  arms; 
Forget  tini^  heaven,  looks  downward ;  which  makes 

him  "^ 

Appear  so  dreadful  that  he  frights  my  heart : 
Walks  heavily,  as  if  his  soul  were  earth ; 
Not  penitent  for  those  his  sins  are  past. 
But  vexed  his  money  cannot  make  them  last : 
A  fearful  melancholy,  ungodly  sorrow. 
O,  yonder  he  comes ;  now  in  desuight  of  ills 
rii  sptrak  to  him,  and  1  will  hear  nim  speak, 
And  do  my  best  to  drive  it  from  his  heart. 

Enter  Husband, 

Hut.  Vox  o'  the-last  throw !  It  made  ^we  hun- 
dred angels 
Vanish  from  my  sight.  I  am  damned,  Tm  damned ; 
The  angels  have  forsook  me.  -Nay,  it  is 
Certainly  true :  for  he  that  has  no  coin 
If  damned  in  this  world ;  he  is  gone,  he's  gone. 
Wife, '  Dear  husband  !    . 
hut.  O !  most  punishment  of  all,  I  have  a 

wife. 
Wife,  I  do  entreat  you,  as  you  love  your  soul, 
Tell  me  the  cause  of  this  your  discontent. 

Hus.  A  vengean^  stripjhee  naked  I  thou  art 
cause. 
Effect,  quality,  property ;  thou,  thou,  thoji.  [Exit. 
Wife.  Bad  turned  to  worse;  both  begg^  of 
thesQul 


And  of  the  body ; — and  «o  mach  unlike 
Himself  at  first,  as  if  some  vexed  spirit 
Had  got  his  form  upon  him.    He  comes  again- 

Re-enter  Husband. 

He  says  I  am  the  cause :  I  never  yet 
Spoke  less  than  words  of  duty  and  of  love. 

Hus.  If  marriage  be  honourable,  then  cuckolds 
are  honoarabk^  for  they  cannot  be  made  without 
marriage.  Fool !  what  meant  I  to  marry,  to  get 
beggars  ?  Now  must  my  eldest  son  be  a  koa? e  or 
nothing ;  he  cannot  live  upon  the  fool,  for  be  will 
have  no  land  to  maintain  him.  That  mortme  sits 
like  a  snaffle  upon  mine  inheritance,  and  makes 
me  chew  upon  iron.  My  tecond  soo  must  be  m 
promoter,  and  my  third  a  thief,  or  an  onder-pot- 
ter;  a  slave  pander.  Oh  beggary,  beggarv,  ta 
what  base  uses  dost  thou  put  a  man !  I  think  the 
devil  scorns  to  be  a  bawd ;  he  bears  himself  more 
proudly,  has  more  care  of  his  credit. — Base,  &!»• 
vish,  abject,  filthy  poverty  ! 

Wife.  Good  sir,  by  ail  our  vows  I  do  beseech 
you. 
Show  me  the  true  cause  of  your  discontent 

Hus.  Money,  money,  money ;  and  thoa  most 
supply  me. 

W^e.  Alas,  I  am^  least  cause  of  your  dia> 
content ; 
Yet  what  is  mine,  either  in  rinf^s  or  jewels. 
Use  to  your  own  desire ;  but  I  beseech  yon. 
As  you  are  a  gentleman  by  many  bloods, 
l*hough  I  myself  be  out  of  your  respect. 
Think  on  the  state  of  these  three  lovely  boys 
You  have  been  father  to. 

Hvs.  Pub!  bastards,  bastards,  bastards;'  be- 
got  in  tricks,  begot  in  tricks. 

Wife.  Heaven  knows  how  those  words  wrong 
me :  but  I  may 
Endure  these  griefs  among  a  thousand  more. 

0  call  to  mind  your  lands  already  mortgage, 
Yourself -wound  itdo  debts,  your  hopefiu  brother 
At  the  university  in  lionds  for  you, 

Like  to  be  seized  upon ;  and— - 

Hus.  Have  done,  thou  harlot, 
Whom,  though  for  fashion-sake  I  married, 

1  never  could  abide.    Think'st  thou,  thy  words 
Shall  Jiili  my  pleasures  ^  Fail  off  to  thy  friends; 


^  Enter  Wife.  It  is  observable,  that  the  poet  has  not  given  a  name  to  any  of  the  persons  exhibited  in 
this  piece,  extept  the  thr(*<*  servants. — Malone. 

Tbc  author  might  not  think  himielf  at  liberty  to  useHbe  real  names  belongitig  to  bis  cbaracten,  and  at 
the  same  time  was  of  opinion  that  fictitious  ones  would  appear  unsatisfactory,  as  the  true  were  nniver- 
sally  knonn,  either  from  the  ballad  spoken  of  by  Mr  Malone,  or  from  the  prose  narratives  published  sooa 
alter  these  notorious  muiders  were  committed.     See  note  thelast. — Stisbvehs. 

^  Puh  I  babtards.  bastards,  bastards  — Though  the  author  has  thought  It  necessary  to  deviate  fkmn 
bis  story  as  it  is  ktill  related  in  Yorkshire,  yet  here  be  seems  to  have  had  the  original  cause  of  this  anbap- 
p}  gentleman  s  lasbne^  in  his  mind.  Mr  talverly  is  represented  to  have  been  of  a  passionate  dispositioa* 
and  to  have  struck  one  of  bis  children  in  the  presence  of  his  wife,  who  pertly  told  hlra,  to  correct  ekilr 
drtn  oj  hi$  own,  when  he  coutd  produce  any.  On  this  single  provocatiun  he  is  said  to  have  imiyediately 
committed  all  the  bloody  focts  that  fombh  matter  for  the  tragedy  before  os.  He  died  possessed  dfa  lans^ 
estate: — Stsevsms. 
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Thou  and  thy  bastards  ht%;  I  will  not  bate 
A  whit  in  humour.  Midnight,  still  1  Iuto  you. 
And  revel  in  your  company  !  Curbed  in, 
Shall  it  be  said  in  all  societies 
That  I  broke  custom  ?  that  I  fla$;K*d  in  money  ? 
No.  those  tliy  jeweU  I  will  play  as  treely 
As  when  my  state  was  fullest. 

Wife,  Be  it  so. 

Hut.  Nay  I  protest,  (and  take  that  for  an  ear- 
nest) [Spurm  her, 
I  will  for  ever  hold  thee  in  contempt, 
And  never  touch  the  sheets  time  cover  thee. 
But  be  divorced  in  bed,  ciit  thou  consent 
Thy  dowry  shall  be  sold,  to  pve  new  life 
Unro  those  pleasures  which  I  most  affect 

Wtft  Sir,  do  but  turn  a  gentle  eye  on  me, 
And  what  the  law  shall  give  me  leave  to  do^ 
You  shall  commaud. 

Huh.  Look  it  he  done.    Shall  I  want  dust,  • 
And,  like  a  slave,  weur  nothm^^  in  my  pockets 

[Holdx  hit  handi  in  his  Fockelt. 
But  my  bare  hands,  to  fill  them  up  with  uaiis  ? 

0  iTiuch  against  mv  blood  !  Let  it  be  done ; 

1  was  never  made  to  be  a  looker  on, 

A  bawd  to  dice ;  f*il  shake  the  drabs  myself. 
And  makd  them  yield :  I  say,  look  it  be  done. 

Wife,  I  Uke  my  leave  :  it  shall.  [lir*/.'° 

Hum.  Speedily,  speedily. 
I  hate  the  very  hour  I  chose  a  wife : 
A  trouble,  trouble !  Three  children,  like  three  evils, 
HangOD  me.  Fie,  fie,  tie  !  Strumpet  and  bastards ! 

Enter  three  Gentlemen, 

Strumpet  and  bastards ! 

1  Gent,  Still  do  these  loathsome  thoughts  jar 
on  your  tongue  ? 
Yourself  to  stain  the  honour  of  your  wife. 
Nobly  descended  ?  Those  whom  men  call  mad. 
Endangers  others ;  but  he^  more  than  mad 
That  wounds  himself;  >vhose  own  words  cfo  pro- 
claim .    ' 
Scandals  unjust,  to  soil  his  better  narocj 
It  is  not  fit ;  I  pra^,  forsake  it. 

9  Gent,  Good  sir,  let  modesty  reprove  yoa. 
3  Gent.  I^t  honest  kindness  sway  so  much  with 

you.  • 
Hum.  Good  den ;  I  thank  you,  sir ;  how  do  you  ? 
Adieu ! 
I  am  glad  to  sec  you.    Farewell  instructions,  ad- 
monitions!  [Exeunt  Gentlemen, 

Enter  a  Servant, 

How  now,  sirrah  ?  What  would  you  ? 

Ser.  Only  to  certify  you,  sir,  that  my  mistii^s 
was  met  bv  the  way,  by  them  who  were  sent  for 
her  up  to  London  b^  her  honourable  uncle,  your 
worship's  late  guardian. 


Hus,  So,  sir,  then  she  is  gone ;  and  so  may  yoa 
be; 
But  let  her  look  the  thing  be  done  she  wots  of, 
Or  hell  will  stand  more  pleasant  than  her  house 
At  home.  [Exit  Servanf^ 

Enter  a  Gentleman, 

Gent.  Well  or  ill  met,  I  care  not. 

Hum,  No,  nor  L 

Gent.  I  am  come  with  confidence  to  chide  yoo. 

Hus,  Who?  me? 
Chide  me  ?  Do't  finely  then ;  let  it  not  piove  me : 
Fur  if  thou  chid*st  me  angry,  I  shall  strike. 

Gent*  Strike  thine  own  lollies,  for  'tis  they  de- 
serve 
To  be  well  beaten.  We  are  now  in  private ; 
There's  none  but  thou  and  I.   Thou  art  fond  and 

peevish ; 
An  unclean  rioter;  thy  lands  and  credit 
Lie  now  both  sick  of  a  consumption :  ^ 
1  am  sorry  lor  thee.  That  man  spends  with  shamc^ 
That  with  his  riches  doth  contume  his  name; 
And  such  art  thou. 

Hut.  Peace. 

Gent.  No,  thou  shalt  bear  me  further. 
Thy  father's  and  fore-fathers'  worthy  honours. 
Which  were  x>ur  country  monuments,  our  grac^ 
FolHes  in  thee  begin  now  to  deface. 
The  spring-time  of  thy  youth  did  fairly  promisp 
Such  a  most  fruitful  summer  to  thy  fnends, 
It  scarce  can  enter  into  men's  beliefs, 
Such  dearth  should  hang  upon  thee*  We  that  se# 

it, 
Ar^  sorry  to  believe  it.    In  thy  change, 
This  voice  into  all  places  will  be  hurl'd— 
Thou  and  the  devil  have  deceived  the  workL 

Hus.J'\\  not  endure  thee. 

Gent,  But  of  all  the  worst. 
Thy  virtuous  wife,  right  honourably  allied, 
Thou  hast  proclaim^  a  strumpet. 

Hut,  Nay,lhen,Iknowthee; 
Thou  art  her  champion,  thou;  lier  private  friend ; 
The  party  you  wot  on. 

Gent,  0  ignoble  thought ! 
I  am  past  my  patient  blood.  Shall  I  stand  idle^ 
And  see  my  .reputation  touched  to  death? 

Hut,  It  has  galled  you,  this;  has  it  ? 

Gent,  No,  monster ;  J  will  prove  / 

My  thoughts  did  only  tend  to  virtuous  love. 

Hut.  Love  of  her  virtues  ?  there  it  gq^ 

Gent,  Ba^e  spirit. 
To  lay  thy  hate  upon  the  fruitful  honour 
Of  thine, own  bed  ! 

[Theyjight,  and  the  Husband  it  hurt^ 

Hut,  Oh ! 

Gent,  Wilt  thou  yield  it  yet? 

Hut,  Sir,  sir,  I  have  not  done  with  yoO. 


'^  Exit, — Between  this  scene  and  the  peit,  the  lady  has  travelled  from  Calverly,  in  Yorkshire,  Uk 
Lonloii,  and  from  London  back  again  to  Calverly ;  in  all  about  three  hoiidred  and  ei^hty^iz  miles. 


490 


A  YORKSHIRE  TRAGEDY. 


[Anontmous. 


Ctnt,  I  hope,  nor  ncVr  shall  do. 

[Thi^Jifhi  again. 
Hut.  Have  joa  got  tricks  ?  Are  you  m  cunniog 

with  roe  ? 
Oen/.  Noy  plaio  and  right : 
^  He  needs  no  cunning  thai  for  truth  doth  iight 

[HusbandfalU  dotcn. 
Hut,  Hard  fortune !  am  I  levelled  with  the 

ground? 
Cent,  Now,  sir,  you  lie  at  mercy. 
Hut,  Ay,  you  slave. 

'  Gent  Alas,  that  hate  should  hrhig  us  to  our 
grave ! 
Too  see,  my  sword's  not  thirsbr  for  your  life : 
I  am  sorrier  for  your  wound  than  you  yourself. 
You're  of  a  virtuous  house ;  show  virtuous  deeds ; 
^i^  not  your  honour,  'tis  your  folly  bleeds. 
Much  good  has  been  expected  in  vour  life ; 
Cancel  not  all  men's  hopes :  you  iiave  a  wife. 
Kind  and  obedient ;  heap  not  wrongful  shame 
On  her  and  your  posterity ;  let  only  sin  be  sore^ 
And,  by  this  fall,  rise,  never  to  fall  more. 
And  so  I  leave  you.  [Esit, 

Hut,  Has  the  dog  left  me  then, 
After  his  tooth  has  left  roe?  O,  my  heart 
Would  fain  lenp  after  him !  Revenge,  I  say ; 
I'm  mad  to  be  revenged.  My  strumpet  wife, 
It  is  ^y  quarrel  that  rips  thus  my  flesh. 
And  makes  my  breast  spit  blood ; — but  tboii  ahalt 

bleed. 
Vanquished ?  got  down?  unable  even  to  speak ? 
Surely  tis  want  of  money  makes  men  weak : 
Ay, 'twas  that  o'ertBrew  me :  I'd  ne'er  been  down 
else.  [Exit. 

SCENE  UL^Anctker  Room  in  the  sowe. 
Enter  Wife  and  a  Servant,      . 

Ser.  'Faith,  mistress,  if  it  might  not  be  pre- 
sumption 
In  roe  to  tell  you  so,  for  his  excuse 
You  had  ApaaU  reason,  knowing  his  abuse. 

Wife.  Icrantlhad;  but  alas, 
Why  should  our  faults  at  home  be  spread  abroad  ? 
Tis  grief  enough  within  doors.    At  flrst  sight, 
Mine  uncle  could  run  o'er  his  prodigal  life      * 
As  perfectly,  as  if  his  serious  eye 
Had  numbered  all  his  follies : 
Knew  of  his  nftrtgaged  lands^his  friends  in  bonds, 
Himself  withered  with  debts ;  and  in  that  minute 
Had  I  added  his  usage  and  unkiiulness, 
^wofild  have  ppnluunded  every  thought  of  good : 
/  Wliere  now,  fathering  his  riots  on  his  youth, 
^Whiph  time  and  t&nne  ei^pericnce  will  shake  off,— 
Guessing  his  kindness  to  me,  (as  I  smoothed  him 
With  all  tlie  skill  I  had,  though  his  deserts 
Are  in  form  uglier  than  an  unshaped  l^r,) 
He's  ready  to  prefer  him  to  some  office 
And  place  at  court;  a  good  and  sure  relief 
To  all  his  stooping  fortoaes.  Twill  be  a  means,  I 

hope. 
To  make  n^  Ipa^e  between  us,  and  redeem 
His  virtues  with  his  lands. 

Ser.  1  should  think  so,  mistress.    If  be  should 


not  now  be  kind  to  you,  and  love  voo,  and  die- 

rish  you  up,  I  should  think  the  devil  himself  kept 

open  house  in  him. 

Wife.  I  doubt  not  but  he  will    Now  pr^ythee 

leave  me;  I  think  I  hear  him  coming. 

Ser.  1  am  gone.  [£rif • 

Wife,  By  this  good  meant!  shall  preserve  my 
lands, 

And  free  my  husband  out  of  usureraf  hands. 

Kow  there's  no  need  of  sale ;  my  ancle's  kind : 

I  hope,  if  aught,  this  will  content  hb  mind. — 

Here  comes  my  husband. 

Enter  Hutband. 

Hut.  Now,  are  you  come?  Where'a  the  mo- 
ney ?  Let's  see  the  money.  Is  the  rubbish  sold  f 
those  wise-acres,  your  lands? — Why  when?  The 
money?  Where  is  it?  Pour  it  down;  down  witii  ^ 
it,  down  with  it:  I  say  pour^t  on  the  ground; 
let's  see  it,  let's  see  it. 

Wife.  Good  sir,  keep  but  in  patience,  anil  I 
hope  my  words  shall  like  you  well.  I  bring  joa 
better  comfort  than  the  sale  of  my  dowry. 

Htci.  Ha!  what's  that? 

Wife.  Pray  do  not  fright  roe,  sir,  but  voncfa- 
safe  me  hearing.  My  uncle,  glad  of  your  kindness 
to  me  and  mild  usage,  (for  so  I  roside  it  to  him,) 
hath,  in  pity  of  your  declining  fortunes,  provided- 
a  pJace  tor  you  at  court,  of  worth  and  credit ; 
which  so  much  overjoyed  roe— 

Hut.  Out  on  thes,  filth  !  over  and  overjoyed, 
when  I  am  in  torment  ?  [Sjpttrm  ker.]  Thou  po- 
litic whore,  subtiler  than  msfi  devils,  was  this  thy 
journey  to  nunck  ?  to  set  down  the  history  of  me, 
of  my  state  and  fortunes?  Shall  I,  that  dedicated 
myself  to  pleasure,  be  now  confined  in  service  ? 
to  crouch  and  stand  like  an  old  man  ithe  hams, 
my  hat  off?  I  that  could  never  abide  to  uncuver 
iby  head  i'die  church?  Base  slut !  this  fruit  bear 
thy  complaints. 

Wife  0|  heaven  knows 
That  my  complaints  were  praises,  and  best  words 
Of  you  and  yoqr  estate.  Only,  my  friends 
Knew  of  your  mortgaged  landS|  i^nd  were  po^* 

sested  • 

Of  every  accident  before  I  came. 
If  you  suspect  it  but  a  plot  in  me 
To  keep  my  dowry,  or  for  mine  own  good. 
Or  my  poor  children's,  (though  it  suiu  a  luother 
To  show  a  natural  care  in  their  reliefs,) 
Yet  ril  forget  myself  to  calm  your  blood : 
Consume  it,  as  your  pleasure  counsels  you. 
And  all  I  wish  even  clemency  affords ; 
Give  me  but  pleasant  looks,  and  modest  #ords. 
Hiu.  Money,  whore,  money,  or  I'll — 

[Dr^mt  a  Dagger. 

Enter  a  Servant,  hattily. 

What  the  devil !  How  now!  -thy  hasty  news? 

Ser,  May  it  please  you,  sir— 

Hut.  What !  may  t  not  k>ok  upon  my  daggtr  ? 
Speak,  villain,  or  I  will  execute  the  point  on  tl^e^ : 
Quick,  short. 
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Ser.  Why,  sir,  ayntleman  from  Um  onWtnky 
stavb  txiiow  to  sp^mk  with  jovu  [EsU, 

Hus.  From  the  univerntj?  90;  umYcnity^*- 
that  long  word  ruD»  through  mc  [txii. 

Wife,  Was  ever  wife  so  wretchedly  beset  ? 
Had  not  .this  news  stepped  in  between^  the  point 
Hud  offered  violence  uuto  my  breast. 
That  which  some  wopien  call  great  miserTy 
Would  show  but  little  here;  woald  scarce  be  seen 
Among  my  miseries.    J  mav  compare 
For  wretched  fortunes,  with  all  wif  et  that  are. 
Nothing  will  please  him,  until  all  be  nothing 
He  calls  it  slarery,  to  be  preferred ; 
A  place  of  credit,  a  base  servitude. 
What  shall  become  of  me,  and  my  poor  children, 
Two  here,'  and  one  at  nurse  ?  my  pretty  beggars ! 
I  see  bow  ^in,  with  a  palsied  band, 
Begins  to  shake  this  ancient  seat  to  dost: 
The  heavy  weight  of  sorrow  draws  my  lids 
Over  mj  dankish  eyes :  I  can  scarce  see ; 
Thus  grief  will  last;— it  wakes  and  sleeps  with 
me.  f£nV. 

SCENE  IV.'-' Another  ApartmtU  in  the  tam^ 
Enter  Htabandy  and  the  Mmeter  of  a  C^lege. 

Bas.  Please  yon  draw  near,  sir;  you're  ex- 
ceeding wekxime. 

Moit.  Thars  my  doobt;  I  fear  I  epme  not  to 
W  welcome. 

JETat.  Yes,  howsoever. 

Moit.  'Tis  not  my  fashion,  sir,  to  dwell  in  long 
^rcomstance,  but  to  be  plain  ^nd  efiectual ; 
therefore  to  the  porpose.  The  cause  of  my  set- 
ting forth  was  piteous  and  lamentable.  That 
hopeful  young  gentleman,  your  brother,  whose 
▼trtnes  we  all  love  dearly,  through  your  default 
and  unnatural  negligence  lies*  in  bond  executed 
for  your  debt^ — a  prisoner;  all  his  studies  ama- 
xed,  his  hope  struck  dead,  and  the  pride  of  his 
youth  muffled  in  these  dark  clouds  of  oppression. 

Hu$.  Umph,  umph,  umph  I 

Moit,  O  you  have  killed  the  towardest  hope  of 
all  our  university :  where^re,  without  repentance 
and  amends,  expect  ponderous  and  sudden  judge- 
ments to  fall  gnevously  u|)on  you.  Your  brother, 
a  man  who  profited  in  his  divine  employments, 
and  might  have  made  ten  thousand  souls  fit  for 
heaven,  u  now,  by  your  cai*eless  courses,  cast  into 
prison,  which  you  must  answer  for;  and  assure 
▼our  spirit  it  wdl  come  boose  at  length. 

Hui.  O  God  !  oh  ! 

Matt.  Wise  men  think  ill  of  j^ou ;  others  speak 
ill  of  you ;  no  man  loves  you ;  nay,  even  those 
whom  honesty  condemns,  condemn  you :  And 
take  this  from  the  virtuous  afifiection  I  bear  ^our 
brother;  never  look  for  prosperous  hour,  good 
thoughts,  quiet  sleep,  contented  walks,  nor  any 
thing  that  makes  man  perfect,  till  you  redeem 
him.  What  is  your  answer  ?  How  will  you  bestow 
him  ?  Upon  desperate  misery,  or  better  hopes  ?— 
I  suffer  till  I  hear  your  answer. 

Hue,  Sir,  you  have  much  wrpught  with  me ;  I 


feel  yon  in  my  soul  t  you  ait  your  an^s  ma!iter.  I 
never  had  sense  till  now ;  your  syllables  have  cleft 
me.   Both  for  your  words  and  pains  I  thank  too.  ' 
I  cannot  but  acknowledge  grievous  wrongs  done 
to  my  brother;  mishty,  mighty,  mighty,  m^ty^ 
wroogpK— Within,  there. 

Enter  Servant, 

Hat.  Fill  me  a  bowl  of  wine.  [Exit  Servani^ 
Alas,  poor  brother,  bruised  with  an  execution  for 
my  sake  I 

Jfos^.  A  bmisa  indeed  makes  many  a  mortal  -^ 
sore,  * 

Till  the  grave  ciire  them. 

Ee-enter  Servant  with  Wine. 

Huu  Sir,  I  be^n  to  you ;  youVe  chid  yonr 
welcome. 

Mast.  I  could  have  wished  it  better  for  your 
sake.  I  pledge  you,  sir :— -To  the  kind  man  in 
prison. 

^vi.  Let  it  be  so.  Now,  nr,  if  you  olease  to 
spend  but  a  few  minutes  in  a  walk'  about  my 
grounds  below,  my  man  here  shall  attend  you.  £ 
doubt  not  but  l^  that  time  to  be  furnished  of  a 
sufficient  answer,  and  therein  my  brother  fully  aa- 
tisfied. 

Ifos^.  Good  sir,  m  that  the  angels  would  ba 
pleased. 
And  the  world's  murmurs  cahned ;  and  I  should 

snv, 
I  set  forth  then  upon  a  lucky  day.* 

[Exeunt  Master  and  Servant. 

Hut,  10  thou  confused  man !  Thy  pleasant  sins  | 
have  undone  thee;  thy  damnation  has  beggared  '^ 
thee.    That  heaven  should  say  we  must  not  sin, 
and  yet  made  women !  give  our  senses  way  tp  ' 
find  pleasure,  which,  being  found,  confounds  us!  . 
Why  should  we  know  those  things  so  much  mis-  ;, 
use  us  ?  O,  would  virtue  had  been  forbidden !  We  j 
should  then  have  proved  all  virtuous;  for  'tis  oar  ' 
blood  to  love  what  we  are  forbidden.    Had  not 
drunkenness  been  forbidden,  what  man  would 
have  bfen  fool  to  a  beast,  and  zany  to  a  swine,— 
to  show  tricks  in  the  mire  ?  What  is  there  in 
three  dice,  to  make  a  man  draw  thrice  three 
thousand  acres  into  the  compass  of  a  little  round 
table,  and,  with  the  gentleman's  pal^in  the  liand, 
shake  out  his  posterity  thieves  of  beggars  ?  Tis  ^ 
done ;  I  have  don't  i'faith :  terrible,  horrible  mi* 
sery  !-^How  well  was  I  left !  Very  well,  very 
well.  My  lands  showed  like  a  full  moon  about  me ; 
but  now  the  moon's  in  the  last  ouarter— waning, 
waning;  and  I  am  mad  to  tliink  that  moon  was 
mine ;  mine  and  my  father's,  and  my  lore-fathers'; 
generations,  generations. — Down  goes  the  house 
of  us ;  down,  down  it  sink^   Now  is  the  name  a 
beggar;  begs  in  me.  Tliat  name,  which  hundreds 
of  years  has  made  this  shire  famous,  in  me  and 
my  posterity,  runs  out  In  my  seed  five  are  made 
miserable  besides  myself^   my  riot  is  now  my 
brother's  gaoler,  my  wife*s  sighing,  my  three  boy^^ 
penury,  and  mine  own  confusion.       ;  - 
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Wliy  sit  my  hairs  upon  my  cursed  bead  ? 

[Tears  hit  hair. 
Will  not  this  poison  scatter  them  r "  O,  my  bro- 
ther's 
In  execution  among  devils  that 
Stretch  him  and  make  him  give ;  **  and  T  in  want, 
Not  able  for  to  live,  nor  to  redeem  him ! 
Divines  and  dying  men  may  talk  of  hell, 
But  in  my  heart  1^  several  torments  dwell ;  '^ 
Slavery  and  roiseiy.    Wbo,  in  this  case, 
Would  not  take  up  money  upon  his  soul  ? 
Pawn  his  salvation,  live  at  interest  ? 
I,  that  did  ever  in  abundance  dwell. 
For  me  to  want,  exceeds  the  throes  of  hell*^ 

Enter  a  little  Boy,  with  a  Top  and  a  Scourge. 

Son,  What  ail  you,  father  ?  Are  you  not  well  ? 
I  cannot  scourge  my  top  as  long  as  you  stand  so. 
You  take  up  all  the  room  with  your  wide  le^s.— 
Pub!  you  cannot  make  me  amud  with  this;  I 
lear  no  vizards,  nor  bugbears.  '^ 

[He  takes  up  the  Child  by  the  skirts  of 
his  long  Coat  with  one  hand,  and 
draws  his  Dagger  with  the  other. 
Hus,  Up,  sir,  for  here  thou  hast  no  inheritance 
•       left'* 

Son,  O,  what  will  you  do,  father?  I  am  your 
'%hite  boy. 

Hus.  Thou  shalt  be  my  red  boy ;  take  that. 

[Strikes  him. 
Son.  O,  you  hurt  me,  father. 
Hus.  My  eldest  beggar. 
Thou  shalt  not  live  to  ask  an  usurer  bread ; 
To  cry  at  a  great  man*s  gate;  or  follow, 


Good  your  honour^  by  a  coach;  no,  nor  your  bro- 
ther : 
Tis  dianty  to  brain  you. 

Son.  How  shall  I  learn,  noir  my  head's  broke? 
Hus.  Bleed,  bleed,  [Stabs  him. 

Rather  than  beg.    Be  not  thy  name*s  disgrace : 
Spurn  thou  thy  fortunes  fir^ ;  if  they  be  base, 
Come,  view  thv  second  brother's.'   Fates  !    my 

children  s  blood  ^^ 

Shall  spin  into  your  fat^e^ ;  yon  shall  see. 
How  con6dently  we  scorn  beggnry ! 

Exit  with  his  Sam. 

SCENE  v.— J  Maid  discovered  with  a  Child 
in  her  arms ;  the  Mother  on  a  Couch  by  ker, 
asleep. 

Maid.  Sleep,  sweet  babe;  sorrow  makes  thy 

mother  sleep : 
It  bodes  small  good  when  heaviness  falls  so  dcepi 
bush,  pretty  lx}y;  thy  hopes  might  have  been 

better. 
Tis  lost  at  dice,  what. ancient  honour  won :  ^ 
Hard,  when  the  father  plays  away  the  son  ! 
Nothing  but  Misery  serves  in  this  bouse  ;^'f 
Ruin  and  desolation.    Oh !  ^  ^ 

Enter  Husband,  with  his  Son,  bleeding. 

Hus.  Whore,  give  me  that  boy. 

[Strives  with  her  for  the  Child. 

Maid.  O  help,  help !  Out  alas !  murder,  mur- 
der! 

Hus.  Are  you  gossiping  yoii  prating,  stardjr 
quean r 


"  fFhy  iit  my  hairs  upon  mtf  cursed  head  9 

Witt  not  this  poison  scatter  thrm  ? — Alluding  to  the  effects  of  some  kinds  of 
So  in  Leicester's  Commonwealth  :  *'  yet  was  he  like  to  have  lost  his  life,  bat  escaped  in  the  end 
{being  yong)  with  the  toue  onely  of  his  haire"  The  author  is  here  s^teaking  of  a  page  who  had  tasted  a 
potioo  prepared  by  Leicester  for  the  earl  of  £s8ez.— Mtbbvbns. 

'^  jindmakehim  give.'^Leatber  when  stretched  is  said  to  ftoe.— Maloho. 

'^  Divines  and  dying  men  may  talk  ofhell^ 
But  in  my  heart  her  several  torments  dwell. — Thos  in  Rowe*s  Tamerlane : 

^  " —  the  restless  damned 

^  "  (If  nutfties  lye  not)  wander  thus  in  hell.**— Stebvbn 8. 

'^  /,  that  did  ener  in  abundance  dteell^ 

For  me  to  want  exceeds  the  throes  ofhelL^The  same  aggravatioa  of  the  BiB^> 
lies  occasioned  by  unexpected  poverty,  is  introduced  in  JTimont 

•*  But  myself,  ^ 

*^  That  had  the  world  as  my  confecttonary— -* 
*<  I  to  bear  this 
.  **  That  never  knew  bat  better,  b  some  sufferance.**—- Stbbtbhs* 

''  I  fear  no  visardn  nor  bugbears. — This  is  a  natural  circumstaace.  The  child  mistakes  the  distortloot 
of  teal  passion,  for  grimaces  exhibited  only  with  a  sportive  iatention  to  fright  him. — 8teb>  bns. 

'^  Up,«jr,  for  here  lAimAvyf  NO  inAeH<aiicr2e/t.— He  means,  1  believe,  that  hb  child  having  notbiog 
lefl  on  earth,  be  will  send  him  to  heaven.— Ma  low B 

'7  Nothing  but  SAhe  y  se.ves  in  this  hom  .-^In  K.  Henry  VIIL  we  have  a  similar  penonification : 

♦•  And  Danger  serves  among  them."— Stbbv BNS. 
J3 
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VU  break  ^oor  clamour  with  your  neck.    Down 

stairs; 
l^mble,  tumble,  headloog.    So : — 

IHe  throws  her  down,  and  stabs  the 
Chiid. 
The  surest  way  to  charm  a  woman's  tongue/* 
la— break  her  neck :  a  politician  did  it*^ 
Son.  Mother^  mother;  I  am  killed,  mother ! 

[  Wife  awakes. 
Wife,  Ha,  who's  that  cried ?^0  me!  my  chil- 
dren ! 
Both,  both,  bloody,  bloody ! 

[Catches  up  the  youngest  ChiUl. 
Hus.  Strumpet,  let  go  the  boy ;  let  go  the  beg- 
gar. 
Wife,  O  my  sweet  husband  ! 
Wus,  Filth,  harlot 

Wife.  O,  what  will  you  do,  dear  husband  ? 
Hus.  Give  me  the  bastard. 
Wife.  Your  own  sweet  boy — 
Hus.  There  are  too  many  beggars. 
W^e.  Good  my  husband — 
HUs.  Dost  thou  prevent  me  still  ? 


Wife.  OGod\ 

Hus.  Have  at  his  heart. 

[Stabs  at  the  Child  in  her  atms. 
Wife,  O,  my  dear  boy  ! 
Hus,  Brat,  thou  shalt  not  live  to  shame  thy 

house — 
Wife.  Oh  heaven ! 

[She  is  hurtf  and  sinks  down. 
Hus.  And  perish  T — Now  be  gone : 
There's  whores  enough,  and  want  would  make 
thee  one. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Ser.  O  sir,  what  deeds  are  these  ? 
Hus.  Base  slave,  my  vassal ! 
Com*st  thou  between  my  fury  to  question  roe  ? 
Ser.  Were  you  the  devil,  I  would  hold  you,  sir. 
Hus.  Hold  me?  Presumption!  Til  undo  thee 

for  it. 
Ser.  'Sblood,  you  have  undone  us  all,  sir, 
Hus.  Tug  at  diy  master? 
Ser.  Tug  at  a  monster. 


"  To  charm  a  woman's  tongue. — To  silence  her. — Malon  r. 

'^  Break  her  neck :  m  pottti^an  did  it. — The  satire  in  Ibis  pa»age  Is  undoubtedly  personal.  ■  The  poU-' 
Ucian  alluded  to  was  queen  Elizabeth  s  favourite,  the  earl  of  Leicester,  the  death  of  whose  first  wife  Is 
thus  described  in  the  celebrated  }ibel  entitled  his  CommonweaUh.  This  work  is  attributed  to  Parsons  the 
Jesuit,  though  sir  William  Cecil,  lord  Burleigh,  is  sospected  of  having  furnished  his  materials.  It  was 
lAnt  printed  abroad  in  the  year  1584,  and  was  circulated  with  malicious  industry  by  means  of  multiplied 
editions,  throughout  our  kingdom,  and  through  others  by  repeated  translations  into  various  language* 

*<  The  death  of  Leicester's  first  lady  and  wife.*' 

*'  For  first  bis  lordship  bath  a  speciall  fortune,  that  when  he  desireth  any  woman*s  favour,  then  what 
person  so  ever  standeth  in  his  way,  hath  the  luck  to  dye  quickly  for  the  finishing  of  his  desire.    As  for  f\  j 
example,  when  his  lordship  was  in  f^ll  hope  to  marry  her  m^esty,  and  his  owne  wife  stood  in  hb  light, 
as  be  supposed  t  he  did  but  send  her  aside  to  the  house  of  his  servant  Forster  of  Cumner  by  Oxford,  . 
where  shortly  after  she  had  the  chance  to  fall  from  a  poire  ofstaires^  and  so  to  breake  her  neck,  but  yet  '«. 
without  hurting  of  hjcr  hood  that  stood  upon  her  head.    But  sir  Richard  Vamey,  who  by  commandment 
remained  with  her  that  day  alone,  with  one  man  onely,  and  had  sent  away  perforce  all  her  servants  from 
her  to  a  market  two  miles  o^,  he  (I  say)  with  hb  man,  can  tell  how  she  died,  which  man  being  taken  af- 
terward for  a  felony  In  the  marches  of  Wales,  and  offering  to  publish  the  manner  of  the  said  murder,  was 
made  away  privily  in  the  prison  :  and  sir  Richard  himself  dying  about  the  same  time  in  London,  cried 
pitiottsly  and  blasphemed  God,  and  said  to  a  gentleman  of  worship  of  mine  acquaintance,  not  long  be- 
fore bb  death,  that  all  the  devils  in  hell  did  teare  him  in  pieces.    The  wife  abo  of  Bald  Butler,  kinsman 
to  my  lord,  gave  out  the  whole  fact  a  little  before  her  death.    But  to  return  unto  my  piMDose,  this  was 
my  lord's  good  fortune  to  have  his  wife  dye,  at  that  time  when  it  was  like  to  tame  most  ^his  profit.*' 

When  thb  book  was  republbbed  for  reasons  of  policy,  in  1641,  a  metrical  monologue,  called  Leicester's 
Ohostf  was  appended  to  it,  and  there  likewise  the  same  fact  b  recorded.  The  following  quotation  b 
from  a  more  perfect  and  ample  MS.  copy  of  the  same  poem. 

*'  My  first  wife  she  fell  downe  a  paire  ofstaires 
*'  ^nd  brake  her  necke,  and  so  at  Gonmore  dyed, 
'<  Whilst  her  true  servants  led  with  small  aflHires, 
"  t[nto  a  fayre  at  Abbingdon  did  ride ; 
<*  Thb  dbmall  happ  did  to  my  wife  betyde ; 

'*  Whether  ye  call  yt  chance  or  destinie, 

*'  Too  true  y  t  b,  she  did  untimely  dye." 

Lest  It  should  be  otgected  to  the  probability  of  Shakespeare*s  havhig  written  the  Yorkshire  Tragedy, 
f baf  be  would  not,  on  account  of  hb  intinuicy  with  the  friend  of  Essex,  havf?  treated  the  memory  of 
Leicester  with  so  much  freedom,  let  me  add,  that  the  former  wi|s  executed  ip  1600,  and  our  author  was 
therefore  left  at  full  liberty  to  adopt  the  common  seotUnents  relative  to  thb  great  but  profligate  states- 
man. 

VOL.  I.  3  I  • 
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Hut.  Have  I  no  power  ?  Shall  my  slave  fetter 

roe? 
Ser,  Nny  then  the  devil  wrestles ;  I  am  thrown. 
Hu$.  O  villain !  now  Til  tug  thee,  now  I'll  tear 
thee ; 
Set  quid  spurs  to  my  vassal  ;^°  bruise  him,  tram- 
ple him. 
80;  I  think  thou  wile  not  follow  me  in  baste. 
My  horse  stands  ready  saddled.    Away,  away ; 
Now  to  my  brat  at  niirse,  my  sacking  beggar : 
Fates !  I'll  not  leave  you  one  to  trample  on. 

[Exit, 

SCENE  VI.— Cottrr  before  the  House. 

Enter  Husband;  to  htm  the  Master  of  the  Coir 
lege. 

Mast.  How  is  it  with  you,  sir? 
Methinks  von  look  of  a  distracted  colour. 

Has.  Who,  I,  sir?  Tis  but  your  fancy. 
Please  you  walk  in,  sir,  and  111  soon  resolve  you : 
I  want  ope, small  part  to  make  up  the  sum, 
And  then  my  brother  shall  rest  satisfied. 

Mast.  1  shall  be  glad  to  see  it :  Sir,  Til  attend 

^       you.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  VII.— J  Room  in  thlt  House. 
The  Wift^  Servanty  and  Children,  discovered. 

Ser,  Oh,  I  am  scarce  able  to  heave  up*  myself, 
He  has  so  bruised  me  with  his  devilish  weight. 
And  torn  my  flesh  with  his  blood-hasty  spur: 
A  man  before  of  easy  constitution. 
Till  now  hell  power  supplied,  to  his  soul's  wrong : 
O  how  damnation  can  make  weak  men  strong  ! 

^nter  the  Master  of  the  College,  and  tvoo  Ser^ 
vanis. 

Sen  O  the  most  piteous  deed,  ur,  since  you 

came! 
Mast.  A  deadly  greeting !  Hath  be  summ'd  up 
these. 
To  satisfy  his  brother?  Here's  another; 
And  by  the  bleeding  infants,  thje  dead  mother. 


Afojf.SuifeoM!  8orgee»»!  •heiwxivewUfes^ 
One  of  his  men  all  fa'mt  and  bloodied ! 

1  Ser.  Follow;  our BorderonsiiMSterkM took 
borse, 
To  kill  his  child  at  nurse.    O,  follow  quickly. 

Mast.  I  am  the  neodiest ;  it  shall  be  ny  ohaiga 
To  raise  the  town  upon  him.** 

1  Ser.  Good  sir,  do  follow  him. 

[Exeunt  Master,  and  twoSer^emtM. 

W^/e.  O  my  children! 

1  Ser.  How  is  it  with  my  most  afflicted  ana* 
tress? 

Wife,  Why  do  I  now  recover?  Why  lialf  liirc, 
To  see  my  children  bleed  before  mine  eyes? 
A  sight  able  to  kill  a  mother's  breast,  wubouC 
An  executioner,— What,  art  tboo  maAgM  too  ? 

1  Ser.  I,  thmking  to  prevent  what  his  ^ck 
mtsehieia 
Had  so  soon  acted,  came  and  rosbed  upon  liiin. 
We  struggled;  but  a  fouler  strength  than  bis 
Overthrew  me  with  bis  arms;^  tbea  did  he  bruise 

me, 
And  rent  my  flesh,  and  robb'd  hm  of  my  hnr; 
Like  a  man. mad  in  execution,*' 
Made  me  unfit  to  rise  and  follow  bim. 

Wife.  What  is  it  has  bepUed  him  of  all  graos^ 
And  stole  away  humanity  from  his  breast  ?        >^ 
To  slay  his  children,  purpose  to  kill  his  wtfie^ 
And  spoil  his  servants-* 

Enttr  a  Servwt, 

SerV'  Please  you  to  leave  this  most  accursed 
place: 
A  surgeon  waits  within. 

W^e,  Willing  to  leave  it  ? 
Tis  guilty  of  sweet  blood,  innocent  blood : 
Murder  has  took  this  chamber  with  full  haada^ 
And  will  ne'er  out  as  long  as  the  house  ^anda. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  VUL^A  Highroad. 

Enter  Husband.    He/aUs. 

Hus,  O  stombiaog  jade  !  The  tpaviD  ov«rt«ke 
thee! 


«o now  rU  tear  thsef 

Set  quick  span  to  mjf  vassal,  &c.  So  afterwards  ^  Servant  says, 

— —  torn  n>y  flesh  with  his  hloo^-hasty  spur. 

To  render  this  intelligible,  it  shonM  be  oaderstood,  that  the  ancient  spars  had  rowds  whose  pouits  woe 
more  than  an  inch  long,  with  keen  broad  edges  like  daggers. — Psacv. 

^'  To  foiM  the  town  upon-  Atm.— I  he  town  of  Calf erly,  as  I  am  informed.  Is  about  a  mile  from  the 
spot  where  these  murden  were  committed. — Steevens. 

^^  OV/Arew  me  with  his  arms    i.  e.  employed  his  arms  as  Its  tuBtiament,  oragat.-*9tBSTMri. 

**  IJkt  a  man  mad  in  eMCMllon.—Tbe  servant  mesaas  to  compare  his  amster  ekber  to  a  pefsei  whISf 
rage  kindles  hi  the  progress  of  Its  gratification  $  or  to  a  nadnma  hosled  In  Am  eonmiMaii  offraiiir  bir- 
|nirlty*-*6T]5EirBiis. 
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The  fifbf  diiewas  ttop  tfaee !  *♦ 
OK  I  MB  sorely  braised!  Plague  foander  thee ! 
Thoa  rno'8(  at  ease  aiid  pleasure.  Heart  of  chance ! 
To  throw  me  now,  wkhin  a  flight  o*  the  town^ 
Iq  sach  plain  even  ground  loo !  'Sfoot,  a  man 
Ma?  dice  upon  it,  and  thnm  avn^  the  meadows. 
Filthy  beast ! 

[dnf  within.]  Follow,  follow,  follow. 

Mm,  Hfti  1  hear  sounds  ef  men,  like  hue  and 
cry. 
Up»  up,  and  struggle  to  thy  horse ;  make  on ; 
Diepotch  that  Kttto  bcf(gar,and  nil's  done^ 

rCrjfisi^Aiit.]  Here,  here;  this  way,  thie way. 

ami.  At  my  back?  Oh, 
What  fate  have  I !  my  Hoibs  deny  me  go. 
My  wiU  is 'bated;  be^ary  claims  a  part. 

0  could  I  here  reach  to  the  infant's  heart? 

Enter  the  Master  of  the  CoUege,  three  GentUr 
fliew,  wui  Attendants^  with  halberds. 

AIL  Here, here;  yonder, yonder. 
Jfaf^  Uanatnrai,  flinty,  more  than  barbarous ! 
^  The  Scythians,  even  the  marble- hearted  Fates, 
Could  not  hare  acted  mote  remorseless  deed% 
In  their  relentless  natures,  than  these  of  thine. 
Was  this  the  answer  I  \od^  waited  on  ? 
The  satisfaction  for  thy  prisoned  brother? 

Hue.  Why,  he  can  have  no  moreof  us  than  our 
skins, 
Jknd  some  of  them  want  but  fleaing. 

1  Gent.  Great  sins  hare  made  him  impudent 
JUIsi^.  He  has  shed  so  much  blood,  that  he  can- 
not blush. 
S  Gent.  Away  with  him ;  bear  him  to  the  jus- 
tice's. 
A  gentleman  of  worship  dwelb  at  hand  9 
There  shall  his  deeds  be  blazed. 

Has.  Why  all  the  better. 
My  glory  'tis  to  b«re  ray  action  known  i 

1  grieve  for  nothings  but  I  roiss'd  of  one. 

Mast.  There's  little  of  a  father  in  that  grief : 
Bear  him  away.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IX.— ^  Room  in  the  Houu  of  a  Magi- 
strate, 
Enter  a  Knight  and  three  Gentlemen* 

Knight*  Endangered  so  his  wife  ?  murdered  bis 
children  ? 


1  Ctent,  5V>  the  cry  goes. 

Knight.  I  am  sorry  I  e'er  knew  him ; 
That  ever  he  took  life  and  natural  being  ^ 
From  such  an  honoured  stock,  and  fair  descent. 
Till  this  black*  minute  without  staiu  or  blemish.^^ 

1  Gtnt^  Here  oome  the  i 


Enter  Master  of  the  College,  S^c.  with  the  PrL  - 
saner. 

Knight.  The  serpent  of  his  house  '  I  am  sorry 
For  this  time,  that  I  am  iu  place  of  justice. 
Mast,  Please  you,  sir— 
Knight.  Do  not  repeat  it  twide;  I  kn6w  teo 
much: 
Would  it  had  ne  er  been  thought  on  !  Sn*,  I  bleed 
For  you. 

1  Gent,  Your  father^s  sorrows  are  alire  m  me. 
What  made  you  show  such  monstrous  cruelty  ? 

JJttSk  In  a  word,  sir,  I  hate  consumed  all, 
played  away  long-acre ;  and  I  thought  it  tlie  cha- 
ritahlest  deed  I  could  do,  to  cozen  beggary,  and 
knock  my  bouse  o^  the  head. 

Knight,  0,in  a  cooler  blood  you  will  repent  it. 
Bits.  I  repent  now  that  one  is  left  unkilleH  ; 
My  brat  at  nurse.  I  would  full  fain  have  weaned 
him. 
Knight,  Well,  I  do  not  think,  but  in  to-mor- 
row's jod|ment. 
The  terror  wtll  sit  closer  to  your  soul. 
When  the  dread  thought  of  death  remembers 

you: 
To  further  which,  take  this  sad  rorce  from  me. 
Never  was  act  phiyed  more  unnaturally. 
Hus.  I  thank  you,  sir. 
Knight.  Go  lend  him  to  the  gaol : 
Where  justice  claims  all,  there  muse  pity  fadl. 
Hus.  Come,  oome ;  away  with  me. 

[Exeunt  Husband,  ifc. 
Mast.  Sir,  yoo  deserve  the  worship  of  your 
plaeet 
Would  all  did  so  f  In  you  the  law  is  grace. 
Knight.  It  is  my  wish' it  should  be  so.— Ruin* 
Otis  man ! 
The  desotatbtt  of  his  hbuse,  the  blot 
Upon  his  predecessor's  honoured  name ! 
That  man  is  nearest  shame^  that  is  past  shame.  ^ 

[Exeunt. 


^^  The  fifty  diseases  stop  thse  /— **  Had  be  as  many  dtseoMs  as  two  and  ifly  horses,**  occars,  I  think,  ia 
ibt  Taming  of  a  SArftD.~>MALONB. 

There  is  an  old  book,  entitled  the  Fifty  Diseases  of  a  Horse ;  by  Gerrase  Markkam.— Stbet  F.if  s. 

**  Till  this  black  minute  without  stain  or  blemish, — It  should  seem  from  hence,  that  the  worthy  magis- 
tratfe  was  the  only  person  in  the  neighbourhood  unacquainted  with  this  9»n(leman*B  coarse  of  life,  or 
that  be  thought  his  preceding  extravagance,  and  inhumanity  to  his  wife,  was  no  disgrace  to  his  femily. 
The  lkrthe(  I  proceed^  the  more  ant  I  convinced,  that  our  titde  drama  was  a  ^ece  of  hasty  patchwork. 
STfirvBifS. 

^  That  man  is  pearest  shame,  that  is  past  fA«fiie.— The  cfeniposftor  perhaps  eaugkt  thb  word  ft^m  the 
cod  of  (he  Ifaie.    The  author,  I  believe,  wrote : 

That  man  is  nearest  sitiy  that  is  past  shmne.— Micu>i»0r 
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SCENE  X.'^Brfore  Caherfy  Mali. 

Enter  Husband  guarded.  Master  of  the  College, 
Gentlemen,  and  AttendaiUs, 

Bus.  I  am  right  against  my  boose,— seat  of  my 
ancestors :  *' 
I  hear  my  wife's  alive,  but  much  endangered. 
Let  me  entreat  to  spealc  with  ber,  before 
The  prison  gripe  me. 

His  Wife  is  brought  in, 

Gent,  See,  here  she  comes  of  herself. 
Wife,  O  my  sweet  husband,  my  dear  distressed 
husband, 
Now  in  the  bands  of  unrelenting  laws. 
My  greatest  sorrow,  my  extremest  bleeding ; 
Now  my  soul  bleeds. 

Hus,  How  now  ?  Kind  to  me  ?  Did  I  not  wound 
thee? 
Left  thee  for  dead? 

Wife,  Tut,  far,   far  greater  wounds  did  my 
breast  feel ; 
"  Unkindness  strikes  a  deeper  wound  than  steel. 
You  have  been  still  unkind  to  me. 

Hus,  Taiih,  and  so  I  think  I  have ; 
I  did  my  murders  rou)(hlv  out  of  hand. 
Desperate  and  sudden ;  but  thou  hast  devised 
A  fine  way  now  to  kill  me :  thou  hast  given  mine 

eyes 
Seven  wounds  apiece.  Now  glides  the  Devil  from 

mei 
Departs  at  every  joint ;  heaves  op  my  nail». 
O  catch  him  torments,  that  were  ne'er  invented ! 
Bind  him  one  thousand  more,  you  blessed  angels, 
In  that  pit  bottomless !  Let  him  not  rise 
To  make  men  act  unnatural  tragedies; 
To  spread  into  a  father,  and  in  fury 
Make  hira  his  children's  executioner ; 
Murder  his  wife,  his  servants,  and  who  not ! — 
For  that  man's  dark,  where  heaven  is  quite  for- 
got. 
Wife.  O  my  repentant  husband  ! 
Hus.  O  my  dear  soul,  whom  I  too  much  have 
wronged;  . 


For  death  I  die,  and  for  tltti  have  I  longed. 

Wife,  Thou  shoold'st  not,  be  assured,  for  these 
faults  die, 
If  the  law  could  forgive  as  soon  as  I. 

iThe  two  Children  laid  ouL 

Hus,  What  sight  is  yonder? 

Wife.  Oy  our  two  bleeding  boys. 
Laid  forth  upon  the  threshold. 

Hus.  Here's  weight  enough  to  make  a  heart- 
string  crack. 
O  were  it  lawful  that  yoor  pretty  sools  ^ 
Might  look  from  heaven  into  your  father's  eyes. 
Then  should  you  see  the  penitent  glasses  nielt^ 
And  both  your  murders  shoot  upon  my  cheeks ! 
But  you  are  playing  in  the  angels'  lapa,  » 
And  will  not  look  on  me,  who,  void  of  grace, 
KiPed  ^ou  in  beggary. 

0  that  I  might  my  wishes  now  attain  ! 

1  should  then  wish  you  living  were  a^in, 
Though  I  did  beg  with  yoo,  which  thing  I  feared: 
O,  'twas  the  enemy  my  eyes  so  bleared  ! 

O,  would  you  could  pray  heaven  me  to  forgiye» 
That  will  unto  my  end  repentant  live ! 

Wife,  It  makes  me  even  forget  all  other  sor* 
rows. 
And  live  apart  with  this. 

Offi.  Come,  wil#yoo  go? 

Hus.  I'll  kiss  the  blood  I  spilt,  and  then  101  p>  : 
My  soul  is  bloodied,  well  may  my  lips  be  so. — 
Farewell,  dear  wife;  now  thou  amf  I  must  pact ; 
I  of  (by  wrongs  repent  roe  with  my  hearL 

Wife.  O  stay !  thou  shalt  not  go. 

Hus,  That's  but  in  vain ;  you  see  it  must  be  so. 
Farewell  ye  bloody  ashes  or  my  boys !  > 
My  punishments  are  their  eternal  joys. 
Let  every  father  look  into  my  deeds, 
And  then  their  heirs  may  prosper,  while  mine 
bleeds.       [Exeunt  Husband  and  Offieers^ 

Wife.  More  wretched  am  I  now  in  this  distress^ 
Than  former  sorrows  made  me. 

Mast.  O  kind  wife. 
Be  comforted ;  one  joy  is  yet  unmnrdered ; 
You  have  a  boy  at  nurse;  jour  joy's  in  him. 

Wife,  Dearer  (ban  all  is  my  poor  husband's 
life. 


^"^  I  am  right  against  my  house,  seat  of  my  ancestors : — I  am  told,  such  general  horror  was  inspired  by 
the  fact  on  which  this  play  is  founded,  that  the  mansion  of  Mr  Calverly  was  reliaqaished  by  all  his  rela- 
tions, and,  being  permitted  to  decay,  has  never  since  proved  the  residence  of  persons  of  fashion  or  estate, 
being  at  present  no  more  than  a  farm-house.  They  tay  also,  it  would  be  difficult  even  now  to  persuade 
some  of  the  common  people  in  the  neighbourhood,  but  that  the  unfortunate  master  of  Calverly  Hall  un- 
derwent the  fate  of  Regulus,  and  was  rolled  down  the  hill  before  his  own  seat,  enclosed  in  a  barrel  stuck 
with  nails.  Such  b  one  of  the  stories  current  among  the  yeomanry  of  the  clrcunyacent  villages ;  where 
it  is  likewise  added,  that  (he  place  of  Mr  Calverly's  interment  was  never  exactly  known,  several  coflbe, 
supposed  to  be  filled  with  sand,  having  been  deposited  in  various  parishes,  that  hb  remains  rol|(ht  elude 
the  pursuit  of  the  populace,  who  threatened  to  expose  them  to  public  infitmy  on  a  gibbet  They  were 
Jroagined  however,  at  lalt,  to  have  been  clandestinely  conveyed  into  the  family  vault  inC'alverly  churcb, 
where  the  bodies  of  his  children  lie ;  and  it  was  long  believed,  that  his  ghost  rode  every  night  with 
dreadful  cries  through  the  adjoining  woods,  to  the  terror  of  those  whose  business  compelled  them  to  tra- 
vel late  at  night,  or  earl^  in  the  morning. — I  have  related  all  thb  mixture  of  truth  and  fable,  only  to 
gain  an  opportunity  of  obsertiog,  that  no  murders  Mere  e>er  more  deeply  execrated,  or  bid  fairer  for  a 
lasting  remembrance. — Steevens^ 
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Heaven  give  iiij  body  strength,  which  is  yet  faint 
With  much  eipense  of  blood,  and  1  will  kneel, 
Sue  for  his  life,  number  up  all  mj  friends 
To  plead  for  pardon  for  my  dear  husband's  life. 
MoiL  Was  it  in  man  to  wound  so  kind  a  crea- 
.    ture  ? 


Ill  ever  praise  a  woman  for  thy  sake. 
I  must  return  with  grief;  my  answer^s  set; 
I  shall  bring  news  weighs  heavier  than. the  debt- 
Two  brothers,  one.  in  bond  lies  overthrown, 
This  on  a  deadlier.exeoutipn.        [Exeunt.  € 


'  Concerning  this  play  I  have  not  been  able  to  fiorm  any  dedded  opinion.'  The  arguments  pfO^ 
doced  by  Mr  Steevens  in  support  of  its  authenticity,  appear  to  me  to  have  considerable  weight.  If 
its  date  were  not  so  precisely  ascertained,  little  doubt  would  remain,  in  my  mind  at  least,  upon  the 
subject.  I  find  it,  however,  difficult  to  believe  that  Shakespeare  could  have  written  Macbethy  Kifig 
Lear,  and  the  Yorkshire  Tragedy,  at  nearly  the  same  period. — M alone. 

The  Yorkshire  Tragedy  hath  been  frequently  called  Shakspeare's  earliest  attempt  hi  the  drama ; 
but  most  certainly  it  was  not  written  by  our  poet  at  all.  The  fact  on  which  it  is  built,  was  perp^ 
trated  no  sooner  than  1605 ;  much  too  late  for  so  mean  a  performance  from  the  hand  of  Shakespeare. 
Farmer. 

Long  ago  was  it  observed  by  Dr  Johnson,  that  from  mere  inequality  in  works  of  imagination,  no- 
thing could  with  exactness  be  inferred ;  but  if  Dr  Farmer's  argument  be  allowed  to  operate  in  re- 
spect to  Shakespeare  on  this^  occasion,  may  it  not  be  employed  hereafler  with  equal  force  in  regard 
to  Dry  den  and  Rowe  ?  It  will  syely  tend  to  prove,  that  the  author  of  Don  Sebastian  did  not  finish 
his  dramatic  career  with  so  mean  a  performance  as  Love  Triumphant,  or  that  the  despicable  Biter 
^Hs  pi'oduced  earlier  than  all  the  other  plays  by  the  same  hand,  as  much  as  that  Shakespeare  was  not 
the  Writer  of  the  Yorkshire  Tragedy,  because  it  is  unworthy  of  his  ripened  genius  and  amended 
Judgment 

I  confess  I  have  always  regarded  this  little  drama  as  a  genuine  but  a  hasty  production  of  our  au- 
thor.** Though  he  was  seldom  vigilant  of  reputation  as  a  poet,  he  might  sometimes  have  been  at- 
tentive to  gain  as  a  manager.  Laying  hold,  therefore,  on  the  popular  narrative*^  of  this  **  bloody 
business,^  it  was  natural  enough  that  he  should  immediately  adapt  it  to  the  stage.  His  play,  indeed, 
has  all  the  marks  of  an  unpremeditated  composition.  As  fast  as  ideas  on  the  sobject  presented 
themselves,  whether  clothed  in  verse  or  prose,  they  seem  to  have  been  thrown  on  paper,  without 
the  slightest  regard  to  method  or  unifomflty  of  writing.  The  piece  was  probably  meant  for  repre- 
sentation no  longer  than  while  its  original  continued  fresh  in  the  memory  of  the  audience ;  and  we 
therefore  find  the  corruptions  in  it  are  few,  being  proportioned  to  the  shortness  of  its  run.  Other 
reasons,  however,  may  be  assigned  f6r  the  appearance  of  a  tragedy  compressed  wfthin  such  narrew 
limits.  Perhaps  it  was  contrived  as  a  prop  to  some  feeble,  or  as  a  supplement  to  some  scanty  per- 
formance;— was  produced  through  a  wish  to  join  with  three  particular  friends  in  the  entertainment 
*  of  a  sbgle  afternoon  ; — or  was  only  intended  as  a  sketch  which  the  author  would  at  leisure  have 
transplanted  on  a  more  extensive  canvas.  It  is  possible,  also,  that  it  was  manufkctured  oat  of  some 
loose  unconnected  scenes,  attempted  in  the  infancy  of  Shakespeare's  art,^°  being  meant  by  him  to 
have  comprehended  the  whole  circle  of  misfortunes  incident  to  an  unthinking  London  Prodigal ;  ^' 


<  ^*  It  was  oot  only  printed  as  Shakespeare's,  but  u  entered  with  his  namt  on  the  Stationers*  Books.  See 
also  the  coincidences  l>etween  bis  other  plays  and  this,  which,  considering  its  size,  exhibits  as  many  as 
Ivill  be  found  in  Pericles, 

^  On  the  12th  of  June  ]6()5,  the  following  entry  was  made  on  the  books  of  the  Stationers'  Company : 
•*  Twoo  uonatnrall  niarthcra,  the  one  practised  by  Mr  Coverly  a  Yorkshire  gent,  nppon  his  wife,  and 
happened  on  his  children  the  23d  of  April  1605.  The  other  practised  by  Mrs  Browne,  and  performed  by 
her  servant  upon  her  husband,  who  in  Lent  last  were  executed  at  Berry  in  Snffblke.** 
.  Again,  July  1605  :  «'  A  ballad  of  a  lamentable  murther  done  in  Yorkesbire  by  a  gent,  vppon  2  Of  his 
owne  children,  sore  wonndlng  his  wife  and  oursc." 

Again,  August  24, 1605  :  **  The  Arraignement  and  Condempnaclon  of  Mr  Calverly  at  Yorke  in  Au- 
gust 1605." 

3^  The  frequent  mixture  of  rhyme  with  blank  verse,  may  serve  to  strenff:then  this  supposition. 

3*  The  hero  of  the  Yorkshire  Tragedy  fint  enters  reflecting  on  the  fatal  throw  that  cost  him  the  small 
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and  «8  diis  iatmdmi  of  bis  w$»  difvlged  in  die  theatre  amaag  Ins  cmanAtt,  k  aiigltt  profe  tlK  r» 
son  whj  another  fiieca  with  the  tame  tille  iwas  afterwank  aseribad  to  hia.  Whe«  the  bcmvs  of  dw 
Yovkshire  catastrophe  arrived  m  Lonctoo,  bemi^  have  been  teiaptcd  to  aoaosMDodate  thb  bis  euff 
prolusioa»  as  well  as  haste  would  penait  (for  indeed  his  later  oorrectioas  oftca  nuKtate  against  Im 
grigiaal  plaas)  to  the  particalara  of  aaother  sioiy,  (as  Otmmf  has  sines  eonvccted  Bsares  into  the 

{ounger  Marius)  for  many  events  are  introduced  into  our  tragedy  which  form  no  part  of  the  tale,  st 
received  it  from  a  person  who  hwd  it  frequently  related  in  the  paiish  where  the  hero  of  it  lived. 
Hence  the  incongruity  of  the  beginaing,  &c.  with  all  the  rest^and  the  aocamulation  of  incidents  nei- 
ther to  be  found  in  8towe*8  Continuator,  or  the  ballads  of  the  age,  which  usually  confined  themselves 
within  the  bounds  of  circumstantiality  and  rmfh.  Yet  whatever  was  its  origin  or  mode  of  constra^ 
tion,  though  by  no  means  one  of  our  author's  most  powerfnl  effusions,  it  is  still  entitled  to  better 
treatment  thnn  it  has  hitherto  met  with  from  its  various  editors.  If,  on  the  whole,  it  has  less  poeti- 
cal merit  than  some  of  the  serious  dialogues  in  the  Midtummer  Night's  Dream,  or  Lovtft  Lahakrs 
Loit,  it  has  surely  as  much  of  nature  as  will  be  discovered  in  many  parts  of  these  desaltorj  dramas. 
Murder,  which  appears  ridiculous  in  Titu$  AtidronicuSy  has  its  proper  efiect  in  the  TorkMre  IVa*. 
gafy ;  and  the  command  this  little  piece  may  claim  over  the  passions  will  be  found  to  equal  any 
our  author  has  vested  in  the  tragic  divisions  of  IVoi/ia  and  Cressida^ — I  bad  almost  said  in  King 
Richard  the  Second^  which  critics  may  applaud,  though  the  successive  audiences  of  more  than  a  ceo- 
tnry  hai-e  respectfully  slumbered  over  it  as  often  as  it  has  appeared  on  the  stage.  Mr  Garridc  had 
once  resolved  on  its  revival ;  but  his  good  sense  at  last  overpowered  his  ambition  to  raise  it  to  the 
dignity  of  the  acting  list.  Yet  our  late  Roscius*s  chief  expectations  from  it,  as  he  himself  confessed, 
would  have  been  founded  on  scenery  displaying  the  magnificence  of  our  ancient  barriers.— To  return 
to  my  subject  ;~this  trai^edy  in  miniature,  (exhibiting  at  least  three  of  the  characteristics  of  Shake- 
speare, I  mean  his  quibbles,  his  facility  of  metre,  and  his  struggles  to  introduce  comic  ideas  into  tra^ 
gic  situations)  appears  at  present  before  the  reader  with  every  advantage  that  a  careful  comparison 
of  copies,  and  attention  to  obscunties,  could  bestow  on  it ;  and  yet  among  the  slight  outlines  of  oar 
theatrical  Raphael,  and  not  amonc  his  finished  painting%  can  it  exf^ct  to  maintain  a  place. 

The  C4fmpanioM  t»  the  Playhouse,  however,  informs  us,  that  the  late  Mr  Aaron  Hill  has  founded 
an  It  **  a  very  beautiful  piece  of  one  act,  entitled.  Fatal  EstravuganceJ*  It  was  represented,  if  not 
published,  in  1720,  under  the  name  of  Joseph  Mitchell;  an  unfortunate  though  an  amiable  man,  who 
was  then  in  need  of  pecuniary  assistance.  I  have  never  met  with  this  production ;  but  additional 
respect  is  surely  due  to  the  plot  of  the  Yorkshire  Tragedy^  since  it  has  been  adopted  by  the  traosia* 
tor  of  Merope  and  Zayre^  who  possessed  no  common  share  of  dramatic  sagacity,  and  has  the  merit  of 
being  the  first  who  showed  our  theatrical  adventurers  the  way  into  the  treasury  of  Voltaire,  Mr  Hill, 
however,  was  not,  like  some  of  his  successors,  a  liorrowcr  without  acknowledgment,  or  a  copier  who 
had  produced  no  originals. 

As  the  ahility  and  erudition  displayed  by  Mr  Malone  in  the  publication  of  the  preceding  plays,  can- 
mot  fail  to  obtam  for  them  a  greater  number  of  readers  than  they  have  hitherto  met  with,  perhaps  this 
is  DO  improper  time  to  s«g|B;est  an  inquiry,  how  it  happened,  that  the  name  of  Shakespeare  should  be 
prefixed  to  five  dramas  of  discordant  styles,  and  inconsiderable  merit,  rather  than  to  as  many  others 
approaching  nearer  to  his  own  language,  and  not  altogether  so  much  beneath  his  acknowledged  ex* 
ceUenoe.  The  scanty  light  I  can  throw  on  this  matter,  is,  by  supposing  that  our  author  had  casually 
aseocioned  a  future  design  of  adopting  subjects  ^milar  to  those  of  JOxTtne,  the  Puritan,  &c ;  and  was 
afterwards  koowa  to  iMve  been  instrumental  iu  bringing  pieces  with  such  titles  on  the  stage  ;- 


remains  of  bis  forluoe.    Concerning  this  too  he  expresses  himself  ss  of  a  reteat  calamity,  an  ocearreace 
that  had  happened  Immediately  before  bbappemrance  on  (be  scene.  ^ 

P01  9  the  last  tkfm^  &c. 

Here  Mr  Maloae  observes,  that,  being  jost  retnrne d  from  London  into  tite  eaantry,  the  cirmmstance 
whieh  occasioned  his  final  loss  might  yet  be  uppermost  In  bis  mind.  I  am  still  however  iofloeoced  by 
the  suspicion  I  bavc  already  encouraged  1  for,  consideTing  the  state  of  roads  a  century  and  a  half  ago, 
oar  bero  conid  not  have  reached  his  »eat  at  Calverly  in  lees  than  six  or  eight  da>s ;  and,  before  that  tiaie 
was  elapsed,  it  is  natural  to  conceive,  that  all  his  recollection  of  the  partkolars  of  lo«  mast  have  givca 
way  t«  (be  single  over «%  helming  idea  of  hopeless  misery  and  decisive  ruin. 

It;  as  Mr  Maloae  observfs,  this  couple  were  just  arrived  from  the  metropolis,  how  happened  It  that 
no  appUcaiion  was  made  by  the  wife  (as  soon  as  ber  husband  was  begaared  by  gaming)  to  ber  imcle  vbe 
resided  in  Loudon  ?  Was  it  Decrft»ary  for  ber  to  (ravel  down  into  Yorkshire,  only  that  she  might  retaia 
to  town,  aad  then  go  back  again  ?  1  am  more  and  more  confirmed  la  my  farmer  belief^  that  this  play  war 
tiSftiJy  sod  carelessly  coastracted  with  beterogeaeoas  matetials. 
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that  he  recommended  some  trivial  alterations  in  them  while  they  were  yet  in  rehearsal ;— or  that  their 
real  owners  being  carefully  concealed,  these  productions  were  imputed  to  him  as  to  one  whose  repu- 
tation was  best  able  to  promote  their  sale,  or  support  their  credit  with  an  audience.  The  necessity  of 
sheltering  the  plays  of  unpopular  poets  under  borrowed  names,  was,  I  believe,  at  that  period  unknown, 
as  well  as  the  more  malidouspractice  of  fathering  unsuccessful  scenes  on  persons  by  whom  they  were 
never  wfitten.  Neither  was  it  then  customary  (as  since)  for  distinguished  authors  to  lend  or  sell  their 
names,  or  to  permit  (Like  some  Italian  artisU)  the  scholar  to  vend  his  pamtings  for  those  of  the  mas- 
ter. It  seems,  however,  that  it  was  not  unusual  for  booksellers  to  issue  out  the  works  of  one  man 
finder  the  nominal  sanction  of  another.  Heywood,  in  his  preface  to  the  BfMum  Age,  complains,  that 
a  noted  pedaf^ogue  had  impudently  stolen  from  him  certam  versions  of  Ovid,  and  publislied  them  as 
his  own.  Shirley  likewise  claims  a  play  which  was  sent  into  the  world  as  Fletcher^s.'*  I  know  in- 
deed that  our  ancient  stationers  were  not  very  scrupulous  in  this  pardcular.^'  Amicipated  by  their 
rivals  in  procuring  copies  of  some  of  Shakespeare's  genuine  labours,  b^  way  of  retaliation  they  mifht 
have  placed  his  name  before  the  next  tragedies  or  comedies  that  fell  into  their  hands.  Part  of  this 
indeed  is  but  conjecture.  I  have  merely  started  the  subject,  and  leave  it  to  be  pursued  by  liierarj 
antiouarians,  whose  sagacity  and  experience  are  greater  than  mine ;  repeating  only,  that  Locrine  and 
the  Puritan  were  possibly  the  works  of  two  difierenx  aoademics;  ihat  Oldeastie  and  Cromwell  (as 
Dr  Farmer  observes)  might  be  ranked  amone  the  almost  innumerable  dramas  of  Hevwood ;  and 
that  the  Prodigal,  having  nothing  characteristic  in  ite  composition,  may,  with  equal  likelihood,  be 
ascribed  to  a  pen  distinct  from  all  the  rest  Here,  however,  I  should  observe,  that  LocrinefCromweU^ 
aad  the  Puritan,  were  not  publicly  ascribed  to  our  author  till  the  appearance  of  the  folio  in  1664. 
What  has  been  previously  urged  with  relation  to  the  2W  Noble  Kinsmen,  Perickt,  and  the  York' 
tkire  Tragedy^  b  submitted  to  every  reader  with  that  total  diffidence  which  should  always  accompa- 
ny imperfect  knowledge,  and  would  by  no  means  disgrace  even  opinions  built  on  more  solid  grouods 
than  those  of  bare  probability. 

I  cannot  conclude  this  note  without  observing,  how  fortunate  a  circumstance  it  is  for  any  socie* 
^9  and  especially  for  one  immediately  snlMervient  to  learning,  when  an  intelligent  man  is  placed  bj 
the  chance  of  rotation  at  its  head.  To  the  careful  researches  and  liberal  curiosi^  of  Mr  Lockyer 
Davis,  the  present  Master  of  the  Stationers'  Company^  we  owe  a  recent  discovery  of  the  greater  part . 
.  of.  the  first  volume  of  their  records,  which  was  long  supposed  to  have  been  lost  through  negligence^ 
or  to  have  been  destroyed  in  the  fire  of  London.  The  numberless  dates  of  our  earliest  iotenude^ 
plays,  ballads,  &c.  which  will  hereafter  be  ascertained  by  the  aid  of  these  annals,  cannot  fail  to  raidc 
the  name  of  the  gentleman  already  mentioned  among  those  of  the  best  benefactors  to  the  hisuirj  of 
ancient  English  literature.  Many  of  oar  critical  or  biographieal  j^erformaaoes  may  also  in  time  to 
come  be  indebted  to  the  warm^  of  his  zeal,  and  (he  success  of  his  investigations.  At  least  I  am 
sure,  that  the  labour  of  turning  over  (he  memoirs  whidi  he  has  rescued  from  oblivion,  will  be  consi- 
derabl  V  alienated,  should  his  successors  entrust  them  to  future  authors^  with  a  readiness  and  polite- 
ness like  hb  4>wn«->STESVsif6. 


3«  These  particulars  esei^ed  me  till  alter  the  last  edition  of  Shakespeare  was  printed  oS:  See  note  on 
Perickt.p,  IT6. 

33  I  aiftmi  jthis  on  repeated  inspection  of  their  books,  in  which  both  their  Areqocsit  frands  and  Invasioni 
of  each  other's  property,  and  their  respective  lines  on  discovery,  are  mtnately  recorded.  The  names  of 
eight  of  the  priUiters  of  the  qoarto  editions  of  onr  author's  pUys,  appear  oo  the  list  of  these  deUnquents. 


GEORGE  A  GREENE, 


TH-X 


PINNER  OF  WAKEFIELD. 


The  author  qf  thit  Play  ii  unknown.  Philips  and  Winstanley  ascribe  it  to  John  Heywood,  author 
af  the  Four  P*8,  and  other  pieces  which  bear  not  the  least  resemblance  to  the  present  performanet. 
The  story  on  which  it  is  grounded  seems  to  have  its  foundation  in  the  particular  traditions  of  the 
town  of  Wakefield :  that  part  which  relates  to  Robin  Hood  is  contained  in  one  of  the  popular  Bal- 
lads concerning  that  celebrated  outlaw,  printed  in  the  first  volume  of  Evan*s  Collection  of  Old  Bat* 
l&dSfp.  99.     This  Ballad  is  mentioned  by  Drayton^  in  his  Poly*olbion,  Song  the  Jkoentieth-eigkth : 

*^  It  chanced  she  in  her  courae  on  Kirkbey  cast  her  eyc» 

Where  merry  Robin  Hood,  that  honest  thief,  doth  lie; 

Beholding  fitly  too  before  how  Walcefield  stood^ 

She  doth'not  only  think  of  lusty  Robin  Hood, 

But  of  his  merry  man,  the  Pinoar  of  the  town 

Of  Wakefield,  George  a  Green,  whose  fames  so  for  are  blown 

For  their  so  valiant  fight,  that  every  free  man's  song 

Can  tell  you  of  the  same,  quoth  she  be  talked  on  long. 

For  ye  were  merry  lads,  and  those  were  merry  days ;"  &c« 

And  Bichard  BraithaaitCy  in  the  Strappado  for  the  Devil^  161*5,  8^.  p,  903,  tiays  r 

**  At  least  such  places  labour  to  make  known, 
,  As  former  times  have  honoured  with  renown. 
So  by  thy  true  relation 't  may  appear 
They  are  no  others  now,  than  as  they  were 
Ever  e8teem*d  by  anntient  times  records. 
Which  shall  be  shadowed  briefly  in  few  words. 
The  first  whereof  that  I  intend  to  show. 
Is  merry  Wakefield,  and  her  Pindar  too: 
Which  Fame  hath  blaz*d  with  all  that  did  belong, 
Unto  that  Towne  in  uany  gladsome  song : 
The  Pindar^s  valour,  and  how  firm  he  stood 
In  the  I'ownes  defence,  gainst  the  rebel  Robin  Hood  s 
How  stoutly  he  behaved  himselfe,  and  would. 
In  spite  of  Kobin  bring  his  horse  to  th'  fold ; 
His  many  Maygames  which  were  to  be  scene, 
Yeerely  presented  upon  Wakefield  greene. 
Where  lovelv  Jii^ge,  and  lustie  7^  would  go, 
To  see  Tom  livefy  tume  upon  the  toe  t 
Hobf  Lobf  and  Crowde  the  fidler  would  be  there. 
And  many  more  I  will  not  speake  of  here : 
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Good  God  1  how  glad  bath  been  this  hart  of  Aiine, 
To  see  that  towne,  which  hath  in  former  titne 
So  flourish'd  and  so  gloried  in  her  name. 
Famous  by  the  Pindar  who  first  raised  the  same ; 
Yea,  I  have  paced  ore  that  greene  and  ore, 
AM  th'  more  I  saw't,  I  tooke  delight  the  more  $ 
For  where  we  take  contentment  in  a  place, 
A  whole  dales  walke  seemes  as  a  cinque  pa^e. 
Unto  thy  taske,  my  muse,  and  now  make  kf  owne  ' 
The  jolly  shoo- maker  of  Bradford  town^    V* 
Hb  gentle  craft  so  raised  in  former  time, 
By  princely  journey-men  his  discipline, 
Where  be  was  wont  with  passengers  to  quaffe, 
But  suffer  none  to  carry  np  their  stafie 
Upon  their  shoulders,  whilst  they  past  through  tlown^ 
For  if  they  did,  he  soon  should  beat  them  downe. 
(^  valiant  was  the  Souter),  and  from  hence, 
'Twixt  Robin  Hood  and  him  grew  th*  diffierence  % 
Which,  cause  it  b  by  most  stage  poets  writ. 
For  brevity,  1  thought  good  to  omit." 


DRAMATIS    PERSONiE. 


Edward,  King  qf  England, 
James,  King  of  Scotland. 
Earl  of  Kendall. 
Lord  Warwick. 
Lord  Bon  FT  ELD. 
Lord  Humes. 
Sir  Gilbert  Arm3TRoI?g. 
Sir  Nicholas  Manneking. 
George  a  Greene. 

Old  MUSGROVE, 

Young  Cuddie,  his  Soru 
Mr  GftXMS. 


Bettris,  his  Davghten 

Robin  Hood. 

Jenkin,  a  Clown. 

Wily, 

Much,  the  Millers  Son. 

Maid  Marion. 

Scarlet. 

A  Justice, 

A  Townsman. 

John. 

Jane  a  Barley. 

A  Shoemaker,  SokUers,  Messengers,  &c 


»  THE 

PINNER  1  OF  WAKEFIELD. 


Enter  the  Earl  o^ Kendall,  with  him  the  Lord 
BoNFiELD,  Sir  Gilbert  Armstrong,  and 
John. 

Ken,  Welcome  to  Bradford,  oiartial  gentlemeo, 
Ix>rd  Bonfieldy  aiid  sir  Gilbert  Armstrong  both. 


And  all  my  troops,  even  to  my  basest  groom, 
Courage  and  welcome ;  for  the  day  is  ours. 
Our  cause  is  good,  it  is  for  the  land's  avail : 
Then  let  us  fight  and  die  for  England's  good. 
Onmes.  We  will,  my  lord.  ^  .„    •    , 

Ken.  As  I  am  Henry  Momford,  Kendall  s  earl, 


•  Phiner,  or  Pindar ;— The  keeper  of  the  Pinfolds  belonging  to  the  common  fields  about  Wakefield. 
Jnnios,  in  his  Etymologicon,  voce  Pende,  says :  •«  Pende  Includere  ch.  ab  A.  S.  peinmn  pyndan  idem  sig- 
Dlflcaate.  "  Hinc  pinder  pinner.  Qui  pecora  ultra  fines  vagantia  septo  includit.  Mr  Stecvens  observe*, 
that  the  figure  of  this  rustic  hero  b  still  preserved  on  a  sign  at  the  bottom  of  Gray  s-Inn-Lane. 
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GEORGE  A  GREENE, 


[Akontmods. 


*^ 


You  honour  me  with  this  assent  of  yours; 

*  And  here  upon  my  sword  I  make  protest. 

For  to  relieve  the  poor,  or  die  myself. 

And  know,  my  lords,  chat  James,  the  king  of  Scots^ 

Wars  hard  upon  the  borders  of  thi^  land : 

Here  is  his  post ;  say,  John  Taylor, 

What  news  with  king  James  ? 

John.  War,  my  lord,  I  tell ;  and  good  news  I 
trow; 
For  king  James  vows  to  meet  you  the  twenty-sixth 
Of  this  month,  God  willing ;  marry  doth  he,  sir. 

Ken.  My  friends,  you  see  what  we  have  to  win. 
Well,  John,  commend  me  to  king  Jamesy  and  tell 

him, 
I  will  meet  him  the  twenty-sixth  of  this  month, 
And  all  the  rest;  and  so  farewell.    [Exit  John. 
Bonfield,  why  stand'st  thou  as  a  man  m  dumps  ? 
Courage ;  for  if  I  win,  I'll  make  thee  duke. 
I  Henry  Momford  will  be  kine  myself. 
And  I  will  make  thee  duke  of  Lancaster, 
And  Gilbert  Armstrong  lord  of  Doncaster. 

Bon,  Nothing,  my  lord,  makes  me  amazed  at  all, 
But  that  our  soldiers  find  our  victuals  scant. 
We  must  make  havock  of  those  country  swains  ; 
For  so  will  the  rest  tremble  and  be  afraid, 
t  And  humbly  send  provision  to  your  camp. 

Oil,  My  lord  Bonfield  gives  good  advice ; 
They  make  a  scorn  and  stand  upon  the  king : 
So  what  is  brought  is  sent  from  them  perforce; 
Ask  Mannering  else. 

Xen.  What  sayest  thou,  Mannering? 

Man,  When  as  I  shewed  your  high  commission, 
They  made  this  answer. 
Only  to  send  provision  for  your  horses. 

Ken.  Well,  hie  thee  to  Wakefield,  bid  the  town 
To  send  me  all  provision  that  I  want ; 
Lest  I,  like  martial  Tamberlaine,  lay  waste 
Their  bordering  countries,  leaving  none 
Alive  that  contradicts  my  commission. 

Man.  Let  me  alone,  my  lord,  I'll  make  them 
Vail  their  plumes ;  for  whosoever  he  be. 
The  proudest  knight,  or  justice,  or  other,  that 

r'nsayeth 
,  I  clap  him  fast,  to  make  the  rest  to 
fear. 
Ken.  Do  so,  Nick  !  hie  thee  thither  presently. 
And  let  us  hear  of  thee  to-morrow. 
Man,  Will  you  not  remove,  my  lord  ? 
Ken.  No,  I  will  lie  at  Bradford  all  this  night, 
And  all  the  next    Come,  Bonfield,  let  us  go. 
And  listen  out  some  bonny  lasses  here. 

[Exeunt. 


Enter  tk€  Juitice^  a  Tornniman^  Giokok  4 
Greikb,  and  Sir  Nicholas  Maitne&ivo, 
with  hi$  commitsion. 

Juii.  M.  Mannering,  stand  aade,  whilst  wa 
confer 
What  is  best  to  do,  townsmen  of  Wakefield : 
11ie  eari  of  Kendall  here  hadi  sent  for  victnali ; 
And  in  aiding  him,  we  shew  ourselves 
No  less  than  traitors  to  the  king; 
Therefore  let  me  hear,  townsmen, 
What  is  your  consents. 

Tomm.  Even  as  you  please,  we  are  all  content 

Jutt.  Then  M.  Mannering  we  are  resolved 

Man.  As  how  ? 

Jn»t.  Marry,  sir,  thus. 
We  will  send  the  earl  of  Kendall  no  victaah^ 
Because  he  is  a  traitor  to  the  king. 
And  in  aiding  him  we  shew  ourselves  no  less. 

Man.  Why,  men  of  Wakefield,  are  joa  waxen 
mad, 
That  present  danger  cannot  whet  your  wita^ 
Wisely  to  make  provision  of  yourselves  ? 
The  earl  is  thirty  thousand  men  strong  in  power, 
And  what  town  soever  him  resist, 
He  lays  it  flat  and  level  with  the  ground  : 
Ye  silly  men,  you  seek  your  own  decajr : 
Therefore  send  my  lord  such  provision  as  ht 

wants, 
So  lie  will  spare  your  town,  and  come  no  nearer 
Wakefield  than  he  is. 

Juit.  Master  Mannering, you  have  your  answer; 
You  may  be  gone. 

Man.  Well,  Woodrofie,  for  so  I  guess  is  tbj 
name, 
I'll  make  thee  curse  thy  ^  overthwart  denial ; 
And  all  that  sit  upon  the  bench  this  day 
Shall  rue  the  hour  they  have  withstood  my  lord's 
Commission. 

Jtat.  Do  thy  worst,  we  fear  thee  not 

Man.  See  you  these  set^  ?  before  you  pass  the 
town, 
T  will  have  all  things  my  lord  doth  want. 
In  spite  of  you. 

Geo.  Proud  dapper  Jack,  vail  bonnet  to  the 
bench 
That  represents  the  person  of  the  king ; 
Or,  sirrah,  I'll  lay  thy  head  before  thy  feet 

Man.  Why,  who  art  thou  ? 

Oeo.  Why,  I  am  George  a  Greene, 
True  liegeman  to  my  king,  * 
Who  scorns  that  men  of  such  esteem  as  dies^ 


^  And  here  upon  my  sword  I  mc^i  protest : — It  was  formerly  common  to  swear  upon  the  sword ;  that  is, 
upon  the  cross  which  the  old  swdrii  always  had  upon  the  hilt  Of  this  custom  many  instances  are  quoted 
by  Dr  Farmer  and  Mr  Steevens,  in  their  Notes  on  Hamlet,  A.  I.  S.  5.  ^ 

Agaia,  in  Yourfne  GaUan^  by  Middlstoa,  A«  4 :— ^*  Sweare  on  this  sword  then  So  set  spurs  to  year 
horse,  not  to  looke  back,  to  give  00  markes  to  any  passenger." 

3  Overthwart  deiual  :-«So  in  Erasmus's  Praise  of  Folie,  IM9,  Sign.  C  2  :  <<  —  but  when  the  Gods  are 
sette  at  bankette,  ha  plaieth  the>(ster«  now  wyth  b>s  lympbaultynge,  now  with  his  sfcoffioge,  and  aow 
with  his  overthwarte  woords  to  provoke  them  all  to  laughter." 

I^uphues  and  his  England^  p.  57 : — **  As  one  to  young  to  uaderstande,  or  obstinate  to  overihwrt.** 

•  a 
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8hoakl  brook  th%  bra?M  of  «nj  tnatoroot  aquins. 
^oo  of  the  bench,  and  yea  my  feUovr>friends, 
Neigbboun,  we  mibjects  all  unto  the  king ; 
We  are  EoglUh  boro,  and  therefore  £dward'« 

fri^d% 
Vow'd  onto  hinif  even  in  our  mothers*  womby 
Our  minds  to  God,  our  hearts  unto  our  king ; 
Our  wealth,  our  homage,  and  our  carcases, 
Be  all  king  Edward's.    Then,  sirrah,  we  iuMre 
Nothing  left  for  traitors,  but  our  swords, 
Whett^  to  bathe  them  in  your  bloods, 
And  die  a^nst  you,  before  we  send  yoa  any 
victuals. 
Juii.  Well  spoken,  George  a  Greene ! 
JbvfM.  Pray  let  Geoi^  a  Greene  speak  for  us. 
Geo.  Sirral^  you  get  no  victuals  here, 
)]'ot  if  a  hoof  of  beef  woukl  save  your  lives. 
Man.  Fellow,  I  stand  amazed  at  thy  presump- 
tion. 
Why,  what  art  diou  that  darest  gainsay  my  lord^ 
Knowing  his  mighty  puissance  and  his  stroke  ? 
Why,  my  friend,  I  come  not  barely  of  myself; 
For  see,  I  have  a  large  commission. 

Geo.  Let  me  see  it,  sirrah.    Whose  seals  be 

these? 
Man.  This  is  the  earl  of  Kendall's  seal  at  arms ; 
This  lord  Chamel  Bonfield's; 
And  this  sir  Gilbert  Annstrong's. 

Geo,  I  teU  thee,  sirrah,  did  good  king  Edward's 
son 
8eal  a  commission  against  the  king  his  father, 
Thus  would  I  tear  it  in  despte  of  him, 

[  Ue  tearg  the  comnumon. 
Being  traitor  to  my  sovereign. 

Man.  What !  hast  thou  torn  my  lord's  com- 
mission? 
Thou  shalt  roe  it,  and  so  shall  all  Wakefield. 
Geo.  What,  are  you  in  choler  ?  I  will  give  yon 
pills 
To  cool  your  stomach.    Seest  thou  these  seals  ? 
Now,  by  my  father's  soul,  which  was  a  yeoman^ 
When  be  was  alive,  ^  eat  them,  or  eat 
My  dagger's  point,  proud  squire. 

Man.  But  thou  doest  but  jest,  I  hope  ? 

Geo.  Sore  that  shall  you  see,  before  we  two 

part 
Jlfan.  Well,  and   there  be  no  remedy,  so 
George,— 
One  is  gone ;  I  pray  thee,  no  more  now. 

Geo.  O  sir,  if  one  be  good,  the  others  cannot 
hurt-"  - 
80,  sir,  now  you  may  go  tell  the  earl  of  Kendall, 


Although  I  have  rent  his  large  commission^ 
Yet  of  curtesy  I  have  sent  aU  his  seals 
Back  again  by  you. 

Man.  Well,  sir,  I  will  do  your  errand.    [Exit. 

Geo,  Now  let  him  tell  hb  lord,  that  be  hath 
Spoke  with  George  a  Greene,  right  Pinner 
Of  merry  Wake£ueld  town,  that  hath  physic  for  a 

fool. 
Pills  for  a  traitor  that  doth  wroi^  his  sovereign. 
Are  you  content  with  this  that  I  have  done  ? 

Jutt*  Ay,  content,  George ; 
For  highly  hast  thou  honour'd  Wakefield  town, 
In  cutting  of  proud  Mannering  so  short. 
Come,  thou  shalt  be  my  welcome  guest  to-day ; 
For  well  thou  hast  deserved  reward  and  favour. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  old  Musorove,  and  young  Cuddie, 
hUSm. 

Cuddie.  Now,  gentle  father,  list  unto  thv  son, 
And  for  my  mother's  love,  thi^t  erst  was  blytlie 
And  bonny  in  thine  eye,  grant  one  petition 
That  I  shall  demand. 

Old  Mum,  What  is  that,  my  Cuddie  ? 

Cuddie,  Father,  you  know 
The  ancient  enmity  of  late  between  the  Musgroves 
And  the  wily  Scots,  whereof  they  have  oath. 
Not  to  leave  one  alive  that '  strides  a  launce. 
O  father,  you  are  old,  and.waining  age  onto  the 

grave: 
Old  William  Musgrove,  which  whilom  was  thought 
The  bravest  horseman  in  all  Westmorland, 
Is  weak,  and  forced  to  stay  his  arm  upon  a  staff, 
That  ^  erst  could  wield  a  launce. 
Then,  gentle  father,  resign  the  hold  to  me; 
Give  arms  to  youth,  and  honour  unto  age. 

Mut.  Avaunt,  fdse-bearted  boy !  my  joints  do 
quake 
Even  with  anguish  of  thy  very  words. 
Hath  William  Musgrove  seen  an  hundred  years  ? 
Have  I  been  feared  and  dreaded  of  the  Soots, 
That,  when  they  heard  my  name  in  any  road^ 
They  fled  away,  and  posted  thence  amain  ? 
No,  Caddie,  no :  thus  resolve  I, 
Here  have  I  lived,  and  here  will  Musgrove  die. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Lord  Bon  field.  Sir  Gilbert  Arm- 
strong, M.  Grime,  and  Bettris  hit  Daugh* 
ter. 

Ban.  Now,  gentie  Grime,  god  a  mercy  for  out 
good  cheer, 


*  Eat  them^  &c. — This  incident  bears  so  near  a  resemblance  to  a  stnry  related  of  Robert  Greene,  that 
it  probably  was  taken  from  it.    '*  Had  he  lived,  Gabriel,  and  thou  BhooMst  so  onartlficiallv  and  odi- 

•  onsly  libelled  against  him  as  thou  hast  done,  he  woifld  have  thee  an  example  of  Ignominy  to  all  ages  that 
.are  to  come,  and  driven  thee  to  eats  thy  o$one  beoke  butteridf  at  J  MVe  Aim  make  an  appariter  once  in  a  ta* 
vem  eate  hit  citation^  waxe  and  all^  very  handtomely  tero*d  twixt  two  Hthes." 

M  ASH*B  Afologie  of  Pierce  Penneletttt  4to.  1503* 
In  the  Play  of  Sir  John  OldeattUy  the  Stunner  Is  eonpelled  to  eat  hfo  citation  in  like  manner. 
^  Stridet  a  launce  :— i,  e.  not  to  leave  even  a  child  of  them  alive,  one  who  e^Uat  in  arundine  longa.  S. 

*  ^r|t  .*— i.  e*  once.  In  forner  times*    S* 
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Our  fare  was  rovall,  and  our  welcome  great ; 
And  sith  so  kindly  tlioa  hast  entertained  us, 
If  we  return  with  happj  victory, 
We  will  deal  as  friendly  with  thee  in  recompence. 

Grime.   Your  welcome  was  but  duty,  gentle 
lord: 
For  wherefore  have  we  ^ven  us  our  wealth, 
But  to  make  our  betters  welcome  when  they 

come?— 
O,  this  goes  hard  when  traitors  must  be  flattered ; 
But  life  is  sweet,  and  I  cannot  withstand  it. 
God,  I  hope,  will  revenge  the  quarrel  of  my  king. 

[Aiide. 

Gil,  What  said  you,  Grime? 

Grime,  I  say,  sir  Gilbert,  looking  on  my  daughter, 
I  curse  die  hour  that  ere  I  got  the  girl : 
For,  sir,  she  may  have  many  wealthy  suitors, 
And  yet  bhe  disdains  them  all,  to  have 
Poor  George  a  Greene  unto  her  husband. 

Bon.  On  that,  good  Grime,  I  am  talking  with 
thy  dauL^ner ; 
But  she,  in  quirks  and  quiddities  of  love. 
Sets  me  to  school,  she  is  so  ovcrwise. 
But,  gentle  girl,  if  thou  wilt  forsake 
The  rinoer,  and  be  my  love,  I  will  advance  thee 

high ; 
To  dignify  those  hairs  of  amber  hue, 
1^11  grace  them  with  a  chaplet  made  of  pearl, 
8et  with  choice  rubies,  sparks,  and  diamonds. 
Planted  upon  a  velvet  hood,  to  hide  that  head, 
Wherein  two  sapphires  bum  like  sparkling  fire : 
This  will  I  do,  tair  Bettris,  and  far  more, 
If  thou  wilt  tove  the  lord  of  Doncaster. 

Bet.  Ilcigh  ho  I  mv  heart  is  in  a  higher  place. 
Perhaps  on  the  earl,  if  that  be  he. 
See  where  he  comes,  or  angry,  or  in  love; 
For  why  ?  his  colour  looketh  discontent. 

Enter  the  Earl  of  Kendall  and  Nicholas  Man- 

KERIMG. 

J^en.  Com^r^itk,  follow  me. 

Boh.  How  now,  my  lord,  what  news? 


Ken.  Such  news,  Bonfield,  at  will  make  diee 
laugh. 
And  fret  thy  fill,  to  hear  how  Nick  was  used. 
Whv,  the  justices  stand  on  their  terms. 
Nick,  as  you  know,  is  haughty  in  hb  wordsj 
He  laid  the  law  unto  the  justices 
With  threatening  braves,  that  one  looked  on  amh 

ther, 
Ready  to  stoop;  but  that  a  churl  came  in. 
One  George  a  Greene,  the  Pinner  of  the  town, 
And,  with  his  dagger  drawn,  laid  hands  on  Nick, 
And  by  no  beggars  swore  that  we  were  traitors; 
Rent  our  commission,  and  upon  a  brave 
Made  Nick  to  eat  the  seals,  or  brook  the  stab. 
Poor  Mannering,  afraid,  came  posting  hidier 
straight. 
Bet.  Oh  lovely  George,  fortune  be  still  tby 
friend  ! 
And  as  thy  thoughts  be  high,  so  be  thy  mind 
In  all  accords,  even  to  thy  heart's  desire ! 
Bon,  What  says  fair  Bettris  ? 
Grime.  My  lord,  she  is  praying  for  George  a 
Greene; 
He  is  the  man,  and  she  will  none  but  him. 

Bon.  But  him  !  why,  look  on  me,  my  girl. 
Thou  knowest,  that  yesternight  1  courted  thee. 
And  swore  at  my  return  to  wed  with  thee. 
Then  tell  mc,  love,  shall  I  ^  have  all  thy  fair? 
Bet.  ^  I  care  not  for  earl,  nor  yet  for  knight. 

Nor  baron  that  is  so  bold ; 
For  George-a-Greene,  the  merry  Pinner, 

He  hath  my  heart  in  hold.*^ 
Bon.  Bootless,  my  lord,  are  many  vain  replies. 
Let  us  hie  us  to  Wakefield,  aiid  send  her  the  Pin- 
ner's head. 
Ken.  It  shall  be  so.    Grime,  gramercie. 
Shut  up  thy  daughter,  ^  bridle  her  aflects, 
Let  me  not  miss  her  when  I  make  return ; 
Therefore  look  to  her,  as  to  thy  life,  good  Grime. 
Grime.  Iwarrantyou,  my  lord. 

[Exeunt  Grime  and  BETTBts. 
Ken.  And,  Bettris,  leave  a  base  Pinner, 


^  nam  all  thjffairf^Jn  the  former  edition  Mr  Dodsley  had  altered /nfr  to  faith.  Fair  wa^  bowerer, 
frequently  used  by  contemporary  writers  as  a  substantive ;  and  several  Instaoces  of  it  are  produced  bv 
Mr  Steevens,  in  bis  note  on  the  words,  "  Demetrius  loves  your /«>.*»  A,  1.  S.  1.  of  Midsummer's  Nigha 
Dream, 

•  Bridle  k^  affects. 
authors;  as 


ler  affects. — Affects  are  affections^  and  in  that  sense  the  word  is  used  in  many  contemporary 
Gascoigne*s  FableofJeronimi,  p.  25l>:— "  Neyther  seemeth  it  reasonable,  that  one  sboal^ 


have  the  power  to  discover  the  thoughts,  or  at  least  to  bridle  the  affects  of  all  the  rest.' 
FMphues  and  his  England^  p.  7  :— *^  Saving  that  either  carried  the  motion  of  bis  mil 


and  that  the  affects  of  the  heart  were  bewrayed  by  the  eyes." 
Ben  Jonson's  Cyntliid's  Revels,  A.  3.  S.  S  : 


inde  in  his  mannea, 


-"  the  same  affects 


That  be  doth  t>ear  to  bis  sick  patient. 
Should  a  right  mind  carry  to  such  as  these.**. 

^arston's  What  you  Will,  A.  3.  S.  1  : 

**  IsH  possible  I  shonld  be  dead  so  sooa 
In  her  affedu"* 


I 
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For  to  loTe  an  earl.    Faia  would  I  see 
This  Pinner,  Georee  a  Greene.    It  shall  be  thus ; 
Nick  Mannering  shall  lead  on  the  battle, 
And  we  three  will  go  to  Wakefield  in  some  dis- 
guise; 
Bat  howsoever,  Fll  have  his  head  to-day. 

[Exeunt. 

Mnter  the  King  ^Scots,  Lord  Humes,  with  Sol- 
Men,  and  Johny. 

King.  Why,  Johny,  then  the  Earl  of  Kendall  is 
blithe, 
And  hath  brave  men  that  troop  along  with  him  ? 

Johny,  Ay,  marry,  my  liege. 
And  hath  good  men  that  come  along  with  him, 
And  vows  to  meet  you  at  Scrasblesea,  God  willing. 

King,   If  good  St  Andrew  lend  King  Jamie 
leave, 
I  will  be  with  him  at  thfi  appointed  day* 
But,  soft:  Whose  pretty  boy  art  thou?  * 

Enter  Jane  a  Barley's  Son. 

Ned,  Sir,  I  am  son  unto  Sir  John  a  Barley, 
£ldest,  and  all  that  ere  ray  mother  had. 
£dward  my  name. 

Jane,  And  whither  art  thou  going,  pretty  Ned  ? 

Ned,  To  seek  some  birds,  and  kill  them,  if  I  can. 
And  now  my  school-master  is  ^Iso.goue, 
So  have  I  liberty  to  ply  my  bow ; 
For  when  he  comes,  I  stir  not  from  my  book. 

James,  Lord  Humes,  but  mark  the  visage  of  this 
child; 
^y  him  I  guess  the  beauty  of  his  niother : 
None  but  Laeda  could  breed  Helena. — 
Tell  me,  Ned,  who  is  within  with  thy  mother? 

NetL  None  but  herself  aud  household  servimts, 
sir. 
If  yon  would  speak  with  her,  knock  at  this  gate. 

James,  Johny, 'knock  at  kh^t^te.  * 

JSft^er  Jake  AiBakley  ypon  the  Walls, 

Jane,  O,  I  am  betrayed !  What  multitudes  be 

these? 
James,  Fear  not,  fair  Jane^  for  all  these  men 
are  mine. 
And  all  thy  friends,  if  thou  be  friend  to  me. 
I  am  thy  lover,  James,  tlie  king  of  Scots, 
That  oft  have  sued  and  wdoed  with  many  letters. 
Fainting  my  outward  passions  with  my  pen. 
When  as  my  inward  soul  didtileed  for  woe. 


ttle  regard  was  given  to  my  suit. 
But  haply  thy  husband's  presence  wrought  it. 
Therefore,  sweet  Jane,  I  fitted  me  to  time. 
And,  hearing  that  thy  husband  was  from  home, 
Am  come  to  crave  what  long  I  have  desired. 

Ned,  Nay,  soft  you,  sir,  you  get  no  entrance 
"here, 
That  seek  to  wrons  Sir  John  a  Barley  so. 
And  offer  such  dishonour  to  my  mother. 

James,  Why,  what  dishonour,  Ned  ? 

Ned,  Though  young, 
Yet  often  have  I  heard  my  father  say. 
No  greater  wrong  than  to  be  made  a  cuckold. 
Were  I  of  age,  or  were  my  body  strong, 
Were  he  ten  kings,  I'd  shoot  him  to  the  heart. 
That  should  attempt  to  give  Sir  John  the  horn.-' 
Mother,  let  him  not  come  in,  I  will  go'  lie 
At  Jockie  Miller's  house. 
.   James,  Stay  him. 

Jane.  Ay,  well  said,  Ned, 
Thou  hast  given  the  king  his  answer ; 
For,  were  the  ghost  of  Caesar  on  the  earth. 
Wrapped  in  the  wonted  glory  of  his  honour, 
He  snould  not  make  me  wrong  my  husband  so. 
But  good  King  James  is  pleasant,  as  I  guess, 
And  means  to  try  what  humour  I  am  in ; 
Else  would  he  nev^r  have  brought  an  host  of  men. 
To  have  them  witness  of  his  S(^ttish  lust. 

James*  Jane,  in  faith,  Jane- 
Jane  Never  reply. 
For  I  protest,  by  the  highest  holy  God, 
Tliat  doometh  Just  revenge  for  things  amiss, 
King  James,  or  all  men,  snail  not  have  my  love. 

James,  Then,  hit  to  me !  Saint  Andrew  be  my 
boot. 
But  ril  rase  thy  castle  to  the  very  ground, 
Unless  thou  open  the  gate,  and  let  me  in. 

Jane.   I  fear  thee  not,  King  Jamie;  do  thy 
worst. 
Tliis  castle  is  tpo  strong  for  the^  to  scale ; 
Besides,  to-morrow  wilfSir  John  come  home. 

James,  Well,  Jane,  since  thou  disdaiuest  King 
James's  love, 
ril  draw  thee  on  with  sharp  and  deep  extremes; 
For,  by  my  father's  soul,  this  brat  of  thine 
Shall  perish  here  before  thine  eyes. 
Unless  thou  open  the  gate,  and  let  me  in. 

Jane,  G  deep  extremes !  my  heart  begins  to 
break ; 
My  little  Ned  looks  pale  for  fear.    Cheer  thee, 
My  boy,  I  will  do  much  for  thee. 


Dutch  Courtezan,  A.  3.  S.  1  : 
Othello,  A.  U  6.  S: 


*\  Give  entertain  to  niutnal  affects. 


-"  (The  yooqg  affects 


lo  me  defoopt.)" 
S^  also  the  teveral  iflstancfi  quoted  by  Mr  Steevens,  So  his  note  on  the  last  passage. 
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Ned,  Bat  not  so  maoh  as  to  cUebonour  lae. 

Jane.  AimI  if  thou  diest,  I  aunot  live.  sw«6t 
N€d.        • 

Ned,  Then  die  with  honour,  mother,  djriag 
chaste. 

Jane.  I  am  armed. 
Hy  husband's  love,  his  honour,  and  his  fame, 
Joins  victory  by  virtue    Now,  King  James, 
If  mother's  tears  cannot  allay  thine  ire, 
Then  butcher  him,  for  I  will  never  yield. 
The  son  shall  die,  before  I  wrong  the  father, 

James.  Why,  then,  he  dies. 

Alarum  within.    Enter  a  Meuenger. 

Mes.  yij  lord,  MusgroiKt  is  at  hand. 
James.  Who,  Mosgrove  ?  The  devil  he  is !  Coaie, 
My  horse.  [£jreknf. 

Enter  Old  Muse  rove,  with  King  James  Prt- 
ioner, 

Mus.  Now,  King  James,  thou  art  my  prisoner. 
James.  Not  thine,  but  fortune's  prisoner. 

Enter  Cuddie. 

Cuddie,  Father,  the  field  is  ours ; 
Their  colours  we  have  seized,  and  Humes  b  slain ; 
1  slew  him  hand  to  hand. 

Mus.  *God,  and  Saint  George ! 

Cuddie,  O  father,  I  am  sore  athirst. 

Jane.  Come  in,  young  Cuddie ;  come,  and  drink 
thy  fill. 
Bring  in  King  Jamte  with  you,  as  a  guest; 
For  all  this  tm>il  was  'cause  he  could  not  enter. 

[Eseunt. 

Enter  George  a  Greene  nlone. 

Geo.  The  sweet  content  of  men  tliat  live  in  love. 
Breeds  fretting  humours  in  a  restless  mind ; 
And  fancy,  being  checked  by  fortune's  spite, 
Grows  too  impatient  in  her  sweet  desires; 
Sweet  to  those  men,  whom  love  leads  on  to  bliss, 
But  sour  to  me,  whose  hap  is  still  amiss. 

Enter  Jcvnir,  the  Clown. 

Jen.  Marry,  amen,  sir. 
Geo.  Sir,  what  do  you  cry  amen  at? 
Jen.  Why,  did  not  yAu  talk  of  love  ? 
Geo.  How  do  you  know  tlmt? 


Jen.  Well,  tboush  I N7  it,  that  thoald  ant  nj  ifv 
There  are  few  fellows  in  our  parish 
So  nettled  with  love  as  I  have  been  of  late. 

Geo.  Sirrah,  I  thought  no  leis^  when  tba  odttr 
morning 
You  rose  so  eariy  to  go  ta  year  wenohet. 
Sir,  I  had  thought  you  had  gone  abont 
My  honest  business. 

,^611.  Trow,  you  have  hit  it; 
For,  master,  be  it  known  to  jroo, 
There  is  some  good-will  betwixt  Madfe  the  Soate» 

wife 
And  I ;  marry  she  hath  another  lover. 

Geo.  Canst  thou  brook  any  rivals  in  diy  love  ? 

Jen,  A  rider?  no,  be  is  a  sow-gelder,  and  go«t 
a-foot. 
But  Madge  'pointed  to  meet  me  in  your  wheat 
close. 

Geo.  Well,  did  she  meet  yon  (here  ? 

Jen.  Never  make  question  of  that. 
And  first  I  saluted  her  with  a  green  gown. 
And  after  fell  as  hard  a  wooing,  as  if 
The  priest  had  been  at  our  backs  to  have  mar- 
ried os. 

Geo,  Whf^t!  did  she  grant? 

Jen*  Did  she  grant !  never  make  quesdon  ef 
that 
And  she  gave  me  a  shirt-ooUar,  wrought  over 
With  no  coonterfeit  stuff. 

Geo.  What!  was  it  gold? 

Jen.  Nav,  it  was  better  Chan  gold. 

Geo.  What  was  it? 

Jen.  '°  Right  Coventry  blue. 
Who  had  no  sooner  come  there,  but  wot  yon  wha 
came  by? 

Geo.  No;  who? 

Jen.  Clim,  the  sow-g^lder. 

Geo.  Came  he  by  ? 

Jen.  He  spied  Madge  and  l%it  together. 
He  leapt  from  his  horse,  laid  his  hand  on  liis 

dagger, 
And  began  to  swear.    Now  I 'seeing 
He  bad  a  dagger,  and  I  saihiiig 
But  this  twig  in  my  hand,  I  gave  him  fiur  words^ 
And  said  mMhing.    He  oomes  to  me. 
And  takes  me  by  the  bosom ;  Yon  whoseson  slave. 
Said  he,  hokl  my  horse,  and  look 
He  take  no  cold  in  his  feeL  ' 

No  marry  shall  he,  sir,  quoth  I, 


'  God  and  Saint  George. — This  exclamation  is  made  by  Richmond*  in  Bidtard  JII,^  immediately  before 
attacking  bis  adversary.  Mr  1^' barton  observes,  that  St.  George  was  the  common  cry  of  the  JBngUsh  sol* 
diers  when  they  charged  the  enemy.    See  Note  in  the  last  edition,  vol.  vii.  p.  158. 

'°  Right  Coventry  blue.— Coventry  bltie  is  mentioned  by  several  writers  of  the  tunes. 

Laugh  and  He  dawn,  or  the  Worlde^s  Folly ,  1605, 8ign.  K  2 : — **  It  was  a  simple  napkinne  wrooght  with 
Coventry  blew.'** 

.Stephens*8  Satyrieal  Enayes,  1615,  p.  .355 : — '*  He  mast  savour  of  gallantry  a  titt|e>  though  he  perfiune 
the  table  with  rose-cake;  or  appropriate  bone  lace,  and  Coventry  bhl$,** 

Ben  Janson's  Masque  of  Gypsies : 

'*  Tht  Coventry  htae 
Hangs  there  opon  Prue.*' 
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111  hy  mj  dottk  underneadi  him. 
I  took  IDT  cloak,  spresd  it  all  along, 
And  bis  hone  on  the  midst  of  it, 

GeQ.  Thoa  down,  didst  tboa  set  his  horse  upon 
thy  do&k  T 

Jen.  Aj,  but  mark  bow  I  served  him. 
Madge  and  he  was  no  sooner  gone  down  into  the 

(fitch, 
Bot  I  plucked  out  my  knife, 
Cut  four  holes  in  my  cloak, 
And  made  his  horse  stand  on  the  bare  groood: 

Geo.  Twas  well  done; 
Now,  sir,  go  and  survey  my  fields; 
If  you  find  any  cattle  in  the  corn, 
To  pound  with  them. 

Jen,  And  if  I  fiud  any  in  the  pound, 
I  shall  turn  them  out.  *  \Exit  Jerkiit. 

Enter  the  Earl  of  Kendall,  Lord  Bohfield, 
Sir  Gilbeet,  all  diiguised,  with  a  Trtun  of 

Men*  m 

Ken,  Now  we  have  put  the  horses  in  the  corn. 
Let  OS  stand  in  some  comer  for  to  hear 
AVhat  braving  terms  the  Pinner  wilUbreatbCi 
Wbea  he  spies  our  horses  in  the  com. 

XlfUer  Jenkin  blowing  of  hii  Horn. 

Jen.  O  master,  where  are  you?  we  have  a 
prize. 

Geo.  A  prize  f  what  is  it  ? 

Jen,  Three  goodly  horses  in  our  wheat  dose. 

Geo,  Three  horses  in  our  wheat  dose !  whose 
be  they? 

Jen.  Marry,  that's  a  riddle  to  me;  but  they  are 
there. 
Velvet  horses,  and  I  never  saw  snch  horses  he* 

fore. 
As  ^y  duw  was,  I  put  off  my  cap,  and  sud  as 

followeth : 
My  masters,  what  do  you  make  in  our  dose  ? 
One  of  them  bearing  me  ask  what  he  made  there, 
held  up  his  head  and  neighed,  and  after  his  man- 
ner laughed  as  heardly  as  if  a  mare  had  been  tied 
to  his  girdle.  My  masters,  said  I,  it  is  no  laugh- 
ing matter;  for,  if  my  master  take  you  here,  you 
go  as  round  as  a  top  to  the  pound.  Another  un- 
toward jafle  hearing  me  threaten  him  to  the  pound, 
and  to  tell  you  of  them,  cast  up  both  his  heels, 
and  let  a  monstrous  great  fart ;  that  was  as  much 
as  in  his  language  to  say,  a  fart  for  the  pounds 
and  a  fart  for  George  a  Green.  Now  I,  hearing 
this,  put  on  my  cap,  blew  my  horn,  called  them 
all  jades,  and  came  to  tell  you. 

Geo.  Now,  sir,  go  and  drive  me  those  three 
horses 
To  the  pound. 

Jen.  t}a  you  bear?  I  were  best  take  a  constable 
WithoMU 

Geo,  Why  so? 

Jen,  Wby,  they  beng  geoUemen*s  borsesi  may 
sund 


Oh  their  reputadon^  and  witt  not  obey  me. 

Geo,  Go,  do  as  I  bid  you,  shr. 

Jen,  Well,  I  may  eo. 

[The  Earl  tf  KBNI>AL^  the  Lord  Bov- 
field,  and  Sk-  Gilbert  AjiMSTBovGy 
meet  them. 

Ken.  Whither  away,  sir  i 

Jen.  Whither  away !  I  am  going  to  pat  ilie 
horses 
In  the  pound. 

Ken,  Sirrah,  those  three  horses  belong  to  ns, 
And  we  put  them  in,  and  they  must  tarry  thers 
And  eat  their  filL 

Jen.  Stay,  I  wiH  go  tell  my  master. 
Hear  yon,  master,  we  have  another  prize ; 
Those  three  horses  be  in  your  wheat  dose  stilly 
And  here  be  three  geldings  more. 

Geo,  What  be  these  ? 

Jen,  These  are  the  masters  of  the  horses. 

Geo,  Now,  gentlemen, — I  know  not  your  degree^ 
But  more  you  cannot  be,  unless  you  be  kings, — 
Why  wrong  you   us  of  Wakefield  with  your 

horses? 
I  am  the  Pinner,  and  before  you  pass. 
You  shall  make  good  the  trespass  they  have  done. 

Ken,  Peace,  saucy  mate,  prate  not  to  us. 
I  tell  thee,  Pmner,  we  are  gendemen. 

Geo,  Why,  sir,  so  may  I,  sir^  although  I  give  no 
arms. 

Ken,  Thou !  how  art  thou  a  gentleman  ? 

Jen,  And  such  is  my  master,  and  he  may  give 
as  good 
Arms  as  ever  your  great  grandfather  could  give. 

Ken.  Pray  thee,  let  me  hear  how  ? 

Jen.  Marry,  my  master  may  give  fur  his  arms 
The  picture  of  April  in  a  green  jerkin. 
With  a  rook  on  one  fist,  and  tn  bora  on  the 

other; 
But  my  master  gives  his  arms  the  wrong  way, 
For  he  gives  the  horn  on  his  fist; 
And  your  grandfather,  because  he  would  not  lose 
His  anus,  wears  the  born  on  his  own  bead. 

Ken,  Well,  Pinner,  since  our  horses  be  in. 
In  spite  of  thee,  they  now  shall  feed:  their  fill. 
And  eat  until  our  leisures  serve  to  go. 

Geo,  Now,  by  my  fatherS  soul, 
Were  eood  King  Edward's  horses  in  the  com. 
They  shall  amend  the  scaith,  or  kiss  the  pound ; 
Much  more  yours,  sir,  whatsoe'er  you  be. 

Ken.  Why,  man,  thou  knowest  not  us. 
We  do  belong  to  Henry  Momford,  earl  of  Ken- 
dall, 
Men  that,  before  a  month  be  full  espired. 
Will  be  King  Edward's  betters  in  the  land. 

Geo,  Kis%  Edward's  betters !  rebel,  thou  liest. 
[Georoe  strikei  him, 

Bon,  Villain,  what  hast  thou  done  ? 
Thou  hast  struck  an  earl. 

Geo.  Why,  what  care  I  ?  a  poor  man^  that  is 
true. 
Is  better  than  an  earl,  if  he  be  false. 
Traitors  reap  no  better  favours  at  my  hands* 
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Ken,  Ay,  so  methiuk^;  but  thou  shalt  dear 
*'  aby  this  blow. 
Now,  or  never,  lay  hold  on  the  Pinner, 

Enter  all  the  Ambush. 

Geo,  Stay,  my  lords,  let  us  parley  on  these  broils; 
Not  Hercules  against  two,  the  proverb  is, 
Nor  I  against  so  great  a  multitude. 
Had  not  your  troops  come  marching  as  they  did, 
I  would  have  stopt  your  passage  into  London : 
But  now  ril  fly  to  secret  policy.  t Aside. 

Ken.  What  dost  thou  murmur,  George  r 

Geo.  Marry  this,  my  lord ; 
I  muse,  if  thou  be  Henry  Momford,  Kendall's  earl, 
That  thou  wilt  do  poor  George  a  Greene  this 

wrong, 
Ever  to  match  me  with  a  ^oop  of  men. 

Ken,  Why  didst  thou  strike  me  then  ? 

Geo,  Why,  my  lord,  measure  me  but  by  your- 
self; 
Had  vou  a  man  had  served  you  long. 
And  heard  your  foe  misuse  you  behind  your  back. 
And  would  not  draw  his  sword  in  your  defence, 
You  would  cashier  him.    Much  more. 
King  Edward  is  my  king :  and  before  l'(l  hear  him 
So  wronf;'d,  I'll  die  within  this  place, 
And  maintain  good  whatsoever  I  have  said. 
And,  if  I  speak  not  treason  in  this  case, 
What  I  have  said  111  maintain  in  this  place. 

Bon.  A  pardon,  my  lord,  for  this  Pinner ; 
For  trust  me,  he  speaketh  like  a  man  of  worth. 

Ken.  Well,  Georee, 
Wilt  thou  leave  Wakefield,  and  '*  wend  with  me; 
I'll  freely  put  up  all,  and  pardon  thee. 

Geo.  Ay,  my  lord,  considering  me  one  thing. 
You  will  leave  these  arms,  and  follow  your  good 

Ken.  Why,  Geofge,  I  rise  not  against  king 
Edward, 
But  for  the  poor  that  is  opprest  by  wrong ; 


And,  if  king  Edward  will  redress  the  same^ 
I  will  not  ofifer  him  disparagement, 
But  otherwise,  and  so  let  this  suffice. 
Thou  helur'st  the  reason  why  I  rise  in  arms, 
Now  wilt  thou  leave  Wakefield,  and  wend  witb 

me, 
I'll  make  thee  captain  of  a  hardy  band. 
And,  when  I  have  my  will,  dub  thee  a  knight.^ 

Geo*  Why,  my  lord,  have  ye  any  hope  to  win  t 

Ken,  Why,  there  is  a  prophecy  doth  say. 
That  king  James  and  I  shall  meet  at  London, 
'3  And  make  the  king  vail  bonnet  to  us  both. 

Geo,  If  this  were  true,  my  lord,  this  were  n 
mighty  reason. 

Ken,  Why,  i(^  is  a  miraculous  prophecy,  and 
cannot'  fail. 

Geo,  Well,  m3r4ord,you  have  almost  turned  m^ 
Jenkin,  come  hither. 

Jen,  Sir. 

Geo.  Go  your  ways  home,  sir. 
And  drive  mc  th^se  three  horses  home  unto  mtj 

house. 
And  pour  them  down  a  bushel  of  good  oats. 

Jen.  Well, -I  will. — Must  I  give  these  scorvy 
horses' 
OaU  ?  [Exit  JcNKiK. 

Geo.  Will  it  please  you  to  command  your  train 
aside  r 

Ken,  Stand  aside.  [Exeunt  the  TVam. 

Geo,  Now  list  to  me: 
Here  in  a  wood,  not  far  from  hence. 
There  dwells  an  old  man  in  a  cave  alone. 
That  can  foretel  what  fortunes  shall  befal  yoo  ; 
For  he  is  greatly  skilful  in  magic  art. 
Go  you  tl^re  to  him  early  in  the  morning. 
And  question  him ;  if  he  says  good. 
Why  then,  my  lord,  I  am  the  toremost  man. 
We  will  march  up  with  your  camp  to  London. 

Ken,  George,  thou  honourest  me  in  this; 
But  where  shall  we  find  him  out  ? 


"  Jby  this  Jfoip.— To  ahjf,  is  to  pay  dear  for,  to  suffer.    So  in  foM  Tykr  and  his  Wijty  p.  19  : 

'*  My  neighbour  and  [  might  hap  to  abie^ 
If  we  should  so  do,  as  be  suffereth  you." 

Churchy ard*8  Challenge,  p.  273 : 

"  O  God  forbid  for  mother's  fault 

The  children  should  abye : 
No  graine  of  grudge,  nor  ground  of  guile, 

In  guiltlesse  babes  doe  lye." 

Midsummer's  Night's  Dream,  A.  3.  S.  2 : 
«  Thou  Shalt  aby  it." 

See  also  Mr  Steevens^s  note  on  the  last  passage. 

**  Wend— See  Note  to  Tancred  and  Gismundoy  A.  1.  S.  3.  vol.  H.  p.  174. 

>3  jnd  make  the  king  vail  bonnet  to  us  both.]  To  vail  botmet,  is  a  phrase  which  occurs  in  Edward  IT. 
voU  II.  p.  321.  and  also  in  Edward  III.  A.  4.  S.t.  In  all  these  pUces  It  means  to  stand  uncovered  as  • 
mark  of  submission.  Again,  we  find  to  vailjlag,  to  vail  cap,  to  vail  top,  in  other  writers  of  the  time ;  and 
all  these  several  modes  of  expression  are  intended  to  denote  either  inferiority  or  respect  in  the  persoas 
doing  these  several  acts. 
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Geo.  My  inaB  shmll  conduct  you  to  the  place ; 
But,  good  my  lords,  tell  me  true  what  the  old  man 
saith. 

Ken,  That  will  I,  as  I  am  earl  of  Kendall 

Geo.  Why  then,  to  honour  George  a  Greene 
the  more, 
Voacbsafe  a  piece  of  beef  at  raj  poor  house ; 
You  shall  have  wafer  cakes  your  fill, 
A  piece  of  beef  hung  up  since  Martilmas; 
If  that  like  you  not,  take  what  you  bring  for  me. 

Ken,  **  Gramercies,  George.  [ExeunL 

£fi/er  George  A  Greene's  BoyyriLY,di$gui$ed 
like  a  Woman, 

Wify,  O  what  U  love !  it  is  some  mighty  power, 
Else  could  It  never  conquer  George  a  Greene. 
Here  dwells  a  cburJ  that  keeps  away  hb  love. 
I  know  the  worst,  and  if  1  be  espied, 
Tis  but  a  heating;  and  if  I  by  this  means 
Can  ^et  fair  Bettri^  forth  her  father's  door, 
It  is  ennutLh.     Venus,  he  for  me,  and  she  ^lonc 
Be  aiding  to  my  wily  enterprize ! 

[He  knocks  at  the  Poof, 

Enter  Grime. 

Grime,  How  now  I  who  knocks  there  ?  what 
would  you  have  ? 
From  whence  came  you  ?  where  do  you  dwell  ? 
Wilif,  I  am,  lorsooth,  a  sempster's  maid  hard- 

That  hath  brought  work  home  to  your  daughter. 

Grime,  Nay,  are  ye  not  some  crafty  quean. 
That  comes  from  George  a  Greene,  that  jascal. 
With  some  letters  to  my  daughter? 
I  will  have  you  searched. 

WiUf,  Alas !  sir,  it  is  Hebrew  unto  me. 
To  tell  me  of  Geo^e  a  Green,  or  any  other. 
Search  me,  good  sir,  and  if  you  find  a  letter 
About  me,  let  me  have  the  punishment  that  is  due. 
Grime,  Why  are  you  muffied  ?    I  like  you  the 

worse  for  that* 
Wify,  I  am  not,  sir,  ashamed  to  shew  my  face; 
Yet  loth  I  ana  my  cheeks  should  take  the  air  t 
Nor  am  I  '^  chary  of  my  beauty's  bue. 
But  that  I  am  troubled  with  the  tooth-ache  sore. 
OrMie.  A  pretty  wench^  of  smiling  counte- 
nance! 
Old  men  can  like,  althoupli  they  cannot  love; 
Ajp  and  love,  though  not  so  brief  as  young  men 

can.— 
Well,  go  in,  my  wenoh,  and  speak  with  my  daugh- 
ter.— [Exit  Wily. 
I  wonder  much  at  the  earl  of  Kendall, 
Being  a  mighty  ipani  i|S  ytill  be  i% 


I  Yet  for  to  be  a  traitor  to  his  king, 
Is  more  than  God  or  man  will  well  allow. 
But  what  a  fool  am  I  to  talk  of  him  f 
My  mind  is  more  here  of  the  prettv  lass : 
Had  she  brought  some  forty  pounds  to  town, 
I  could  be  content  to  make  her  my  wife : 
Yet  I  have  heard  it  in  a  proverb  said. 
He  that  is  old,  and  mames  with  a  lass. 
Lies  but  at  home,  and  proves  himself  ah  ass. 

Enter  Bettris,  in  Wily's  apparel,  to  Grime. 

How  now,  my  wench,  how  is  it?  what, not  a  word  ? 
Alas,  poor  soul !  the  tooth-ache  plagues  her  sore. 
Well,  my  wench,  here  is  an  angel  for  to  buy 
Thee  pins,  and  I  pray  thee  use  mine  house; 
The  oftener,  the  more  welcome :  farewell.  [Exit, 
Bet,  O  blessed  love,  and  blessed  fortune  both! 
But,  Bettris,  stand  not  here  to  talk  of  love. 
But  hie  thee  straight  unto  thy  George  a  Greene. 
Never  vent  roebuck  swifter  on  the  downs, 
Than  I  will  trip  it  till  I  see  my  George.     [Exit, 

^ntfr  t^e  Earl  of  KEi^DAtL,  fAtrd  Bonfield, 
Sir  Gilbert,  and  Jlukik  the  Clown. 

Ken,  Come  away,  Jenkin. 

Jen,  Come,  here's  bis  house,— Where  be  yon, 

ho? 
Geo.  Who  knocks  there  ? 
Ken,  Here  are  two  or  three  poor  men,  father. 
Would  speak  with  you. 
Geo,  rray,  give  your  man  leave  to  lead  me 

forth. 
Ken,  Go,  Jenkin,  fetch  him  forth. 
Jen,  Come,  old  man. 

Enter  QpoRpE  a  Qreeue  disguised. 

Ken,  Father,  here  is  three  poor  men  come  to 
question 
Thee  a  word  in  secret,  that  concerns  their  lives. 

Geo,  Say  on,  my  sons. 

Keri,  Father,  1  am  sure  you  hear  the  news. 
How  that  the  earl  of  Kendall  wars  against  the 

king. 
Now,  father,  we  three  are  gentlemen  by  birth, 
But  younger  brethren  that  want  revenues. 
And  for  the  hope  we  have  to  be  prefer'd, 
If  that  we  knew  that  we  shall  win, 
We  will  march  with  him  : 
If  not,  we  will  not  march  a  foot  to  London  more. 
Therefore,  good  father,  tell  us  what  shall  happen. 
Whether  the  king  or  the  earl  of  Ken^l  shall  win. 

Geo,  The  kmg^  my  son. 

JiTen.  Art  thou  sure  of  that  ? 

Geo,  Ay,  as  sure  as  thou  art  Henry  Momford, 
The  one  lord  Bonfield,  the  other  nr  Gilbert. 


■^  Orameretesj  Qeorge^^Qramerey,  that  b,  says  Mr  Hawkins,  OHghn  of  Drama,  Vol.  III.  969,  grand 
nserei ;  or,  I  tbank  ye.    Jt  vous  remercU,    In  this  sense  it  was  coostant^  used  by  cor  first  writers. 

"  Chary. — Careful.  So,  in  finpAiiet,  p  S8.  «•  You  have  made  so  large  profer  of  your  service,  aod  so 
Ikyre  promises  of  your  fidelitie,  that  were  I  not  over  ckarie  of  mine  iionesty,  yoa  woold  inveigle  me  t» 
•hake  bands  with  chastitle.'' 

VOL.  I.  3  L 
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Ken.  Why,  this  k  woodrous,  being  bikkl  of 
sight, 
His  deep  peroeivanoe  should  be  such  to  know  ns. 

Gil.  Magic  is  mighty,  and  foretelleth  great 
jnatters.— 
Indeed,  Aitber,  here  is  the  earl  come  to  see  thee, 
'^  And  therefore,  good  father,  fable  not  with  him. 

Ceo,  Welcome  is  the  earl  to  my  poor  cell. 
And  so  are  you,  my  lords ;  but  let  me  counsel  you 
To  leave  these  wars  against  your  king, 
And  live  in  quiet 

Ken.  Fathier,  we  come  aot  for  adiw:e  in  war, 
But  to  know  whether  we  shall  win  or  '^  leese. 

Geo.  Lose,  gentle  lords,  but  not  by  good  kuig 
Edward : 
A  baser  man  shall  give  you  all  the  foil. 

Ken.  Ay,  marry,  father,  what  man  is  that? 

Geo.  Poor  George  a  Greene,  the  Pinner. 

Ken.  What  shall  he  ? 

Geo.  Pull  all  your  plumes^  and  aore  dishonour 
you. 

Ken.  He !  as  how  ? 

Geo.  Nay,  the  end  tries  all;  but  so  it  will  fall 
out. 

Ken.  But  so  it  shall  not,  by  my  honour, Christ! 
rU  raise  my  camp,  and  fire  Wakefield  towiv  . 
And  take  that  servile  Pinner  George  a  Greene, 
And  butcher  him  before  king  Edward's  face. 

Geo.  Good  my  lord,  be  not  oflfended. 
For  I  speak  no  more  than  art  reveals  to  me  i 
And,  for  greater  proof. 
Give  your  man  leave  to  fetch  me  my  staff. 

Ken.  Jenkin,  fetch  him  his  walkii\g-sta£ 

Jen.  Here  is  your  walking-tta£ 

Geo.  I'll  prove  it  good  upon  your  carcases : 
A  wiser  wizard  never  met  you  yet. 
Nor  one  that  better  could  foredoom  your  fall : 
Now  I  have  singled  you  here  alone, 
I  care  not  though  you  be  three  to  one. 

Ken.  Villain,  hast  thou  betray'd  us  ? 

Geo.  Momford,  thou  liest !  never  was  I 
A  traitor  yet ;  only  devised  tliis  guile 
To  draw  you  on,  for  to  be  com^tants. 
Now  coDouer  me,  and  then  march  on  to  London. 
But  it  shall  go  hard,  but  I  will  hold  you  task. 

Gil.  Come,  mv  lord,  cheerly,  I'll  kill  him  hand 
to  haud. 

Ken.  A  thousand  pound  to  him  that  strikes 
that  stroke. 

Geo.  Then  give  it  me,  for  I  will  have  the  first. 
[Here  thetf fight,  George  hilU  Gil- 
BERT,  and  take$  the  other  two  Pri- 
sonerM. 


Bon.  Stay,  George,  we  do  appeaL 

Geo.  To  whom? 

Bon.  Why,  to  the  king: 
For  rather  bad  we  bide  what  he  arnxnuts, 
Than  here  be  murthered  by  a  servile  groom.' 

Ken.  What  wilt  thou  do  with  us? 

Geo.  Even  as  lord  Bonfield  '<  wist : 
You  shall  unto  the  kin^  and  for  that  porpow. 
See  wher«  the  justice  is  placed. 

Enter  Justice. 

Jutt.  Now,  my  lord  of  Kendall,  where  be  all 
yourthircats? 
Even  as  the  cause,  so  is  the  combat  fallen. 
Else  one  could  never  have  conquei^d  three. 

Ken.  I  pray  thee,  Woodroffis,  do  not  twit  me ; 
If  I  have  taulted,  I  must  make  amends. 

Geo.  Master  Woodrofie,  here  is  not  a  place 
for  many  words. 
I  beseech  ye,  sir,  discharge  all  his  soldiers, 
That  every  man  may  go  home  unto  his  own  boose. 

Juit.  It  shall  be  so ;  what  wilt  thoa  do,  George  ? 

Geo.  Master  Woodrofie,  look  to  your  charge. 
Leave  me  to  myself. 

Jtti^  Come,  my  lords. 

\Exeunt  all  hut  Georoc 

Geo.  Here  sit  thou,  George,  wearing  a  wiUcwr 
wreath, 
As  one  despairing  of  thy  beauteous  love» 
Fie,  George !  no  more ; 
Pine  not  away  for  that  which  cannot  be. 
I  cannot  joy  m  any  earthly  bliss, 
So  long  as  I  do  want  my  Bettris. 

Enter  Jlvkiv. 

Jen.  Who  see  a  master  of  mine? 

Geo.  How  now,  sirrah,  whither  away  ? 

Jen.  Whidier  away  ?  why,  who  do  yon  take  Hie 

tobe? 
Geo.  Why,  Jenkin,  my  man. 
Jen.  I  was  so  once  indeed,  but  now  the  case  b 

altered. 
Geo.  I  pray  thee,  as  how  ? 
Jen.  Were  not  you  a  fortunerteller  to-day  ? 
Geo.  Well,  what  of  that  ? 
Jen.  So  sure  am  I  become  a  juggler. 
What  will  you  say  if  I  juggle  your  sweetheart  ? 
Geo.  Peace,  prating  ''  losell ;  her  jealous  fa- 
ther 
Doth  wait  over  her  with  such  suspicious  eyes. 
That,  if  a  man  but  dally  by  her  feet, 
He  thinks  it  strught  a  witch  to  charm  his  daugh* 
ur. 


'6  yind  therefore,  &c.— The  same  expression  is  in  Shakespeare  and  MUton. 
The  First  Part  otHcHryyi.  Act  4.  Sc.  2. : 

'<  Ue  fables  not,  I  hear  the  enemv." 
Comui,  1.  800.  ^ 

"  8he/a»/et  not,  I  feel  that  I  do  fear.'' 
'7  teeie.-^i.  e.  Ioh*    Anciently  spelt  in  this  manner. 

^»  fFW.— TbonghU    So,  in  Laugh  and  Ue  down  at  tha  World's  Folljf,  1605,  S^  B  4;  ** 
deepe  sighe,  saying.  Had  /  mist  this  woald  have  falne  out.'* 
[9  Loietf.— Sec  hote  66.  on  Qammer  QurUnCt  NudU,  p.  1 17. 
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Jen.  Welly  what  will  jou  pre  me^  if  I  bring 

herhithar? 
Geo;  A  suit  of  greao,  and  twcatj  crowns  be- 

ades. 
Jem  Weill  bj  joar  leare.  give  ma  faom; 
Ton  matt  give  me  something  that  you  have  late- 
ly worn. 
Geo*  Hera  is  a  ^wn«  will  that  serve  your 
Jem,  Ay,  this  will  serve  me;  keep  out  of  my 
circle. 
Lest  ye  be  torn  in  pieces  with  she-devilas 
Biistress  Bettris,  oncej,  twice,  thrice. 

IHe  lArowl  tkegroHndimttrndsAe  crnnwoHt, 
Oh,  18  this  no  ciuini«g? 

Gee.  It  this  o^  love  ?  or  is  it  but  her  shadow? 
Jen,  Ay»  this  is  the  shadow,  but  here  is  the  sub- 


Geo,  Tell  me,  sweet  love,  what  good  fortune 
brought  thee  hither  ? 
For  one  it  waa  that  favoured  George  a  Greene. 
Bet%  Both  love  and  fortune  brought  me  to  my 
Geo«K», 
In  whose  sweet  sight  is  all  my  heart's  content. 
Geo,  Tell  me»  sweet  leve,  how  cam'st  thou 

from  thy  father's  I 
Bet,  A  willing  mind  hath  many  slips  in  love. 
It  was  not  I,  hot  Wily  thv  aweet  boy. 
Geo.  And  where  is  Wily  now  ? 
Bet.  In  my  apparel  in  my  chamber  stiU. 
Geo.  Jenkm^  come  hither :  go  to  Bradford, 
And  listen  out  your  fellow  Wi^,— • 
Come,  Bettris,  let  us  in. 
And  in  my  cottage  we  will  sit  and  talk. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  King  Edward,  the  King  of  Scott,  Lord 
Warwick,  yonng  Cuddt,  and  their  Train, 

Edm.  Brother  of  Scotland,  I  da  hold  it  har4 
Seeing  a  league  of  truce  was  late  con6rm'd 
Twixt  you  aod  me,  without  displeasure  oflTeied, 
You  should  make  such  invasion  in  my  land. 
The  vows  of  kin^s  should  be  aa  oracles, 
Not  blemish'd  with  the  stain  of  any  breach ; 
Chiefly  wher«  fealty  and  homage  willetb  it. 

James,  Brother  of  England,  rub  not  the  sore 
afresh; 
My  conscience  grieves  roe  ibr  my  deep  misdeed. 
I  have  the  worst ;  of  thirty  thousand  men. 
There  'scapt  not  full  five  thousand  from  the  field. 

Sd9f.  Uramercy,  Musgrove,  else  it  had  gone 
hard. 
Cuddy,  111  quite  thee  well  ere  we  two  part. 

Jwnes.  But  had  not  his  old  father,  William 
Mttsgrove, 
Pkyed  twice  the  man,  I  had  «at  now  been  here. 
A  stronger  man  I  seldom  felt  before ; 


But  one  of  more  resolute  vidiance 
Treads  not,  I  think,  upon  the  English  ground. 
Edw.  I  wot  well,  Musgrove  shall  not  lose  his 

hire. 
Cuddy.  And  it  please  your  grace,  my  father 
was 
Five  score  and  three  at  Midsummer  last  past : 
Yet  had  king  James  been  as  good  as  George  a 

Greene,  , 

Yet  Billy  Musgrove  would  have  fought  with  him. 

Edm.  As  George  a  Greene  ? 
I  pray  thee.  Cuddy,  let  me  question  thee. 
Much  have  I  beard,  since  I  came  to  my  crown, 
Many,  in  mamicr  of  a  proverb,  say. 
Were  he  as  good  as  George  a  Greene^  I  would 

strike  him  sure. 
i  pray  thee  tell  me,  Cuddy,  can'st  thou  inform  me. 
What  is  that  George  a  Greene  ? 

Cuddif,  Know,  my  lord,  I  never  saw  the  man. 
But  midde  talk  is  of  him  in  the  country : 
They  say  he  is  the  Pinner  of  Wakefield  town  ; 
But  for  his  other  qualities,  I  let  alone. 

War.  May  it  please  your  grace,  I  know  the 

man  too  well. 
Edw.  Too  well !  why  so,  Warwick  ? 
War,  For  once  he  swinged  me,  till  my  boneib 

did  ache. 
Edw.  Wl^,  dares  he  strike  an  earl? 
War.  An  earl,  my  lord !  nay,  he  will  strike  a 
king. 
Be  it  not  king  Edward.   For  stature  he  is  framed 
Dke  to  the  picture  of  stout  Hercules, 
And  for  his  carriage  passeth  Itobin  Hood. 
The  boldest  earl  or  Imron  of  our  land, 
That  ofifereth  *®  scath  unto  the  town  of  Wakefield, 
George  will  arrest  his  pledge  unto  the  pound ; 
And  whoso  resisteth  bears  away  the  blows, 
For  he  himself  is  good  enough  for  three. 
Edw.  Why,  this  is  wonderous !— My  lord  ef 
Warwick, 
Sore  do  I  long  to  see  this  George  a  Greene. 
But,  leering  mm,  what  shall  we  do,  my  lord. 
For  to  subdue  the  rebels  in  the  north  ? 
They  are  now  marching  up  to  Doncaster. 

Efi^er  one  with  the  Earl  o/Kendall,  Prisoner. 

Soft,  who  have  we  there  ? 

Cuddy,  Here  is  a  traitor,  the  c-arl  of  Kendall. 

Edw.  Aspiring  traitor  !  how  dar*st  thou  once 
Cast  thine  eyes  upon  thy  sovereign. 
That  honour *d  thee  with  kindncbs  and  with  fa- 
vour? _, 
But  I  will  make  thee  buy  this  treason  dear. 

Ken.  Good  my  lord — 

Edw,  Reply  not,  traitor. 
Tell  me,  Cuddy,  whose  deed  of  honou 


^  Scathr^Seath  is  harm,  mischief.    As  in  Richard  III.  A.  1.  S.  .S  :— 
^  To  pray  fbr  them  that  hath  doae  scathe  to  as." 
The  Second  Part  of  Hairy  VL  A.  3.  S.  4  :^ 

"  All  these  cookl  not  procure  me  any  icotA*.'* 
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GEORGE  A  GREENE, 


[Anonymouk 


Won  the  victory  agtiinst  this  rebel  ? 
Cud(fy.  George  a  Greene,  the  Pinner  of  Wake- 
field. 
Edw.  George  a  Greene  !  now  shall  1  hear  news 
Certain,  what  this  Pinner  is : 
Discourse  it  briefly,  Cuddy,  how  it  befel. 
Cuddj/.  Kendall  and  Bonfleld,  with  Sir  Gilbert 
Armstrong, 
Caroe  to  Wakefield  town  disguised, 
And  there  spoke  ill  of  your  grace; 
Which  George  but  hearing,  fell'd  them  at  his  feet; 
And,  had  not  rescue  come  into  the  place, 
George  liad  slain  him  in  his  close  of  wheat 

Eda,  But,  Cuddy,  canst  thou  not  tell 
Where  I  might  give  and  grant  some  thing, 
That  might  please,  and  highly  gratify  the  Pinner's 
thoughts  ? 
Cuddif,  This  at  their  parting  George  did  say  to 
roe: 
If  the  king  vouchsafe  of  this  my  service, 
Then,  gentle  Cuddy,  kneel  upon  thy  knee. 
And  humhiy  crave  a  boon  ot  him  for  me. 
Edw.  Coddy,  what  is  it  ? 
Cuddy,  It  is  his  will  your  grace  should  pardon 
them, 
*  Ahd  let  them  live,  although  they  have  ofiended. 
Edw.  I  think  the  man  striveth  to  be  glorious. 
Well,  George  hath  craved  it,  and  it  shall  be  grant- 
ed. 
Which  n(»ne  but  he  in  England  should  have  gotten. 
Live,  Kendall,  but  as  prisoner; 
So  shalt  tliou  end  thy  days  within  the  Tower. 

Ken,  Gracious  is  Edward  to  offending  subjects. 

,    Jamet,  My  lord  of  Kendall,  you  are  welcome 

to  the  court 

Edw,  Nay,  but  ill  come  as  it  falls  out  now ; 

Ay,  ill  come  indeed,  were  it  not  for  George  a 

Greene. 
Bur,  gentle  king,  for  so  yon  would  aver. 
And  Edward's  lielters,  I  salute  you  both; 
And  here  I  vow  by  good  Saint  George, 
You  will  gain  but  little  when  your  sums  are  count- 
ed. 
I  sore  do  long  to  see  this  George  a  Greene : 
And  for  because  I  never  saw  the  North, 
I  will  forthwith  go  see  it: 
And  for  that  to  none  I  will  be  known, 
We  will  disguise  ourselves,  and  steal  down  secretly. 
Thou  and  I,  king  James,  Cuddy,  and  two  or  three, 
And  make  a  merry  journey  for  a  month. 
Av\ay  then,  conduct  him  to  the  Tower. 
Come  on,  king  James,  my  heart  roust  needs  ht 

merry, 
If  fortune  makes  such  havock  of  our  foes. 

[Exeunt. 


Enter  Robik  Hood,  Maid  Mabian,  Scarlet, 
and  MtJCH  the  MiUer^i  Son, 

Robin,  Why  is  not  lovely  Marian  blithe  of 
cheer? 
What  ails  my  lemroan,  that  she  *^aB  to  lower  ? 
Say,  good  Marian,  why  art  tboii  so  sad? 

Marian,  Nothing,  my  Robin,  gritrvet  me  ta  the 
"  heart, 
But  whensoever  I  do  walk  abroad, 
I  hear  no  songs  but  all  of  George  a  Greene: 
Bettris  his  fair  lemman  passeth  me; 
And  this,  my  Robin,  galls  my  very  soul. 

Robin.  Content;  i\hat  wreaks  it  us^  thongfi 
George  a  Greene 
Be  stout,  so  long  as  he  doth  proflfer  as  no  scath? 
Envy  doth  seldom  hurt  but  to  itself, 
And  therefore,  Marian,  smile  upon  thy  Robin. 

Marian,  Never  will  Marian  smile  upon  her 
Robin, 
Nor  lie  with  him  under  the  green-wood  shade. 
Till  that  thou  go  to  Wakefield  on  a  green. 
And  beat  the  Pinner  for  the  love  of  me. 

Robin.  Content  thee,  Marian,  i  will  ease  thy 
grief. 
My  merry  men  and  I  will  thither  stray ; 
And  here  I  vow,  that,  for  the  love  of  thee, 
I  will  beat  George  a  Greene,  or  be  shall  beat  me. 

Scarlet,  As  I  am  Scarlet,  next  to  little  John, 
One  of  the  boldcmt  yeomen  of  the  crew, 
So  will  I  "  wend  with  Robin  ail  along, 
And  try  this  Pinner  what  he  dares  to  do. 

**  Much.  As  I  am  Much,  the  miller's  son. 
That  left  my  mill  to  go  with  thee, 
And  nil  repent  that  I  have  done. 
This  pleasant  life  contenteth  me; 
In  aught  I  may,  to  do  thee  good, 
ril  live  and  die  with  Robin  Hood. 

Marian.  And,  Robin,  Marian  she  will  go  with 
thee, 
To  see  fair  Bettris  how  bright  she  is  of  blee. 

Robin,  Marian,  thou  shalt  go  with  thy  Robin. 
Bend  up  your  bows,  and  see  vour  strings  be  tight. 
The  arrows  keen,  and  every  thing  be  ready. 
And  each  of  you  ^'  a  good  bat  on  bis  neck. 
Able  to  lay  a  good  man  on  the  ground. 

Scarlet,  I  will  have  friar  Tucke's. 

Much,  I  will  have  little  John's. 

Robin.  I  will  have  one  made  of  an  ashen  plank* 
Able  to  bear  a  bout  or  two. 
Then  come  on,  Marian,  let  us  go ; 
For  before  the  sun  doth  shew  the  morning  day, 
I  will  be  at  WakefieM  to  see  this  Pinner,  Geor|^ 
a  Greene.  [Exeunt. 


*•  fr«irf.— The  old  word  for  travel. 
^  Much.^ln  the  Ballads  be  is  called  Midge. 

*'  ji  good  bat  on  hh  neck,— A  bat  Is  a,  club.     So  in  King  Lear^  A.  4.  8. 6 :  «<  — Isc  try  whether  yool' 
costard  or  my  bat  be  the  harder.*'— See  Mr  Steeveos^s  ^ote  on  this  paaage. 
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Enter  a  Shoemaker  utiing  upon  the  Stage  at 
work;  Jenkin  to  hm4 

Jenk.  Mj  masters,  hm  that  hfttb  oeidier  meat 
nor  money. 
And  hath  lost  his  credit  with  the  alewife^ 
For  any  thing  I  know,  may  go  si  pperless  to  bed. 
Bot  soft,  who  is  here  ?  here  is  a  shoemaker; 
He  knows  where  is  the  best  ale^— 
Shoemaker,  I  pray  thee  tell  me, 
Where  is  the  best  ale  in  the  town  i 

Shoe.  Afore,  afore,  follow  thy  nose. 
At  the  si^  of  the  egg>sheiL 

Jenk,  Come,  Shoemaker,  if  thou  wilt. 
And  take  thy  part  of  a  pot. 

Shoe.  Sirrah,  down  with  your  stafl^ 
Down  with  your  sta£fl 

Jenk,  Why,  how  now,  is  die  fellow  mad } 
I  pray  thee  tell  me,  why  should  I  hold  down  roy 
staff? 
Shoe.  You  will  down  with  him,  sir^  will  you 

not,  sir  ? 
Jenk.  Why,  tell  me  wherefore? 
Shoe.  My  friend,  this  is  the  town  of  merry 
Wakefield, 
And  here  is  n  custom  held,  that  none  shall  pass 
With  his  staff  on  his  shoulders,  but  he  must  have 
A  bout  with  me ;  and  so  shall  you,  sir. 
Jenk,  And  so  will  not  I,  sir. 
Shoe.  That  will  I  try.  ^  Barking  dogs  bite  not 

the  forest. 
Jenk,  I  would  to  God,  I  were  once  well  rid  of 
him.  [Jtide, 

Shoe,  Now,  what,  will  you  down  with  your  staff? 
Jenk,  Why,  you  are  not  in  earnest,  are  you  ? 
Shoe.  If  I  am  not,  take  that 
Jenk,  You  whoreson  cowardly  scab. 
It  is  but  the  part  of  a  *^  clapperdudgeon. 
To  strike  a  man  in  the  street. 
Bot  darest  thou  walk  to  the  town's  end  with  me  ? 

Shoe,  Ay,  that  1  dare  do : 
Bot  stay  uU  I  lay  in  my  tools,  and  I  will  go 
With  thee  to  the  town's  end  presently. 
Jenk.  1  would  1  knew  how  to  be  rid  of  this  fel- 
low. [AiUie, 


Shoe.  Come,  sir,  will  you  come  to  the  town's 
end  now,  nr? 

Jenk,  Ay,  sir,  come. 
Now  we  are  at  the  town's  end,  what  say  you  now  } 

Shoe,  Marry  come,  let  us  even  have  a  bout 

Jenk.  Ha,  stay  a  little,  bold  thy  handsy  I  pray 
thee. 

Shoe.  Why,  what's  the  matter? 

Jenk,  Faith,  I  am  Under-pinner  of  a  town. 
And  there  is  an  order,  which  if  I  do  not  keepy 
I  shall  be  turned  out  of  my  oflBce. 

Shoe,  What  is  that,  sir  ? 

Jenk.  Whensoever  I  go  to  Bght  with  any  body, 
I  use  to  flourish  my  suff  thrice  about  my  tiead 
Before  I  strike,  and  then  shew  no  favour.* 

Shoe,  Well,  sir,  aud  till  then  1  will  not  strike 
thee. 

Jenk,  Well,  sir,  here  is  ooce,  twice— here  is  my 
hand, 
I  will  never  do  it  the  third  time. 

Shoe,  Why  then,  I  see,  we  shall  not  fight* 

Jenk,  Faith  no :  come,  I  will  give  thee  two  poCi 
Of  the  best  ale,  and  be  friends. 

Shoe.  Faiths  1  see. 
It  is  as  hard  to  get  water  out  of  a  flint, 
As  to  get  him  to  have  a  bout  with  me : 
Therefore  I  will  enter  into  him  for  some  good 

cheer. — 
My  friend,  I  see  thou  art  a  faint-hearted  fellow, 
Tbou  hast  no  stomach  to  fight. 
Therefore  let  us  go  to  the  ale-liouse  and  drink. 

JenL  Well,  content;  go  thy  ways- and  say  thy 
prayers, 
Thou  'scapest  my  hands  to-day.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Geoboe  a  Green  aiiJBETTRis. 

George.  Tell  me,  sweet  love,  how  is  thy  mind 
content  ? 
>Vhat,  canst  thou  brook  to  live  with  George  a 
Green? 
Bet.  Oh,  George,  how  little  pleasing  are  these 
words! 
Came  I  from  Bradford  for  the  love  of  thee? 
And  left  my  father  for  so  sweei  a  friend  ? 
Here  will  I  live  until  my  life  ao  end. 


The  mode  of  exprenlon  here  used  is  very  fiequent  in  ancient  writeis.  So,  in  Muoday's  Tramlation  of 
Pmlmerin  D^Oliva,  1&88,  p.  36.  «*  —bo  ascended  be  the  hyll,  by  a  little  trackt  foote  path,  with  hys 
yron  mace  on  hi»  ntckey  aud  the  glaae  for  the  water  fastened  at  his  gyrdle.'* 

Dekkar's  Belman  of  London^  Sign,  k  S :  '*  —  But  when  I  approached  neere  onto  him,  and  beheld  a 
nan  with  a  lanthorne  and  candle  in  his  haad,  a  long  stafTe  on  hU  netke,  and  a  dogge  at  his  tayle,  &c." 

Dekkar*8  Belmont  Night  fVtUkety  Sign.  I  8 :  ** — He  tooke  him  for  lome curlesb  JUobgoblin, leeing  a 
long  staffe  on  hit  neeko^  imd  therefore  to  be  one  of  his  own  fellowes.^' 

See  also  Dr  Fanner's  and  Mr  Steevens*8  ^Notes  on  M  ycu  like  tl,  A.  1 .  S.  2. 
^  Barking  dogt^  ^c— This  was  proverbial.    See  Rays*s  Proverht^  p.  76. 

^s  Clapperdudgeon. — ^A  cant  term  for  a  beggar  bora.  DeklLar*s  Villainies  discovered,  &c.  1(K0,  Sign. 
VS.    ^  in  Ben  Jomon'9  Staple  of  Nem,  A.  2,  S.  4 1-^ 

** Whatl  a  clapper  dudgeon  i 

*'  That's  a  good  sign,  to  have  a  beggar  follow  him 
"  So  near  at  his  fint  entry  into  fortune.** 
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GEORGE  A  GREENE, 


[Anontmovb. 


Enter  Robin  Hood^  and  MAEiAVy  tmd  his  Drain. 

Geo.  Happy  am  I  to  have  to  swMt  a  love* 
But  what  ara  then  come  *^  tranng  here  along  ? 

Bet,  Three  men  come  striking  throiigfi  the 
com,  my  love. 

Geo.  Back  agam,  yovi  foolish  travellers. 
For  yoa  are  wrong,  and  maj  not^'  wend  this 
way. 

J9L  HoocL  That  were  great  shaihe.    Now  hy 
my  sool,  prood  sir, 
Vie  be  three  ^  tall  yeomen,  and  thoo  but  one* 
Come,  we  will  forward  in  despite  of  him. 

Geo.  Leap  the  ditch,  or  I  will  make  you  skip. 
What,  cannot  the  highway  serve  yoor  torn, 
But  you  must  make  a  path  over  me  com  } 

R.  Hood.  Why,  art  thou  mad?  dai'st  thou 
encounter  three  ? 
We  are  no  babes,  man,  look  upon  our  limits. 

Geo,  ^rrah,  the  bi^est  limbs  have  not  the 
stoutest  hearts. 
Were  ye  as  good  as  Robin  Hood,  and  his  three 

merry  men, 
ni  drive  you  back  the  same  way  that  ye  came; 
Be  ye  men,  ye  soom  to  encounter  me  all  at  once, 
But  be  ye  cowards,  set  upon  me  all  three. 
And  try  the  Pinner  what  he  dares  perform. 

Scar.  Wert  thou  as  high  in  deeds 
As  thou  art  haughty  in  words. 
Thou  well  mightest  be  a  champion  for  a  King : 
But  empty  vessels  have  the  loudest  sounds, 
And  cowards  prattle  more  than  men  of  worth. 

Geo.  Sirrah,  darest  thou  try  me  ? 

Scar,  Ay,  sirrah,  that  I  dara. 

[Theyjight,  and  Geoboe  ▲  Greeive  beats  him. 


MueJL  How  bow?  wfaat»  art  thou  down? 
Come,  sir,  I  am  next. 
\Iii^fightf  and  Gsorgb  l  Greene  beats  kim 
K.  Hood.  Come,  sirrah,  now  to  me;  spare  me 
not, 
For  ril  not  spare  thee. 
Geo.  Make  no  doubt^  I  win  be  as  liberal  to 
thee. 

[Theyjight^  Robin  Hood  ifeyt. 
R.  Hood.  Stay,  George,  for  here  I  do  proin^ 
Tbou  art  the  stoutest  champion  that  ever  I 
Laid  hands  upon. 

Geo.  Soft,  you  sir,  by  your  leave,  you  Ue, 
You  never  yet  laid  hands  on  me. 
R.Hood.^  George,  wilt  thou  forsake  Wake- 
field, 
And  go  with  me  ? 

Two  liveries  will  I  give  Aee  every  year. 
And  forty  crowns  £all  be  thy  fee. 
Geo.  Why,  who  art  thou  ? 
R.  Hood.  Why,  Robin  Hood : 
I  am  come  hither  with  my  Marian, 
And  these  my  yeomen  for  to  visit  thee. 

Geo.  Rohm  Hood ! 
Next  to  king  Edward  art  thou  leefe  ^  to  me. 
Welcome,  sweet  Robin  Hood ;  welcome,  maid 

Manan; 
And  welcome,  vou  mv  friends.     Will  you  to  ray 

poor  house  r 
You  shall  have  wafer-cakes  your  fill, 
A  piece  of  beef  hung  up  since  ^  Mardemas, 
Mutton  and  veal ;  if  this  like  you  not, 
Take  that  vou  find,  or  that  you  bring  for  me« 
I      R.  Hood.  Godamercies,  good  George^ 
I  ril  be  thy  gnest  to-day. 


^  IVafMi^.— FollowiDg.  So,  In  Charchyard's  ChaUmge^  p.  180 ; 

"  All  hand  and  band  they  traced  on 

*'  A  trickaie  ancient  roand, 
^  And  soone  as  shadewes  were  they  gone, 
**  And  might  no  more  be  found. 
Macbeth,  A.  A.  S.\  I 

•*  —  gWc  to  the  edge  o'  the  sword 
*'  Uis  wife,  his  babes,  and  all  onfortonate  souls 
.  <<  That  (r«ee  him  in  his  line." 

^7  FTmd.— Seep.452. 

^  Tdl  JT^omefu—The  word  tail  la  this  place,  and  in  siest  ef  ear  attoiiet  writaia,  is  not  dasigaed  to 
give  us  an  idea  of  height  or  bulk,  but  slgnificB  «<oM,  bayt^  or  9Quwag$ou%  Thus,  In  Pierce  Ptnmilemfs 
Supplication  to  the  Divell,  p.  9 :  «<  Ulya^s  was  a  (oU  mea  under  A  jax  shield :  but  by  hlmselfe  bee  weaU 
never  adventure  but  in  the  night.*' 

HaU*8  Chronicle^  Hwry  JF.  p.  U :  '*  And  with  that  woffd  Sir  Piers  eottied  late  the  chazaher  weU 
armed  with  eight  tall  men  in  hafnesi." 

Ibid.  p.  17  :  *'  —  dyd  gather  a  houge  ara^  of  tweotie  thouiaade  taUe  mmme  and  auue.** 

So  Bobadil  addresses  Downright  by  the  title  of  T$U  men.  Sea  Boery  Mm  in  his  ihmumr,  A.  4  S.  7. 
and  Mr  )Vballey'8  Note  thereon. 

^^  George,  miU  thou,  ^.^See  the  ballad  in  Evaw*s  CWMfoa,  toL  1.  p.  109. 

3«  Lec/c— Sec  Note  to  Oamfuer  Gurton*B  NeedU,  p.  lU. 

3'  MartUma».—Martiema»  b  corrupted  f^em  Mmtiamm^  the  feast  of  St  Martin,  the  eleventh  of  Novem- 
ber. The  corruption,  as  Jtfr  Steeve«s  remarks  (Nate  to  the  Second  Airt  of  Henry  XV.  A.  9.  S.  %.)  isf«- 
neral  in  all  the  old  Fhiys. 
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Geo,  Robioy  tberan  thoa  honoarest  me. 
rU  lead  the  way.  [ExetuU. 

Enter  King  £i>wa»d  and  King  James,  ditguised, 
with  two  tUtoez. 

Edm,  Come  on,  king  Jamesy  now  we  are  dius 
disguised. 
There  it  none  (I  know)  will  take  us  to  be  kings : 
I  think  we  are  now  in  Bradford, 
Wiwre  all  the  meny  shoemakers  dwell. 
Enter  a  Shoemaker, 

Shoe.  Down  with  your  stares,  my  friends^ 
Down  with  them.  ^ 

Edw.  Down  with  our  staves !  I  pray  thee, 
why  so  ? 

Shoe*  My  friend,  I  see  thou  art  a  stranger  here, 
Else  would'st  thou  not  have  questioned  of  the 

thing. 
This  is  the  town  of  merry  Bradford, 
And  here  hath  been  a  custom  kept  of  old. 
That  none  may  bear  his  staff  upon  his  neck. 
But  trail  it  all  along  throughout  the  town, 
Unless  they  mean  to  baTe  a  bout  with  me. 

Edm.  But  hear  you,  sir,  bath  the  king 
Granted  you  this  custom? 

Shoe,^^  King  or  Kaisar,  none  shall  pass  this 
way, 
Except  king  £dward ; 

No,  not  the  stoutest  groom  that  haunts  his  court : 
Therefore  down  with  your  staves. 

Edw.  What  were  we  best  to  do? 

James,  Faith,  my  lord,  they  are  stout  fellows; 
And,  because  we  will  see  some  sporty 
We  will  trail  our  staves. 

Edw.  Hear^st  thou,  my  friend  ? 
Because  we  are  men  of  peace  and  travellers^ 
We  are  content  to  trail  our  staves. 

Shoe*  The  way  lies  before  you,  go  along. 

Enter  Robiv  Hood  and  Gborob  a  Gresve  di^ 
guited. 

R,  Hood.  See,  Geoige,  two  men  are  ptinng 
through  the  town. 
Two  lus^  men,  and  yet  they  trail  tfadr  staves. 


Oeo.  Robin,  tbey  are  some  peasants  trickt  ia 
yeooaan's  weeds.*— 
Hollo,  you  two  travellers ! 
Edw.  Call  you  us,  sir? 

Geo.  Ay,  you.  Are  ye  not  big  enoo^  to  beer 
Your  bats  upon  your  nedis,  but  you  mnsl  trail 

them 
Along  die  streets? 

EAp.  Yes,  sir,  we  are  big  enougb; 
But  here  is  a  custom  kept,  that  none  may  pass 
His  staff  upon  his  neck,  unless  he  trail  it  at  the 

weapon's  point. 
Sir,  we  are  men  of  peace,  and  love  to  sleep 
In  our  whole  skins,  and  therefore  quietness  it 
best. 
Geo,  Base-minded  peasants,  worthleu  to  be 
men! 
What,  have  you  bones  and  limbs  to  strike  a  blow. 
And  be  your  hearts  so  faint,  you  cannot  fight? 
Wer^t  not  for  shame,  I  would  ''  drub  yow  shoulc 

derswell. 
And  teach  you  manhood  aninst  another  time; 
Shoe.  Well  preached,  sir  Jack !  down  with  your 

sta£ 
Edw.  Do  you  hear,  my  friends?  and  you  be 
wise. 
Keep  down  your  staves,  for  all  the  town 
Will  rise  upon  you. 

Geo.  Thou  speakest  like  an  honest  quiet  fellow. 
But  hear  vou  me ;  in  spite  of  all  the  swains 
Of  Bradford  town,  bear  me  your  staves  upon 

yocu*  necks, 
Or,  to  begin  withal.  Ill  baste  vou  both  so  well. 
You  were  never  better  basted  in  your  lives. 
Edw.  We  will  hold  up  our  staves. 

[Geobob  a  GBEBVB/fto  wUh  tho 
Shoemaker^  and  beaii  them  all  down. 
Geo.  What,  have  you  any  more? 
Call  all  your  town  fcvtb.  Cut,  and  LoogtaiL 

The  Shoemaken  spy  Geobge  a  Geeene* 

Shoe.  What!  Georce  a  Greene,  is  it  yoa?A 
plague  found  jrou !  ^ 
1  think  you  longed  to  swinge  me  wdL 


3^  King  or  Kaiuu'.fmmTke  etprttAom  oi  Kkig  and  Kaitar  iBfrvfoe^  See  Mr  War- 

ton's  OtemMtioM,  vol.  SL  p.  918.  where  tevenU  lastancct  are  prodaced. 

Again,  in  Nobo^  and  Somebody,  N.  D.  Sign.  H  3 :  **  My  harts  hi  ny  hose,  bat  ny  tece  was  never 
ashamed  to  shew  itsdfe  yet  before  King  or  Kmitar,*' 
Skdton's  VForhSt  p.  196 : 

**  Ye  boste,  ye  face,  ye  crake, 

**  And  npon  you  take 

**  To  rale  King  and  Kaymr.** 

EajiAiist,  p.  65  t  —*<  2^o  JTii^,  imt  Agper  be  he  never  so  royal  in  birth,  A^e. 
The  Return  from  PamamM,  A.  ft.  8. 1  :— 

**  Fair  fell  good  Orpheus,  that  would  rather  be         , 

<*  King  of  a  molehiU,  than  a  K^/mr^i  slave.** 
3«  2>ru&.«— The  fint  edition  reads  fAru*. 
'^  J  plague  found  ^/ou^^i.  e*  confound  you. 


456 


GEORGE  A  GREENE, 


[Anomtmous. 


Coiiie>  George,  wc  will  '*  crush  a  pot  before  we 

GetK  A  pot !  you  slave, '  we  will  hare  an  hun- 
dred. 

Here,  Will  Perkins^  take  mj  purse, 

Fetch  me  a  stand  of  ale,  and  set  in  the  market- 
place. 

That  all  may  drink  that  are  athirst  this  day ; 

For  this  is  for  a  fee  to  welcome  Robin  Hood 

Te  Bradford  town. 

[The^  bring  out  the  Stand  of  Ale,  and 
Jail  a  drinking. 

Here,  Robin,  sit  thou  here; 

For  thou  art  the  best  man  at  die  board  this  day. 

You  that  are  strangers,  place  yourselves  where 
you  will. 

Bobin,  here's  a  '^  carouse  to  good  king  Edward's 
self. 

And  thejr  that  lore  him  not,  I  would  we  had 

The  basting  of  them  a  little. 

Snter  the  Earl  of  Warwick  with  other  Noble- 
men,  bringing  out  the  Kin^t  garments;  then 
George  ▲  Greene  and  the  rest  kneel  down  to 
the  King, 

Edw,  Come  masters,  all  fellows.   Nay,  Robin, 
Tou  are  the  best  man  at  the  board  to-day. 
Rise  up,  George. 

Geo,  Nay,  ^ood  my  liege,  ill  nurtured  we  were 
then: 
Thoufsh  wc  Yorkshire  men  be  blunt  of  speech, 
And  little  skilFd  in  court,  or  such  quaint  fashions, 
Yet  nature  teacheth  us  duty  to  our  kif^ 
Therefore  I  humbly  beseech  you  pardon  George 
n  Greene. 

RoL  And  ^ood  my  lord,  a  pan)on  for  poor 
Rohm* 
And  for  us  all  a  pardon,  good  king  Edward. 

Shoe,  I  pray  tou,  a  pardon  for  the  shoemakers. 

Edw,  I  frankly  grant  a  pardon  to  you  all. 
And  George  a  ureeiie,  give  me  thy  hand ; 
There  is  none  in  England  that  shall  do  thee  wrong. 
Even  from  my  court  1  came  to  see  thybelf ; 
And  now  I  see  that  faipe  speaks  opught  but  truth. 


Geo.  I  humbly  thank  your  royal  majesty. 
That  which  I  did  against  the  earl  of  Kendall, 
It  was  but  a  subject's  duty  to  his  sovereign. 
And  therefore  little  merits  such  good  wtmls. 

Edw,  But  ere  I  go,  I'll  grace  thee  with  good 
deeds. 
Say  what  king  Edward  may  perform. 
And  thou  shalt  have  it,  lieingm  England's  boandi. 

Geo,  I  have  a  lovely  lemruan, 
^'  As  bright  of  blee  as  b  the  silver  moon. 
And  old  Grimes  her  father  will  not  let  her  match 
With  me,  because  I  am  a  Pinner, 
Although  I  love  her,  and  she  me,  dearly. 

Edw,  Where  is  she  f 

Geo,  At  home  at  my  poor  house, 
And  vows  never  to  marry  unless  her  father 
Give  consent,  which  is  my  greatest  grieft  my  lord. 

Edw,  If  this  be  all,  I  will  dispatch  it  straight; 
I'll  send  for  Grime,  and  force  him  give  his  grant; 
He  will  not  deny  king  Edward  such  a  suit. 

Enter  Jenkin,  0nd  speaks. 

Ho,  who  saw  a  master  of  mine? 

Oh,  be  is  gotten  into  company,  and  a  body 

Should  rake  hell  for  company. 

Geo,  Peace,  ye  slave,  see  where  king  Edward  is. 

££^a?.  George,  what  is  he? 

Geo,  1  beseech  your  grace  pardon  him,  he  b 
my  man. 

Shoe,  Sirrah,  the  kinghath  been  drinking  with  us^ 
And  did  pledge  us  too. 

Jenk.  Hath  he  so  ?  kneel,  I  dub  you  gentlemen. 

Shoe,  Be^  it  of  the  king,  Jenkin. 

Jenk,  I  will. — I  beseech  your  worship  grant  me 
one  thing. 

Edw,  What  is  that? 

Jenk,  Hark  in  your  ear.  [He  whispers  the  King 
in  the  ear, 

Edup,  Go  your  ways,  and  do  it 

Jenk,  Come  down  on  your  knees,  I  have  got  iL 

Shoe,  Let  us  hear  what  it  is  first. 

Jenk,  Marry,  because  you  have  drunk  with  the 
king, 
And  the  king  hath  so  graciously  pledged  yoo. 


3'  Crmh  apot!^T\k\s  cant  ezpreislon,  Mr  Stcevens  observes,  seems  to  bave  been  once  common  i 
low  people.    It  is  often  to  be  met  with  in  ancient  Plays,    hte  some  instances  in  Mote  to  Romw  andJu* 
Uet^  A.  1.  S.  9. 

36  Cai  ouse, — A  carouse  seems  to  be  a  more  than  ordinary  qoantity  of  liquor,  probably  as  we  now  say  a 
bumper, 

Marston^s  First  Part  of  Jnionio  and  MeHedoy  A.  S, 

*• O  gallant  youth, 

**  V\\  drink  carouse  unto  your  conntrie^s  health.** 

Tarlton^s  Newes  out  of  Purgatory ,  51  :  **  Sapper  time  being  come,  they  feU  to  their  victuals,  and  Uoocla 
was  earroust  unto  by  Mntio.* 

37  Js  bright  of  fr(M.—  So  p.  45?  : 

••  To  see  foir  Beatrice  how  bright  she  is  ofbke.^ 
Again  Chancer^s  Lamentation  of  Mary  Magdalen^  1.  S9i  : — 

**  Onely  for  liim,  which  is  so  bright  ofbU* 
«•  As  I  trewe  1  shall  him  nevir  se."  ^ 

11 
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Tott  sIraU  no  more  be  adled  ihoemaken ; 

But  Tou  Mid  yourf  to  the  worlds  end. 

Shall  be  called  the  trade  of  the  Gentle  Craft 
Shoe,  I  beseech  vonr  majesty  jneform  this  . 

Which  he  hath  spoken. 

Jenk,  I  beseech  yoor  worship  consume  this 

Which  he  hath  spoken. 

Edw,  Confirm  it,  jon  would  saj. 

Well,  he  hath  done  it  for  you,  it  is  sufficient. 

Come,  George,  we  will  go  to  Grime, 

And  Imve  thy  love. 
^  Jenk.  I  am  sure 
^f  our  worship  will  abide :  for  vonder  is  coming 

Old  Musgrove,  and  mad  Cuddy  his  son.— 

Blaster,  my  fellow  Wily  comes  drest  like  a  wo- 


And  master  Grime  will  marry  Wily.    Here  they 
come. 

Enter  Musgrove  and  Cuddt,  and  Moiter 
Griice,  Wilt,  Maid  Marian,  and  Bettris. 

Edw.  Which  is  thy  old  father,  Cuddy  ^ 

Cuddy.  This,  if  it  please  your  majesty. 

Edw.  Ah,  old  Musgrove,  stand  up ; 
It  fits  not  such  grey  hairs  to  kneel. 

Mu$,  Long  live 
My  sovereign !  long  and  happy  be  his  days ! 
Vouchsafe,  my  gracious  lord,  a  simple  gift, 
At  Billy  Musgrove's  hand. 
King  James  at  Meddellom-castle  gave  me  this. 
This  won  the  honour,  and  this  give  I  thee. 

Edw.  Godamercy,  Musgrove,  for  this  friendly 
gift; 

And  for  thou  feld*st  a  king  with  this  same  weapon, 

This  blade  shall  here  dub  valiant  Musgrove  knight. 

Mus.  Alas,  what  hath  your  highn^  done  ?  I 

am  poor. 
Edw.  3'  To  mend  thy  living,  take  thou  Meddel- 
lonircastle, 
T|ie  bold  of  both ;  and  if  thou  want  living,  com- 
phun, 


Thou  shah  have  more  to  roaintaia  thine  estate. 
Gfeorge,  which  is  thy  love? 

Geo.  This,  if  please  your  majesty. 

Edw,  Art  thou  her  aged  father  r 

Grime.  I  am,  and  it  like  your  majesty. 

Edw.  And  wilt  not  give  tliy  daughter  unto 
George? 

Grime.  Yes,  my  lord,  if  he  will  let  me  marry 
With  this  lovely  lass. 

Edw.  What  say'st  thou,  George  ? 

Geo.  With  all  my  heart,  my  lord,!  givo  con- 
sent. 

Grime,  Then  do  I  give  my  daughter  unto 
George. 

Wify,  Then  shall  the  marriage  soon  be  at  an 
end. 
Witness,  my  lord,  if  that  I  be  a  woman ; 
For  I  am  Wily,  boy  to  George  a  Greene, 
Who  for  my  master  wrought  this  subtile  shift. 

Edm,  What !  is  it  a  boy?  what  say'st  thou  to 
this,  Grime  ? 

Grime,  Marry,  my  lord,  I  think  this  boy  hath 
More  k^very  than  all  the  world  besides. 
Yet  am  I  content  that  George  shall  both  have 
My  daughter  and  my  lands. 

Edm.ciow,  George,  it  rests  I  gratify  thy  worth } 
And  therefore,  here  I  do  beoueath  to  thee. 
In  full  possessitm,  half  that  Kendall  hath ; 
And  what  as  Bradford  holds  of  me  in  chief, 
I  give  it  frankly  unto  thee  for  ever. 
Kneel  down,  George. 

Geo.  What  will  your  majesty  .do? 

Edw.  Dub  thee  a  knight,  George. 

Geo.  I  beseech  your  grace,  grant  me  one  thing. 

Edw.  What  is  that? 

Geo.  Then  let  me  live  and  difj  a  yeoman  still: 
So  was  my  father,  so  inust  live  his  son. 
For  'tis  more  credit  to  men  of  base  degree. 
To  do  great  deeds,  than  men  of  dignity. 

Edw.  Well,  be  it  so,  George. 

Jamet.  I  beseech  your  grace  dispatch  with  me, 


'*  T«  nund  thf  ttving,  Udtt  thcu  MeddeB&m<attU. — Mr  Grose,  who  has  given  two  views  of  this  Castle, 
and  a  very  accurate  history  of  the  several  changes  of  its  owners,  in  his  Jntiquitiu  of  England  and  fValu^ 
vol.  Iv.  snpposcs,  that  this  play  bath  little  or  no  foundation  in  history.  **  The  king,'*  says  he,  **  here  is 
simply  named  Kdward,  without  any  other  dbtinction ;  but  as  the  Scots  King  is  called  James,  and  men* 
tlon  is  made  of  Edward's  sod,  it  can  only  be  Ldward  the  Foarth,  he  being  tl^e  first  of  that  name  contem- 
porary with  a  James,  and  the  last  that  ha4  Issae^ 

**  Having  thos  ascertained  ^he  king,  the  next  step  is  to  see,  whether  the  other  circumstances  accord 
with  the  events  of  tl^at  reign ;  bi^t  in  these  there  Is  very  little  similarity  ;  for  although  there  was  a  war 
with  the  Scots,  uo  decisive  battle  was  foiK;ht  near  Middleham,  neither  was  the  King  of  Scotland  taken 
prisoner.  It  is  true,  there  was  an  insurrection  in  Yorkshire  towards  the  latter  end  of  (his  reign,  on  ac- 
count of  a  contribntion  demanded  for  the  mahiteDance  of  an  hospital  at  York ;  but  this  was  terminated 
by  the  defeat  of  the  rebeb  at  Banbary.  I  wi|l  not  olyect  to  the  anachronism  of  introducing  here  Robin 
Hood,  who  lived  in  the  reign  of  Richard  the  First.  The  introduction  of  imaginary  characten  was  a  li- 
berty then  frequently  taken  in  old  historical  Plays,  in  order  to  divert  the  audience,  and  enliven  the  re- 
presentation—a compliment  to  the  upper  galleries  of  those  times.  It  may  also  be  objected,  that  the 
Castle  of  Middleham  was,  about  that  period,  the  property  of  Richard,  Duke  of  Gloucester.  To  this  it 
may  be  answered.  That  a  man  of  the  age  old  Musgrove  is  here  described  to  be,  would  not,  in  all  probabi- 
lity, hold  it  above  a  year  or  two,  after  which  it  might  be  granted  to  Richard.'^ 
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GEORGE  A  GREENE. 


[Anonymous. 


An 4  set  down  my  raosom; 

Edw,  George  a  Greeue,  set  down  the  king  of 
Scots 
His  rRnsnm.     * 

Geo,  I  beseech  your  grace  pardon  me, 
It  pa*&elh  my  skill. 

Edw^  Do  it,  the  honour's  thine. 

Geo.  Then  let  king  James  make  good 
Those  Low  ns  which  be  hath  burnt  upon  the  bor- 
ders; 
Give  a  smull  pension  to  the  fatherless. 
Whose  fathers  he  caused  murtbered  in  those  wars; 


Put  in  pledge  for  these  things  to  your  grace, 
And  so  return.    King  James,  are  you  content? 

James.  I  am  content,  and  like  your  majestT, 
And  will  leave  good  castles  in  security. 

Edw.  I  crave  no  more.  Now  George  a  Grceoev 
ril  to  thy  house ;  and  when  I  hare  supt, 
ril  go  to  Ask,  and  see  if  Jane  a  Barley  be  so  (air. 
As  good  king  James  reports  her  for  to  be. 
And  for  the  ancient  custom  of  Vail  ttaffy 
Keep  it  still,  claim  privilege  from  me. 
If  any  ask  a  reason  why  ?  or  how  ? 
Say,  English  Edward  vaifd  his  staff  to  you. 

[Examt. 


EDITION. 

A  pleasant  conceyted  Coroedie  of  George  a  Greene  the  Pinner  of  Wakefield.  As  it  was 
sundry  times  acted  by  the  Servants  of  the  Right  Honourable  the  Earl  uf  Sussex.  Imprinted  at  Lon-> 
don,  by  Simon  Stafford,  for  Cuthbert  Burby ;  and  are  to  be  sold  at  his  Shop  neare  the  Bojal  Ex* 
change,  1599,  4to. 


JERONIMO,   ^ 


PART  THE  FIRST. 


Fhm  Heywood^s  *  Apology  fw  Acton^  it  appearty  that  Thomas  Kyi  was  the  author  of  the  ^  Sptf 
nith  Tragedy^  or  Hieronimo  it  Mad  again!'  but  whether  he  likewise  wrote  this  ^  Urtt  Fart  ofJe^ 
renimtT  does  not  appear. 

This  •*  First  Fart  ofJerojiimo^  is  so  scarce^  that  many  have  doubted  whether  it  ever  existed;  and 
Mr  Coxeter  and  the  author  (if  the  *^  Pl<ty house  Dictionary  were  ofopiniony  that  what  is  called  the 
^  Spanish  Tragedy^  or  Hieronimo  is  Mad  again^  was  only  the  old  play  altered  and  new  named, — 
Ben  Jonson  has  a  passage  in  the  induction  to  **  Cynthia  s  lUvels!*  1600,  that  seems  to  favour  that  opi- 
nion :  **  Another  swears  down  all  that  sit  about  him,  that  the  old  Hieronimo,  as  it  was  first  acted, 
wot  the  only  best  and  judiciously  pen*d  play  tf  Europe," 

Theywere^  however,  ttco  distinct  plays,  as  appe/irsfrom  this  copy  of  the  First  Fart,  which  is  print' 
edfrom  one  in  the  valuable  collation  of  David  Garrick,  Esq. 

From  another  passage  in  the  induction  to  **  Cynthia  s  Revels,** jacted  in  1600,  it  may  be  comectured, 
that  **  Jeronimo^  first  appeared  on  the  stage  about  the  year  1588.  **  They  say  (says  one  of  the  cAiV- 
dren  of  the  Queen's  Chapel)  the  ghosts  of  some  three  or  four  plays,  deparied  a  dozen  years  sioce, 
have  been  seen  walking  on  your  stage  hereJ* 


Sound  a  Signet,^  and  pass  over  the  Stage.  Enter 
at  one  door  the  King  ofSpainfDuke  rf Castile, 
Duke  Medina,  Lorenzo,  and  Rogcro ;  at  afiO' 
ther  door,  Akdrea,  Horatio,  and  Jeronimo. 
J  E  RON  I  MO  kneels  down,  and  the  King  creates 
him  Marshall  of  Spain  ;  Lorenzo  puts  on  his 
Spurs,*  and  A  n  dr  ea  Aw  Sword,  The  King  goes 
along  with  Jeron  i  mo  to  his  House;  after  a  long 
Signet  is  sounded,  enter  all  the  Nobles,  with  co» 
vcred  dishes,  to  tlie  Banquet, 

Exeunt  omnes.    That  done,  enter  all  again 
as  before. 


Spain,  Frolick,  Jerooimo ! 
firmed' 


tliou  art  now  con- 


Manbal  of  Spain,  by  all  the  dues 
And  customary  rights  unto  thy  office. 

Jer.  My  kaee  sings  thanks  unto  your  highness* 
bounty.— 
Come  hither,  boy  Horatio;  fold  thy  joints; 
Kneel  by  thy  father's  loins,  and  thank  my  leege, 
By  honouring  roe,  thy  mother,  and  thyself, 
With  this  high  staff  of  office. 

Hor.  O,  my  leege, 
I  have  a  heart  thrice  stronger  than  my  years, 
And  that  shall  answer  gratefully  for  me. 
Let  not  my  youthful  blush  impare  my  valour : 
If  ever  you  have  foes,  or  red  field  scars, 
I'll  empty  all  my  veins  to  serve  your  wars ; 
I'll  bleed  for  you ;  and  mor%  what  speech  affords, 


■  Sound  a  signet— Tbif  word,  which  is  variously  speU,  as  senet,  cynet,  sennet,  sinet,  signate,  sjfnnet,  sig- 
net, &c.  I  believe  to  be  oo  more  than  a  corruption  of  soitota,  Itai.  See  a  note  on  JuUus  Ctuar,  Vol.  Vlii. 
p.  9.  and  another  on  King  Henry  VJII,  Vol.  VII.  p.  «3«.     8.  * 

^  Lorenso  piUt  on  hu  spurt, — This  ceremony  b  still  retained  in  the  creation  of  a  Knight  of  the  Bath, 
and  is  generally  performed  by  some  penon  of  eminence.  See  Ansti^s  Historical  Essay  upon  the  Knighthood 
of  the  Bath,  4to,  17^5.    JLord  iierbert  of  Cberbury*s  Ufe,  p.  6i. 
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THE  FIRST  PART 


[Anonymous. 


V\\  speak  in  drops  \vhen  I  do  fail  in  words. 
Jer.  Well  spoke,  my  boy;  and  on  thy  father's 
side. — 
My  leege,  how  like  you  Don  Horatio's  spirit  ? 
What]  doth  it  promise  fair? 
Spain.  Ay,  and  no  doobt  his  merit  will  pur- 
chase more. 
Knight  Marshal  rise,  and  still  rise 
Higher  and  greater  in  thy  sovereign's  eyet. 
Jer.  O,  fortunate  hour !  blessed  minute !  hapf- 
py  day ! 
Able  to  ravish  even  my  sense  away ! 
Now  I  remember  too ;  O  sweet  remembrance ! 
This  day  mv  years  strike  fifty,  and  in  Rome 
They  call  the  -6%  year,  the  year  of  Jubily, 
The  merry  year,  the  peaceful  year,  jocoud  year, 
A  year  of  joy,  <rf  pleasui^  and  delight ; 
This  shall  be  my  year  of  Jubily,  for  'tis  my  fifty. 
Age  ushers  honour;  'tis  no  shame;  confess, 
Bearc),  thou  art  fifty  full,  not  a  hair  l^ss* 
Enter  ak  Embauathr.  " 

Spain.  How  now  ?  what  news  from  Spain  ?  tri- 
bute returned  ? 

Emb.  IVibute  in  Words,  my  teege,  but  not  in 
coin. 

Spain.  Ha!  dare  he  still  procrastinate  with 
Spain? 
Not  tribute  paid  !  not  three  years  paid ! 
Tin  not  at  lus  coin. 
But  his  slack  homage,  that  we  most  repine. 

Jer.  My  leiege,  if  my  opinion  mtght  stanA  firm 
Within  your  highness'  thoughts — 

Spain.  Marshal,  our  kingdom  caHs  tbcc  father; 
Therefore  speak  free. 
Thy  counsel  I'll  embrace,  as  I  do  thee. 

j€r»  I  thank  your  highness.  Then,  my  gracious 
leege, 
I  hold  it  meet,  by  way  of  embassage. 
To  demand  his  nund,  and  the  neglect  of  tribute. 
But,  my  leege, 

Ilere  must  be  kind  wordt>  which  doth  oft  besiege 
The  ears  of  rough-hewn  tyrants,  more  than  blows; 
Oh,  a  politic  speech  beguiles  the  ears  of  foes. 
Marry,  my  leege,  mistake  me  not,  I  pray; 
If  friendly  phrases,  honied  speech,  bewitchimg  teo 

ceni 
Well-tuned  melody,  and  all  sweet  gifts 
Of  nature,  cannot  avail  or  win  him  to  it. 
Then  let  him  raise  his  gall  up  to  his  tongue. 
And  be  as  bitter  as  physicians^  drugs^ 
Stretch  his  mouth  wider  with  big  swoln  phrases. 
Oh,  here's  a  lad  of  mettle>  stout  Don  Andrea, 
Mettle  to  the  crown. 

Would  shake  the  king's  high  court  three  handfuls 
down. 

Spain,  And  well  picked  out,  Knight  Marslial ; 
speech  well  strung ; 
I'd  rather  chuse  Horatio,  were  he  not  so  young. 

Hot.  I  humbly  thank  your  highness^ 
On  placing  me  neKt  .unto  his  royal  bosom. 

Spain.  Hbw  stapd  ye,  lords,  to  tliis  election  ? 

^fmn^,  Rijjht  pleasing,  q\^  (Jregd  sovereign. 


Med.  Only,  with  pardon,  mighty  sovereigor* 

Cast.  I  should  have  chose  Don  Lorenio. 

Med.  I,  Don  Rogero. 

Rog,  Oh,  no ;  not  me,  my  lords, 
I  am  war's  champion,  and  my  fees  are  swords. 
Pray,  king,  pray,  peers,  let  it  be  Don  Andrea; 
He's  a  wortny  limb, 
Loves  wars  and  soldiers,  therefore  I  lote  ham. 

J&.  And  I  love  him  and  thee,  valumt  Rogero. 
Koble  spirits,  pillant  bloods; 
You  are  no  wise,  insinuating  lords, 
You  ha'  no  tricks,  you  ha'  none  of  all  their  sleights^ 

Lor.  3o,  so,  Andrea  must  be  sent  embassador; 
Lorenzo  is  not  thought  upon :  good ! 
I'll  wake  the  court,  or  startle  out  some  blood. 

Spain.  How  stand  you,  h>rds,  to  this  clectioo? 

Omnei.  Right  pleasing,  our  dread  sovereigo. 

Spain,  Then,  Don  Andrea, — 

And,  My  approved  leege. 

Spain.  We  make  thee  oar  lord  higjbeinbMBador. 

And^  Your.Jbighnesi  circles  me  with  honow's 
bounds ; 
I  still  discharge  the  wei^t  of  your  command 
With  best  respect  r  if  friendly  taa^wred  phras* 
Cannot  aflfect. the  virtue  of  your,  cbaifei' 
I  will  be  hard  like^  thunder,  and  as  rough 
As,  northern  tempests,  or  the  voEed-^boweb 
Of  too  insulting  ^aves,  who»at  ooe^blow 
Five  merchant^  wealths  into  the  daep  doth  tiuow^ 
ril  threaten  tirimsoA  vnsrs*        • 

Rog,  Aye,  aye>  thars  good ; 
Let  them  keep  coin,  pay  uibuie  with  thdr  blood. 

Spain.  Farewell  then,  Don  Andrea^^olfay cbargct 
Lords,  let  us  in ;  joy  shall. be  now  oar  gaest : 
Let's  in  to  celebrate  our  setond  feast. 

[Eseunt  omnes,  prteter  Lo&ebzq. 

Lor,  Andrea's  gone  embassador; 
Lorenzo  is  not  dreamt  on  in  this  ag^. 
Hard  fate. 

When  villains  sit  not  in  the  highest  state ! 
Ambition's  plumes,  that  flourished  in  oar  court^ 
Severe  authority  has  dashed  with  justice ; 
And  policy  and  pride  walk  like  two  exiles, 
Giving  attendance,  that  were  once  attended ; 
And  we  rejected,  that  were  once  high  honoured. 
I  hate  Andrea;  'cause  he  aims  at  honour,  when 
My  purest  thou^tits  work  in  &  pitchy  vale. 
Which  are  as  different  as  heaven  and  hell. 
One  peers  for  day,  the  other  gapes  for  night. 
That  yawning  beldam,  with  her  jetty  skin, 
Tis  she  I  hug  as  mine  effeminate  bride. 
For  such  Complexions  best  appease  my  pride. 
I  have  a  lad  in  pickle  of  this  stamp, 
A  melancholy,  discontented  courtier. 
Whose  famished  jiaws  look  like  the  chap  of  death ; 
Upon  whose  eye-brows  hanj;  damnation ; 
Whose  hands  are  washed  m  rape  and  murders 

bold  : 
Him  with  a  golden  bait  will  I  allure, 
(For  courtiers  will  do  any  thing  for  gold,) 
To  be  Andrea's  death  at  his  return. 
He  loves  my  sister,  that  simll  cost  his  life; 
So  she  a  husband,  be  shall  lose  a  wife. 


Anonymous.] 
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0  tweet,  sweet  policy,  I  hog  thee !  eood ; 
Andrea's  HymeaVmi^t  shall  be  in  blood. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Horatio  at  one  door,  Andrea  at 
another. 

Hot,  Whkher  in  sudi  haste,  my  eecond  self? 
And.  rfaitby  my  dear  bosom,  to  take  solemn 
leave 
Of  a  most  weeping  creaitare. 
Hor.  TbatVawoman. 

Enter  Bellim  peria. 

And.  Tha^s  Bellimperifi. 
Hor,  See,  see,  she  meets  tou  here': 
And  what  is  it  to  love,' and  ^  loved  dear  ! 
BeL  I  havefieard  of  your  honomir,  gentle  breast, 

1  do  not  like  it  now  so  well  methinks.    ' 

Amd,  What !  notto  hare  honour  bestowed  on 
me? 

BeL  O,  yes ;  but  net  a  wandering  honour,  ^lear ; 
I  could  aflord  well  didst  thoa  stay  here, 
dould  honour  mdt  itself  into  thy  veins. 
And  thou  the  fountain,  I  could  wish  it  so, 
JS  thoa  would'stfemain  here  with  me,  and  not  go. 

And.  Tis  but  to  iHntugtd. 

Hor.  But  to  demand  the  tribace,  lady. 

BeL  Tribute !  alas>  that  Spain  cannot  of  peace 
iForbear  a  little  coin,  the  Tnaies  being  so  near. 
And  vet  this  is  ftioll^  s  I  Imow  you  are  toe  hot, 
Too  full  of  spleen  for  an  embassador, 
And  will  lean  much  ia  henour. 

And.  Push! 

BeL  Nay,  hear  me,  dear !  I  luiow  you  will  be 
rough 
And  violent;  and  Pertingal  hath  a  tempestuous  son, 
Staropt  with  the  mark  of  fury,  and  you  too. 

And.  Sweet  Bellimperia ! 

BeL  You'll  meet  like  thunder,  each  imperious 
Over  other's  spleen ;  you  have  both  proud  spirit^^ 
And  both  will  strive  to  aspire. 
When  two  vexed  clonds  justle,  they  strike  out  6re: 
And  you,  {  fear  me,  war,  which  peace  forefend. 

0  dear  Andrea,  pray,  let  us  liave  no  wars ! 
First  let  them  pay  the  soldiers  that  were  maimed 
In  the  last  battle,  ere  more  wretches  faU, 

Or  wallc  on  stilts  to  timeless  funeral. 

And.  Respective  dear !  O,  my  life's  happiness! 
The  joy  of  all  my  being  !  do  not  shape 
Frightful  conceit  beyond  the  intent  of  act ! 

1  know  th^  love  is  log^ant  o*er  my  blood. 

And  fears  ill  fate  which  heaven  hath  vet  withstood. 
But  be  of  comfort;  sweet  Horatio  knows 
I  go  to  knit  friends,  not  to  kindle  foes. 

Hor.  True,  madam  Bellimperia,  that's  his  task : 
The  phrase  be  useth  must  be  gently  styled, 
The  king  hath  warned  him  to  1^  smooth  and  mild. 


BeL  But  will  you,  indee^j  AndM^ 
And.  By  this. 

BeL  Bv  this  lip-blushing  kiss; 
Hor,  O  vou  swear  sweetly. 
BeL  111  keep  your  oath  for  yoti  till  you  retam. 
Then  tW  be  sore  you  shall  not  be  forsworn* 

Enter  Pedrinoaitoa 

And.  Ho,  Pedring^o ! 

Fed.  Signioro. 

And,  Are  all  things  aboard  } 

Bed.  They  are,  my  good  lord. 

And.  Then,  Bellimperia,  I  take  leave ;  Horatio 
Be,  in  my  absence,  my  dear  self,  chaste  self.— 
What !  playing  die  woman,  BelHmperia? 
Nay,  then,  you  love  me  not;  or,  at  the  leasts 
You  drown  mv  honours  in  those  flowing  waters. 
Believe  it,  Beflhnperia,  'tis. as  common 
To  weep  at  parting  as  to  be  a  woman.. 
Love  me  more  valiant;  play  not  this  moist  prize; 
Be  woman  in  all  parts  save  in  thy  eyes. 
And  so  I  leave  thee. 

BeL  Farewell,  my  lord : 
Be  mindfnl  of  my  love,  and  of  your  word. 

And,  Tis  fixed  upon  my  heart;  adieu,  soul's 
friend  i 

Hor.  AH  honour  on  Andrea's  steps  attend. 

BeL  Yet  he  is  in  ught,  and  yet  but  now  he's 
vanished.  [Exit  Andrea, 

Hor.  Nay,  lady,if  jrou  stoop  so  much  to  passion, 
ril  call  him  back  again. 

BeL  O,  good  Horatio,  no ;  it  is  for  honour* 
Pi^ythee  let  hhn  go. 

iior.  Then,  madam,  be  composed,  as  you  were 
wont. 
To  music  and  delight ;  the  time  being  comic,  will 
Seem  short  and  pleasant,  till  his  return 
From  Poitingal : 

And,  madam,  in  this  circle  let  your  heart  nM)ve ; 
Honoured  promotion  is  the  sap  of  love. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Lorehzo  and  Lazarotto,  a  di$contented 
Courtier, 

Lor.  Come,  my  soul's  spaniel,  my  life's  jetty 
substance. 
What's  thy  name  ? 
Laz.  My  name's  an  honest  name,  a  courtier's 
name : 
Tis  Lazarotto. 

Lor.  What,  Lazarotto ! 
LaM.^  Or  rather  rotting  in  this  lazy  aec 
That  yields  me  no  employments :  I  have  mis^ 

chief 
Within  my  breast,  more  than  my  ^  bulk  can  hold : 
I  wiint  a  midwife  to  deliver  it 

Lor.  I'll  be  the  he-one  then,  and  rid  thee  soon 


3  Untie— One  of  Ihc  significatiom  affixed  to  this  word  by  Skinner,  in  his  Etymologicmit  U  "  FeJiter,  hinc 
^isp.  Buchf,  Yentriculus  animalls,  Belg.  Bulcke^  Thorax.*' 

iiOi  io  Thi  Nice  Valouri  by  Beaumout  and  Fletcher,  YoU  X.  p.  S55,  edition  17X8 » 

**  My  maintcnaDce,  rascals  !  my  bulk,  ray  exhibition  J** 
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THE  FfRCT  PART 


[Anontmous* 


Of  this  doll,  leaden,  and  tonnenting  elf. 
Thoa  know'st  the  ioTe  betwixt  Bellimperia  and 
Andrea's  bosom  ? 

Laz.  Aye,  I  do. 

Lor.  How  might  I  cross  it^  my  sweet  mischief? 
Honey  damnation  !  bow  ? 

Lax.  Well: 
As  many  ways  as  there  are  paths  to  bell, 
And  tlmt*s  enow  iYaith.    From  usurers'  door, 
There  goes  one  path:  from   friers  that   nurse 

whores, 
There  goes  another  path  :  from  brokers'  stalls. 
From  rich  that  die  and  build  no  hospftals. 
Two  other  paths :  from  farmers  that  crack  bams 
With  stuffing  corn,  yet  starve  the  needy  swarms, 
Another  path :  from  drinking  schools  one, 
From  dicing-houses^but  from  the  court,  none, 
none. 

Lor,  Here  is  a  slave  just  of  the  stamp  I  wish; 
Whose  ink  souKs  blacker  than  his  name. 
Though  it  stand  printed  with  a  raven's  quilL 
But,  Lazaretto,  cross  my  sister's  love. 
And  V\\  rain  showers  of  duckets  in  thy  palm.    . 

Laz»  Oh  duckets,  dainty  ducks;  forgive  me 
duckets, 
ni  fetch  you  duck  enough  for  gold ;  and  chink 
Makes  the  punk  wanton  and  the  bawd  to  wink. 

Lor,  Discharge,  discharge,  ^ood  Lazarotto,  how 
We  may  cross  my  sister's  loving  hopes* 

Las.  Nay,  now  Fll  tell  you. 

Lor.  Thou  knowest  Andrea's  gone  embassador. 

Laz,  The  better ;  there's  opportunity :  now  Ibt 
to  me. 

Enter  Jeronimo  and  Horatk),  and  overhear 
their  talk. 

Alcario,  the  Duke  Medina's  son. 

Dotes  on  your  sister  BelUmperia  : 

Him  in  her  private  gallery  you  shall  place 

To  court  her ;  let  his  protestations  be 

Fashioned  with  rich  jewels,  ♦  for  in  love 

Great  gifts  and  gold  have  the  best  tongue   to 


Let  him  not  spare  an  oath  witboat  aje^Fd 
To  bind  it  fast:  oh,  I  know  women's  neaita^ 
What  stuff  they  are  made  of,  my  lord :  gifb  and 

giving 
Will  melt  the  chastest  seeming  female  Uvii^ 

Lor,  Indeed  Andrea  is  but  poor,  though  ho- 
nourable; 
His  bounty  among  soldiers  sokes  him  dnr. 
And  therefore  great  gifts  may  bewiteh  her  evei 

Jer,  '  Here's  no  fine  villainy,  no  damned  bro» 
tber! 

Lor,  But  say  she  should  deny  his  gifts,  be  all 
Composed  of  hate,  as  my  mind  gives  me  that 
She  will :  what  then  ? 

Laa.  Then  thus :  at  hb  return 
To  Spain,  I'll  murder  Don  Andrea* 

Lor,  Dar'st  thou,  spirit? 
.    Lot,  What  dares  not  he  do^  that  ne'er  hopes  to 
inherit  ? 

Hor,  He  dares  be  damn'd  like  thee. 

Laz.  Dai«  I  ?  Ha,  ha ! 
I  have  no  hope  of  everlasting  bdght. 
My  soul's  a  Moor  you  know,  salvation's  white. 
What  dare  I  not  enact  then?  Tush,  he  dies; 
I  will  make  way  to  Bellimperia's  eyes. 

Lor.  To  weep  I  fear,  but  not  to  tender  love. 

Lax*  Why,  is  she  not  a  woman?   she  most 
weep 
Awhile,  as  widows  use  till  their  first  sleep ; 
Who  in  the  morrow  following  will  be  sold 
To  new^  before  the  first  are  throughly  cold. 
So  Bellimperia;  for  this  is  common ; 
The  more  she  weeps,  the  more  she  plays  the  wo- 


Lor,  Come  then,  howe'er  it  hap^  Andrea  shall 

be  crost. 
Laz.  Let  me  alone,  Fll  turn  him  to  a  ghost. 

[Exeunt  Lorekzo,  and  Lazarotto^  and 
Horatio. 

Manet  Jeroniuo. 

Jer.  Farewell,  true  brace  of  villains; 
Come  hither,  boy  Horatio,  didst  thou  bear  them? 


^  For  in  love^  &c.— The  sane  seotiment  U  m  both  Shakespeare,  and  Beaumont  and  Fletcbecw 
Ibo  Gentlemen  of  Verona,  A.  3.  S.  2  :— 

—  **  Win  her  whh  gifts,  if  she  respects  not  words  { 

Dumb  jewels  often  in  their  silent  kind, 

SJore  than  quick  words,  do  move  a  woman*8  mind.'* 

The  fVonum  Hater,  A.  4.  S.  S: 

— —  ••  Your  oiTen  most 

Be  fiill  of  bounty  ;  velvets  to  ftimish  a  gown,  silks 
For  petticoats  and  forej;>arts,  shag  for  liniDg ; 
Forget  not  some  pretty  jewel  to  fasten  after 
Some  little  complioieat !  If  she  deny  this  courtesy. 
Double  your  bonnties  $  be  not  wanting  in  abundance  : 
Fulness  of  gifu,  Iink*d  with  a  pleasing  tongue. 
Will  win  an  anchorite.'* 


'  Herd's  no  fine  viHaintf,'' 


-See  Note  to  The  Majfor  of  Quinborough,  postea. 
8 


Akoktmous.] 


OF  JERONIMO- 


463 


Hot,  O  my  tnie-breasted  father,  my  ears 
Have  suck'd  in  poison,  deadly  poison: 
Murder  Andrea !  O  inhuman  practice ! 
Had  not  your  reverend  years  been  present  here, 
I  thouid  nave  ponyarded  the  villain's  bowels, 
And  shoved  his  soul  out  to  damnation. 
Murder  Andrea !  honest  lord  !  impious  villains ! 

Jer.  I  like  thy  true  heart,  boy ;  thou  lov*st  thy 
friend, 
It  is  the  greatest  argument  and  sign, 
That  1  begot  tbee,  for  it  shews  tbou  art  mine. 

Hot,  O  father,  'tis  a  charitable  deed 
To  prevent  those  that  would  make  virtue  bleed ! 
ni  dispatch  letters  to  Don  Andrea ; 
Unfold  their  hellish  practice,  damn'd  intent, 
Against  the  virtuous  rivers  of  his  life. 
Murder  Andrea ! 

Enter  Isabella. 

Jer,  Peace:  who  comes  here?  news,  news^  Isa- 
bella. 

Jfo.  What  news,  Jeronimo  ? 

Jer,  Strange  news : 
Lorenzo  is  become  an  honest  man. 

lio.  Is  this  your  wondrous  news? 

Jer,  Is  it  not  wondrous 
To  have  honesty  in  hell  ?  go  tell  it  abroad  now ; 
But  see  you  put  no  new  additions  to  it. 
As  thus — shall  I  tell  you,  gossip ;  Lorenzo  is 
Become  an  honest  man : — beware, beware;  for  ho- 
nesty. 
Spoken  in  derision,  points  out  knavery. 
O  then  take  heed ;  that  jest  would  not  be  trim, 
He'sagreat  man,  therefore  wemust  not  knave  him. 
In,  gentle  soul ;  I'll  not  be  long  away, 
As^  short  my  body,  short  shall  be  my  stay. 

[Exit  Isabella. 

Hot.  Murder  Andrea!  what  blobd-sucking  slave 

Could  choke  bright  honour  in  a  scabbard  grave  ! 

Jer»  What, harping  still  upon  Andrea's  death? 
Have  courage,  boy :  I  shall  prevent  their  plots, 
And  make  them  both  stand  like  two  politic  sots. 

Uor,  Lorenzo  has  a  reach  as  far  as  hell. 
To  hook  the  devil  from  his  flaming  cell : 
Oh,  sprightly  father,  he*ll  out-reach  you  then ; 
Knaves  longer  reaches  have  than  honest  men. 

Jer.  But,  boy,  fear  not,  TU  out-stretch  them  all, 
My  mind's  a  giant,  though  my  bulk  be  small.  ^ 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  the  King  ^PortingaljB  altuezatl^  Alex- 
ANDRo,  Don  VoLLt  po,  and  othen :  a  Peal  of 
Ordnance  ;  within^  a  great  shout  of  People. 

King,  What  is  the  meaning  of  this  loud  report  ? 
Alex,  An  embassy,  my  lord,  is  new  arrived  from 

Spain. 
King,  Son  Balthesar,  we  pray  do  you  go  meet 

him, 
And  do  him  all  the  honour  that  belongs  him. 
BaL  Fatheri  my  best  endeavour  shall  obey  you: 


Welcome,  worthy  lord,  Spain'sdjoice embassador. 
Brave,  stout  Andrea ;  for  so  I  guess  thee. 

Enter  Andrea. 

And,  Portugal's,  ere  I  thank  thee. 
Thou  seems  no  less  than  what  thou  art,  a  prince, 
And  an  heroic  spirit :  Portingars  king, 
I  kiss  my  hand,  and  tender  on  thy  throne 
My  master's  love,  peace,  and  affection. 

King.  And  we  receive  them,  and  tbee,  worthy 
Andrea; 
Thy  master's  high-prized  love  unto  our  heart. 
Is  welcome  to  his  Iriend ;  thou  to  our  court. 
And.  Thanks,  Portiogal.    My  lords,  I  had  in 
charge. 
At  my  depart  from  Spain,  this  embassage. 
To  put  your  breast  in  mind  of  tribute  due 
Unto  our  master's  kingdom,  these  three  years 
Detained  end  kept  back ;  and  1  am  seut  to.  know, 
Whether  neglect,  or  will,  detains  it  so. 

King.  Thus  much  return  unto  thy  king,  Andrea; 
We  have  with  best  advice  thought  of  our  state. 
And  find  it  much  dishonoured  by  base* homage: 
I  not  deny,  but  tribute  hnth  been  due 
To  Spain  by  our  forefathers'  base  captivity. 
Yet  caunot  rase  out  their  successors*  merit. 
Tis  said,  we  shall  not  answer  at  next  birth 
Our  fathers'  faults  in'heaven ;  why  then  on  earth  ? 
Which  proves  and  shews,  that  which  they  lost 
By  base  captivity. 

We  may  redeem  with  honoured  valiancy. 
We  borrow  nought :  our  kingdom  is  our  own : 
He  is  a  base  king  that  pays  rent  for  his  throne. 
And.  Is  this  thy  answer,  Portingal? 
Bal.  Ay,  Spain ; 
A  roval  answer  too,  which  I'll  maintain. 

O'mnes,  And  all  ihe  peers  of  Portugal  the  like. 
And.  Then  thus  all  Spain,  which  but  three  mi- 
nutes a^o 
Was  thy  full  friend,  is  now  returned  thy  foe. 
BaL  An  excellent  foe ;  we  shall  have  scuffling 

good. 
And*  Thou  shalt  pay  tribute,  Portugal,  with 

blood. 
Bal.  Tribute  for  tribute,  then ;  and  foes  for  foes. 
And.  I  bid  you  sudden  wars. 
fial,  I  sudden  blows,  and  that's  as  good  as  wars. 
Don,  ni  not  bate 

An  inch  of  courage,  nor  a  hair  of  fate : 
Pay  tribute  I  with  strokes. 

And.  Aye,  with  strokes  you  shall; 
Alas,  that  Spain  should  correct  Portugal ! 

BaL  Correct! 
O,  in  that  one  word  such  torments  do  I  feel. 
That  I  could  lash  thy  ribs  with  valiant  steeL 
And,  Prince  Balthezar,  shall's  meet  ? 
BaL  Meet,  Don  Andrea  ?  yes,  in  the  battle's 
bowels ; 
Here  is  my  gage,  a  never-failing  pawn ; 
Twill  keep  his  day,  his  hour,  nay  minute;  'twill. 


«  SmmU.— The  first  edition  reads  >«. 
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And.  Then  thine,  mnd  this,  possess  one  qualitj. 

BaL  O  let  them  kiss : 
Did  I  not  understand  thee  noble,  Tmliant, 
And  vforth;^  my  sword's  society  with  thee. 
For  all  Spain's  wealth,  Vd  not  grasp  hands. 
Meet  Don  Andrea.    I  tell  thee,  noble  spirit^ 
I'd  wade  up  to  the  knees  in  blood,  Fd  make 
A  bridge  of  Spanisli  carcases,  to  single  theo 
Out  of  the  gasping  arm^. 

And,  Woot  thou,  prince  ? 
Why  even  for  that,  I  lo?e. 

BaL  Tut,  love  me,  man,  when  we  have  drank 
Hot  blood  together;  wounds  will  tie 
An  everlasting  settled  amity^ 
And  so  shall  thine. 

And,  And  thine. 

I^L  What !  give  no  place  ? 

And,  To  whom? 

BaL  To  me. 

And,  To  thee? 
Why  should  my  face,  that's  placed  above  my  mind, 
Fall  undepit? 

BaL  ril  make  thee  yield. 

And,  Aye,  when  you  get  me  down ; 
But  r  stand  even  yet,  jump  crown  to  crown. 

BaL  Dar'stthou? 

And,  I  dare. 

BaL  I  am  all  vext. 

And,  I  care  not. 

BaL  I  shall  forget  the  law.. 

And*  Do,  do. 

BaL  Shall  I? 

And  Spare  not 

Bal,  But  thou  wilt  yield  first 

And.T^o. 

BaL  O,  I  hug  thee  for't, 
Tlie  valiant'st  spirit  e'er  trod  the  Spanish  court : 
Here  let  the  irising  of  our  hot  blood  set 

Alex,  My  leege,  two  nobler  spirits  never  met 

BaL  Untd  we  meet  in  purple,  when  our  swords 
Shall 

And,  Agreed,  right  valiant  prince,  :-t- 
Then  Portugal,  this  is  thy  resolute  ansi^er  ? 

King.  So  return ;  it's  so :  we  have  bethou^t 
as 
What  tribute  is;  how  poor  that  monarcb  shews, 
Who  for  his  throne  a  yearly  pension  owes : 
And  what  our  predecessors  lost  to  Spain, 
We  have  fresh  spirits  that  can  renew  it  again. 

And,  Then  I  unclasp  the  purple  leaves  of  war : 
Many  a  new  wound  must  gasp  through  an  old  scar. 
So  Portugal,  I  leave  thee. 


King,  Ourself  in  person 
Will  see  thee  safe  aboard  s  oonf  •oii»ooiiie)ordi^ 
Instead  of  tribute  we  mast  pay  our  swords. 
BaL  Remember,  Don  Andrea,  that  we  meet 
And.  Up  hither  sailing  in  a  crimaoo  fleet 

Enter  Lorenzo  and  Alcario. 

Lor,  Do  you  affect  i^y  sister? 

4/co.  Affect !  above  affection,  for 
Her  breast  is  my  Ufes'  treasure ;  O  entire 
Isthe.conditjonof  my  hotdesire!    • 

Lor,  Then  this  must  be  your  plot 
Yoa  know  Andrea's  gone  embassador. 
On  whom  mv  sister  Bellimperia 
Casts  her  a&ction; 

You  are  in  stature  like  him,  speedi  alike. 
And  had  you  but  his  vestment  on  your  bmdk, 
There'^  no  one  living  but  would  swear  'twere  he : 
Therefore  sly  polio^  must  be  your  guide. 
i  have  a  suit  just  of  Andrea's  colours. 
Proportioned  in  all  parU :— nav,  'twas  his  own : 
This  suit  within  ipy  closet  shall  you  wear. 
And  so  disguised  woo,  sue,  and  then  at  last — 

ilfco.  What? 

Lor,  Obtain  thy  love. 

Alca,  This  falls  out  rare ; 
In  this  disguise  I  may  both  wed,  bed,  and  board 
&r. 

Lor.  You  may,yoo  may: 
Besides,  within  th^  few  days  heHl  retOnu 

Alca,  Till  this  be  acted,  I  in  passion  bunu 

Lor*  All  falls  out  for  the  purpoee :  ^  all  liit9 

jump; 
The  date  of  his  embassage  nigh  expired. 
Gives  strength  unto  our  plot 

Aica.  True,  true ;  all  tu  the  purpose. 

Lor.  Moreover,  I  will  buz  Andrea's  hmding ; 
Wt.icli,  once  but  crept  into  the  vulgar  moutha. 
Is  hurried  here  and  there,  and  sworn  for  troth : 
Think,  'tis  your  love  makes  me  create  this  guite^ 
And  willing  hope  to  see  your  virtue  rise. 

Alca,  Lorenzo's  bounty  I  do  more  enfold 
Than  the  greatest  mine  of  India's  brightest  §M, 

Lor.  Come»  let  us  in ;  the  next  time  you  shall 
show 
All  Don  Andrea,  not  Alcario.  f  ILretcnr. 

Enter  Jeronimo  trtming  qfhi$  points  ;  Hora* 
Tio  tsith  pen  and  ink. 

Jer,  Come,  pull  the  table  this  way :  so,  *tis 

well. 


^  JU  hits  jump,  \,  e.  exactlu.    So,  in  Htimlet;  **—Jump  at  this  dead  hour."  8. 

Again,  Tht  Two  Noblemen  Kinsmen,  A.  I .  S.  2 : 

•' where  every  leemlng  good*8 

A  certain  evil  |  where  not  tu  be  even  Jump 
As  they  are,  here  were  to  be  fdj^ngcn,  and 
Such  things  to  be  mere  monsters*" 
Othello,  A.  S.  M.  3 : 

*'  Myself  the  while  will  draw  the  Monr  apart,  . 
And  bring  him  jump  w^ere  he  piay  Ca«>io  fiid." 
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Corae  write,  Horatio,  write ; 

This  speedy  letter  must  away  to-night. 

[Horatio  folds  the  Paper  the  contrary  way, 
"What  1  fold  paper  that  way  to  a  nobleman  ? 
To  Don  Andrea,  Spain's  embassador  I 
Fie  !  I  am  ashamed  to  see  it :  hast  thoa  worn 
Gowns  in  the  university,  *  tost  logic, 
Sockt  philosophy,  eat  cues,  drunk  ceea^ '  and  can- 
not ^re 
A  letter  tlie  right  courtier's  crest  ? 
O  there's  a  kind  of  state. 
In  every  thing,  save  in  a  cuckold's  pate ! 
Fie,  fie,  Horatio !  what,  is  your  pen  foul  ? 

Bar,  No,  father,  cleaner  timn  Lorenzo's  soul ; 
That's  dipt  in  ink  naade  of  an  envious  gall, 
Else  bad  my  pen  no  cause  to  write  at  all. 

Jer,  Si^nior  Andrea,  say. 

ifor.  Signior  Andrea— 

Jer,  Tis  a  villainous  age  this. 

Hor,  Tis  a  villminous  age  this— 

Jer,  That  a  nobleman  should  be  a  knave  as 
Well  as  an  ostler. 

Hnr,  That  a  nobleman  should  be  a  knave  as 
Well  as  an  ostler — 

Jer.  Or  a  Serjeant. 

Hor,  Or  a  serjeant— 

Jer,  Or  a  broker. 

Hot.  Or  a  broker— 

Jer.  Yet  I  ^peak  not  this  of  Lorenzo, 
For  he's  an  honest  lord. 

Hor.  'S  foot,  father,  111  not  write  him  honest 
lord. 

Jer.  Take  up  thjr  pen,  or  111  take  up  thee. 

Hor.  What !  write  him  honest  lord?  I'll  not 
agree. 

Jer.  You'll  take  it  up,  sir? 

Hor.  WeU,  well. 

Jer,  What  went  before  ?  thou  hast'put  me  out : 
beshrew 
Thy  impudence  or  insolence. 

Hor.  Lorenzo's  an  honest  lord— 

Jer.  WeU,  sir;  and  has  hired  one  to  murder  you. 

Hor.  0, 1  cry  you  mercy,  father,  meant  you  so  ? 

Jer,  Art  thou  a  scholar,  Don  Horatio, 
And  can'st  not  aim  at  figurative  speech  ? 

Hor,  1  pray  you,  pardon  me ;  'twas  but  youth's 
Hasty  error. 

Jer.  Come,  read  then. 

Hor.  And  has  hired  one  to  murder  you — 

Jer,  He  means  to  send  you  to  heaven,  when 
You  return  from  Portugal 

Hor.  From  Portugal — 

Jer,  Yet  he's  an  honest  duke's  son. 

Hor,  Yet  he's  an — 

Jer.  But  not  the  honest  son  of  a  duke. 

Hor.  But  not  the  honest — 

Jer.  O  that  villainy  should  be  found  in  the  great 

chamber  I 
Hor.  O  that  villainy— 


Jer.  And  honesty  in  the  bottom  of  s  cellar. 

Hor.  And  honesty— 

Jer.  If  you'll  be  murdered,  you  may. 

Hor.  If  you'll  be— 

Jer.  If  vou  be  not,  thank  God  and  Jeronimo. 

Hor,  If  you  be  not— 

Jer,  If  Tou  be,  thank  the  devil  and  Lorenzo. 

Hor,  If  you  be,  thank — 

Jer,  Thus  hoping  you  will  not  be  murdered,  aqd 
you  can  choose. 

Hor,  ITius  hoping  you  will— 

Jer.  Especially  ^ing  warned  before  hand, 

Hor.  Espedallv— 

Jer.  I  take  my  leave,  boy ;  Horatio,  write  leave 
Bending  in  the  hams  like  an  old  courtier  :— 
Thy  assured  friend,  say,  'gainst  Lorenzo  and 
The  devil,~*little  Jeronimo  Marshal 

Hor,  Jeronimo  Marshall. 

Jer,  So,  now  read  it  o'er. 

Hor,  Signior  Andrea,  'tis  a  villainous  age  this, 
That  a  nobleman  should  be  a  knave  as  well 
As  an  ostler,  or  a  serjeant,  or  a  broker;  yet 
I  speak  not  this  of  Lorenzo :  he's  an 
Honest  lord,  and  has  hired  one  to  murder  you, 
When  yod  return  from  Portugal :  yet 
He's  an  honest  duke^s  son,  but  not  the 
Honest  son  of  a  duke.    O  that  villainy 
Should  be  found  in  the  great  chaipber,and  honesty 
In  the  bottom  of  a  cellar ! 

Jer,  True,  boy:  there's  a  moral  in  that;  as 
much 
To  say,  knavery  in  the  court,  and  honesty  in  a 
Cheese-house. 

Hor,  If  you'll  be  murdered  you  may :  if  yon  be 
Not,  thank  God  and  Jeronimo :  if  you  be. 
Thank  the  devil  and  Lorenzo.    Thus  hoping 
You  will  not  be  murdered,  and  you  can  choose ; 
Especially  being  Warned  before  hand,  I  take  my 
leave. 

Jer,  Horatio,  hast  thou  written  leave,  bending 
in  the 
Hams»  enough,  like  a  gentleman  usher  ?  'Sfoote, 
No  Horatio ;  thou  hast  made  him  straddle  too 

much 
like  a  Frenchman :  for  shame,  put  his  legs  doser, 
Though  it  be  painful. 

Hor.  So,  'tis  done,  'tis  done. — 
Thy  assured  friend  'gainn  Lorenzo  and  the  devil ; 
Little  Jeronimo  Marshal. 

Enter  Lorenzo  and  Isabella. 

Jifl.  Yonder  he  is,  ray  lord;  pray  you  speak  to 

him. 
Jer.  Wax,  wax,  Horatio :  I  had  need  wax  too. 
Our  foes  will  stride  else  over  me  and  you. 
ha.  He's  writing  a  love-letter  to  some  Spanish 

And  now  be  calls  for  wax  to  seal  it 

£or.  God  save  you,  good  knight  Marshal.    , 


•  The  quarto  reads  lost* 

9  Eat  cues,  drunk  crci.— Terms  current  in  the  unlvenlties  for  diflTereot  portiooa  of  bread  and  beer. 


VOL.  !• 


3N 


466 


THE  FIRST  PART 


[AnomtmqM. 


Jer.  Who's  thif  ?  iliy  lord  Lorenzo  ?  weloomey 
welcome ; 
'^You're  the  hist  man  I  tbonght  on,  save  the 

devil : 
Much  doth  your  presence  grace  our  homely  roof. 

Lor.  O  jeronimo, 
Ydur  wife  coudemns  you  of  an  uncourtesj, 
And  over-passing  wrong ;  and,  more,  she  names 
Love-letters  which  jou  send  to  Spanish  dames. 

Jer,  Do  you  accuse  me  so,  kind  Isabella  ? 

Ita,  Unkind  Jeronimo. 

tar.  And  for  my  instance,  this  in  yoor  hand  is 
one. 

3cr.  In  sooth)  my  lord,  there  is  no  written  name 
Of  any  lady^  then  no  Spanish  dame. 

Lot  If  it  were  not  so,  you  would  not  be  afraid 
To  read,  or  show,  the  waxed  letter : 
Fray  you,  let  me  behold  it. 

Jer.  1  pray  you  pardon  me. 
1  must  confess,  my  lord,  it  treats  of  love^ 
Love  to  Andrea,  ay  even  to  his  very  bosom. 

Lor.  What  news,  my  lord,  hear  yoo  from  Por- 
tugal ? 

Jtr,  Who  I  ?  before  your  grace  it  must  not  be; 
The  badger  feeds  not  till  the  lion*s  served : 
"  Nor  fits  it  news  so  soon  kiss  subjecu'  ears. 
As  the  lair  cheek  of  high  authority. 
Jeronimo  lives  much  absent  from  the  court, 
And,  being  absent  there,  lives  from  report 

Lor,  Farewell,  Jeronimo. 

Ita.  Welcome,  my  lord  Lorenzo. 

[Exeunt  Lorenzo  and  Isabella* 

Jer.  Boy, 
Xby  mother's  jealous  of  my  love  to  her. 

Uor.  O,  she  play*d  us  a  wise  part ;  now  ten  to 
one 
He  had  not  overheard  the  letter  read 
Just  as  he  enter'd. 

Jer.  I'hough  it  had  happen*d  evil. 
He  should  have  heard  his  name  yoked  with  the 

deviL 
Here,  seal  the  letter  with  a  loving  knot : 
Send  it  with  speed ;  Horatio,  linger  not ; 
That  Don  Andrea  may  prevent  bis  de^ith,    - 
And  know  hit  enemy  by  his  envious  breath. 

[Exeunt. 


Enter  Lobehzo  and  Alcario,  ditgmaed  fifte 
Andrea. 

lor.  Now,  by  the  honour  of  Castile^t  troe 
house, 
Yoo  are  as  like  Andrea,  part  for  part, 
As  he  is  like  himself :  did  I  not  know  yoo, 
**  By  my  cross  I  swear,Icould  not  think  ynobnft 
Andrea*s  self,  so  legK*d,  so  faced,  so  speech'd. 
So  all  in  all,  metfainks  I  should  salute 
Your  quick  return,  and  speedy  haste  from  Por- 
tugal: 
Welcome,  fair  lord,  worthy  embassador. 
Brave  Don  Andrea.    O  I  laugh  to  see 
How  we  shall  jest  at  her  mistaking  thee. 

Ale.  What,  have  yoo  given  il  oot  Andrea  it 
retomM  ? 

lar.  Tis  all  about  the  court  io  every  ear. 
And  my  invention,  brought  to  me  for  news 
Last  night  at  sopper;  and  which  the  more  to 

cover, 
I  took  a  bowl,  and  quafl  a  health  to  bins. 
When  it  would  scarce^  down  for  extreme  hniglb- 

ter, 
To  think  how  soon  re|>ort  had  scatter'd  it 

Ale,  But  is  the  villain  Lazarotto 
Acquainted  with  our  drift  ? 

tor.  Not  for  Spain's  wealth ; 
Though  he  be  secret,  yet  suspects  the  worst. 
For  coufideoce  confounds  the  stratagem. 
The  fewer  in  a  plot  of  jealousy 
Build  a  foundation  surest,  when  multitodet 
Make  it  confused  ere  it  come  to  head. 
Be  secret  then ;  trust  not  the  open  air. 
For  air  is  breath,  and  breath-blown  words  raise 

care. 
This  is  the  gallery  where  she  most  frequents. 

Ak.  Within  this  walk  have  1  beheld  her  dally 
With  my  shape's  substance.   O  immorpd  powers ! 
Lend  your  assistance;  clap  a  silver  tongue 
Within  this  palate,  that,  when  I  approach 
Within  the  presence  of  this  demi-goddess, 
I  may  possess  an  adamantic  power. 
And  so  bewitch  her  with  ray  honied  speech, 
Have  every  syllable  a  musick  stop ; 
That,  when  I  pause,  the  melody  may  move. 


«<»  YouWe  ikalattman^  &c«— Mr  Steevens observes  (Note  lo  Merry  Wivet,  &c.  A.  ft.  8.  t.)  that  «<  ia  the 
ancient  interladei  and  moralities,  the  beings  of  supreme  power,  excellence,  or  depravity,  are  oecasiooal- 
ly  styled  Men  8o,  in  Much  ado  atMmt  noM/iig»  Dogberry  says,  God *8  a  good  num.  Again,  in  an  Lpitapii, 
part  of  which  has  been  borrowed  as  an  absard  one  by  Mr  Pope  and  bis  associates,  who  were  not  very 
well  acquainted  with  ancient  phraseology.    8ee  Memoirs  of  P.  P.** 

"  Nor  Jits  it  news  so  soon  kiss  subjects  ears.— In  the  quarto,  the  word  eart  is  omitted.  As  the  sense 
of  this  passage  is  imperfect  without  some  addition,  i  have  adopted  the  above  emendation,  which  was 
prohosed  by  Mr  Steevens. 

"  Ify  my  crow  i  iweor.— See  Note  on  the  Ptmier  of  Waktfitld  p.  M'i. 
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And  bem  peraaasion  'tween  her  inowy  paps, 
That  her  heart  hearinf^  may  relent  and  yield ! 
lor.  Break  ofl^  my  lord :  tee  where  she  makes 
approach. 

Enter  Bellimperia. 

Ak,  Then  fail  into  your  former  vein  of  terms. 

Imt.  Welcome,  mylordy  welcome,  brave  Don 
Andrea, 
Spain'K  best  of  spirit !  what  news 
From  Portugal  ?  tribute  or  war  ? 
But  see,  my  sister  Belliroperia  comes : 
I  will  defer  it  to  some  other  time, 
For  company  hinders  love's  conference. 

I' Exit  Lorenzo 
brm,  dear  Don 
Andrea. 
A\c.  My  words  iterated  ^ve  theo  as  much : 
Welcome,  myself  of  self. 

BtL  What  new8|  Andrea?  treats  it  peace  or 

war? 
Ale.  At  first  they  cried  all  war,  as  men  resolved 
To  lose  borh  life  and  honour  at  one  cast  : 
At  which  I  thuiider*d  words  all  clad  in  proof, 
Which  strook  amazement  to  their  palled  speech, 
And  tribute  presently  was  yielded  up. 
Bat,  madam  Bellimperia,  leave  we  this, 
And  talk  of  former  suits  and  quests  of  love. 

Tkty  whisper.    Enter  Laza  rotto. 

Xctf.  *Tis  all  about  the  court  Andrea's  come : 
Would  I  mijiht  i^reet  him !  and  1  wonder  much, 
My  lord  lioreozo  is  so  slack  in  murder. 
Not  to  affi)rd  mo  notice  all  this  while. 
Gold,  1  am  true ; 

I  had  my  hire,  and  thou  slialt  have  thy  due  x 
Was*t  possible  to  miss  him  so?  soit !  soft ! 
Tliis  gallery  leads  to  Bellimperia*s  lodging; 
There  he  is  sure,  or  will  be  sure.  TU  stay : 
The  evening  too  begins  '^  to  slabber  day ; 
Sweety  opportuneful  season ;  here  TU  lean, 
like  a  court^^ioand,  that  licks  fat  trenchers  dean. 

BeL  But  has  the  king  partook  your  embas^  ? 

Aie.  That  till  tormorrow  shall  be  now  deferred. 

BeL  Nay,  then  you  love  roe  not : 
Let  that  be  first  dispaCch'd;  till  when  receive 
thb  token. 
[She  kittei  kirn,    £xiV  Bellimperia. 

Ale.  I  to  the  king  with  this  unfaithful  heart ! 
It  must  not  be :  (  play  too  false  a  part. 

Laz.  Up,  Lazarotto ;  yonder  comes  thy  prize ; 
Now  lives  Andrea,  now  Andrea  dies. 

[Lazarotto  kilU  him. 

Ale.  That  villain  Lazarotto  has  kill'd  me, 
Instead  of  Andrea. 


Enter  Andrea,  and  Rooero,  and  Othen, 

Rog.  Welcome  home,  lord  embassador. 

Ale  Oh,  oh,  oh. 

And.  Whose  groan  was  that?  what  frightful 
villain's  this, 
His  sword  unsheathed  ?  whom  hast  thou  murder^ 
ed,  slave  ? 

Lax.  Why  Don,  Don  Andrea. 

And.  No,  counterfeiting  villain. 
He  says,  ray  lord,  that  he  hath  murdered  me. 

Lax.  Aye,  Don  Andrea,  or  else  Don  the  deviU 

And.  Diy  hands  on  him ;  some  rear  up 
The  bleeding  body  to  the  li|£ht. 

Rog>  My  lord,  1  think  'us  you :  were  you  not 
here, 
A  man  mi|>ht  swear  'twere  you. 

And,  His  garments— ha !  like  mine,  his  face 
made  like : 
An  ominous  horror  all  my  veins  doth  strike. 
Sure  this  portends  my  death ;  this  misery 
Aims  at  some  fatal  pointed  tragedy. 

Enter  Jeronimo  and  Horatio. 

Jer.  Son  Horatio,  see  Andrea  slain  ! 

Hot.  Andrea  slain  !  then  weapon  '^  cling  my 
breast. 

And.  Live,  truest  friend,  for  ever  loved  and 
blest. 

Hor,  Lives  Don  Andrea  ? 

And.  Aye,  but  slain  in  thought. 
To  see  so  strange  a  likeness  forged  and  wrought. 
Lords,  cannot  you  yet  descry 
>  Who  is  the  owner  of  this  red  melting  body  ? 

Rog.  My  lord,  it  is  Alcario,  duke  Medina's  son, 
I  know  him  by  this  mole  upon  his  breast 

Laz.  Alcario  slain!  hast  thoa  beguiled  me, 
sword  ? 
Arm,  hast  thou  slain  thy  bountiful  kind  lord  ? 
Why  then  rot  off  and  drop  upon  the  ground, 
Strow  aU  the  galleries  with  gobbets  round. 

Enter  Lorenzo. 

Lor.  Who  names  Alcario  sUiin  ?  it  is  Alcario  i 
O  cursed  deed ! 

Could'st  thou  not  see,  but  make  the  wrong  mao 
bleed? 
Laz.  'Sfoot,  'twas  yoqr  fatflt,  my  lord ;  yon 

brought  no  word. 
Lor*  Peace;  no  words :  Fll  get  thy  pardon : 
Why  mum  then* 

Enter  Bellimperia. 

BeL  Who  names  Andrea  slain  ?  Q  tis  Andrea  \ 
O,  I  swoon,  I  die  : 


'3  7b  tMhgr  <lay.^To  obicnre  day.  So,  in  OthtUo^  A*  !•  8.  S  :  '*  you  mmt  therefore  be  content  to 
fbMfr  the  glo«s  of  yoar  new  fortuna.*' 

Howard*8  Defauaiive  agahut  the  Pojfton  of  tuppoted  Propheciet^  fol.  10^,  p.  ll".  '*  Sorely,  for  t|;e 
most  part  §o  tbey  are,  as  may  be  gathered  **  either  by  the  colours  or  the  ganncnts,  or  the  slubbering  of 
let  purpose  to  bestow  some  greater  grace  and  colour  of  antiquity.*' 

^  Cting  jny  breast. — The  word  cling  is  so  varioosly  used  in  difforent  authors,  that  it  is  difficult  to  affi^ 
apy  precise  meaning  tq  it.    Sey^rfU  instances  are  4|i^oted  by  Mr  Stee? ^qs,  hi  his  Note  on  M(fcbeth^  A.  ft^ 
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Xor.  Look  to  my  sister  Bellimperia ! 
And,  Raise  up,  my  dear  love,  Bellimperia ! 

0  be  of  comfort,  sweet :  call  in  thy  spirits ; 
Andrea  lives :  O  let  not  death  begaile  thee! 

BeL  Are  you  Andrea  ? 
And,  Do  not  forget; 
That  vras  Alcario,  my  shape*8  counterfeit 

Lor,  Wh^  speaks  not  this  accursed,  damned  vil- 
lain? 
Iau.  .0,  good  words,  my  lords;  for  those  are 
courtiers*  vails : 
The  king  roust  hear;  why  should  I  make  two 

tales? 
For  to  be  found  in  two,  before  the  king 

1  will  resolve  you  all  this  strange  strange  thing  : 
I  hit,  vet  mist ;  'twas  I  mistook  my  part. 

Hor.  Aye,  villain ;  for  thou  aim'st  at  this  true 

heart. 
Jer,  Horatio,  'twas  well,  as  fortune  stands^ 
This  letter  came  not  to  Andrea'«  hands. 
Hor,  TwBS  happiness  indeed. 
BeL  Was  it  not  you,  Andrea,  questioned  me 
'Bout  love? 

And,  No,  Bellimperia, 
Belike  'twas  false  Andrea ;  for  the  first 
Object  mine  eyes  met,  was  that  most  accurst, 
Which,  I  much  fear  me,  by  all  signs  portends 
Most  doubtt'ul  wars,  and  Gangcrous  pointed  ends 
To  light  upon  my  blood. 

BeL  Angels  nf  heaven  forefend  it ! 
And,  Some  take  up  the  body ;  others  take 
charge 
Of  tliat  accursed  villain. 

Lor.  M}r  lord,  leave  that  to  me ;  I'll  look  to 

him. 
Jer,  Mark,  mark,  Horatio :  a  villain  guard  a 

villam. 
And.  The  king  may  think  my  news  is  a  bad 
guest. 
When  the  lirst  object  is  a  bleeding  breast. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  King  of  Spain,  Castile,  Medina,  Ro- 
G£R0,  and  Other*  ;  a  Dead  March  within. 

King,  My  lords, 
What  heavy  sounds  are  these  ?— nearer,  and 

nearer !  ha ! 
Andrea  the  forerunner  of  these  news? 
Nay,  tiien  I  fear  Spain's  inevitable  ill. 
Ha  I  Andrea,  speak  !  what  news  from  Portugal  ? 
What,  is  tribute  paid  ?  peace  or  wars  ? 

And.  Wars,  my  dread  leege. 

King,  Why  then 
'that  bleeding  object  doth  presage  what  shall 
Hereafter  follow.  What's  he  that  lies  there  slain. 
Or  hurl,  or  both  ?  Speak. 

And,  My  leege,  Alcario,  duke  Medina's  son ; 
And  by  that  slave  this  purple  act  was  done. 

Med,  Who  names  Alcario  slain  ?  ah  me,  'tis  he : 


Art  thou  that  villain^ 

Lag.  How  didst  thou  know  my  name  ? 
I  see  an  excellent  villain  bath  his  fame. 
As  well  as  a  great  courtier. 

Med.  Speak,  villain :  wherefore  didst  tfaon  this 
accursed  deed  ? 

Laz.  Because  I  was  an  ass,  a  viUahioos  asa; 
For  had  I  hit  it  right,  Andrea  bad  lain  these  ; 
He  walk'd  upright :  this  ominous  mistake, 
This  damned  error,  breedeth  in  my  soul 
An  everlasting  terror. 

King.  Say,  slave,  how  came  ^is  accursed  evil  ? 

Laz*  Faith,  hy  myself,  my  short  tword,  and 
the  devil. 
To  tell  you  all,  without  a  tedious  tongue^ 
I'll  cut  them  dowi^  my  words  ahali  not  hang  *^ 

long.       ( 
That  hapless  bleeding  lord  Alcario, 
Which  this  hand  slew^pox  ont,  was  ahugedoter 
On  Bellimperia's  beauty*  who  replied 
In  scorn,  and  his  hot  suit  denied ; 
For  her  affections  were  all  firmly  planted 
In  Don  Andrea's  bosom ;  yet,  unwise. 
He  still  pursued  it  with  blind  lover's  eyes. 
Then  hired  he  me  with  gold — O  fate,  thou  clf ! 
To  kill  Andrea,  which  here  killed  himself; 
For,  not  content  to  Stay  the  time  of  murder. 
He  took  Andrea's  shape  unknown  to  me. 
And  in  all  parts  disguised  as  there  you  sea. 
Intending,  as  it  seemed  by  that  sly  shift. 
To  steal  away  her  troth ;  short  tale  to  tell, 
I  took  him  for  Andrea ;  down  he  fell. 

Kins,  O  impious  deed, 
To  miwe  the  heir  of  honour  meh  and  bleed ! 
Bear  him  away  to  execution. 

Laz.  Nay,  lord  Lorenzo,  where's  the  pardon? 
'sfoot 
ni  peach  else. 

Lor,  Peace,  Lazarotto,  Fll  get  it  of  the  king. 

Lax.  Do  it  quickly  then,  or  I'U  spread  villainy. 

Lor.  My  lord,  he  is  the  most  notorious  rogoe 
That  ever  breath'd.  [In  kU  ear. 

King.  Away  with  him. 

IjOt.  Your  highness  may  do  well  to  bar  bis 
speech, 
'TIS  able  to  infect  a  virtuous  ear. 

King.  Away  with  him,  I  will  not  hear  him 
speak. 

Lax.  My  lord  Lorenzo  is  a— 

[They  ttop  hii  mouth,  and  bear  him  in* 

Jer.  Is  not  this  a  monstrous  courtier  ? 

Hor.  He  is  the  court-toad,  father. 

King.  Tribute  denied  us?  ha ! 

And,  It  is,  my  leege,  and  that  with  no' mean 
words ; 
He  will  redeem  his  honour  lost,  with  swords. 

King,  So  daring !  ha !  so  peremptoiy ! 
Can  you  remember  the  woros  he  spake  ? 

And.  Word  for  w(Mrd,  my  gracious  soveceign, 


S.  5.  1  imasioe  Horatio  means,  that  bis  weapon  shall  cUng  to  him,ornot  leave  him,  until  he  bad  gra- 
tified his  revenge  for  his  friend*s  murder. 
>^  Long. — Ibis  word  is  not  in  the  quarto* 
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And  these  they  were,— Thus  mudi  return  to 

Spain : 
Saj — That  uur  settled  judgment  hath  advised  nt 
What  tribute  is.  how  poor  that  monarch  shews 
"Who  for  his  throne  a  yearly  pension  owes;  . 
And  what  our  predecessors  lost  to  Spain, 
We  liave  fresh  spirits  that  can  renew  it  again. 

King   \\d\  *<j  peremptory,  daring,  stont ! 

And,   l  hen,  ray  leege. 
According  to  your  gracious  dread  command^ 
I  bade  defiance  with  a  vengeful  hand. 

Spain,  tie  entertained  it  ? 

And.   Aye,  and   returned  it  with  menacing 
brows ; 
Prince  Eialthtzar  his  son 
Grew  violent,  and  wish'd  the  fight  begun. 

Enter  Lorenzo. 

ior.  So,  so,  I  have  sent  my  slave  to  hell ; 
Though  he  blab  there,  the  devils  will  not  tell. 

'^  A  Tucket  within. 

Spain.  How  now  !  what  means  this  trumpet's 
sound? 

Enter  a  Messenger, 

Mes,  My  leege,  the  Portut^als 
Are  up  in  arms  glittering  in  steel. 
Spain,   Where*s  our   lord  general,  Lorenzo, 
stout  Andrea, 
With  whom  I  rank  sprightly  Horatio  ? 
What  •  for  shame,  shall  the  Portugals 
Trample  the  fields  before  you  ? 

Gen.  No,  my  leege,  there's  time  enou|^ 
To  let  (iiit  blood  enough :  tribute  shall  flow. 
Out  of  their  bowels,  and  be  tendered  so. 

Spain,  Fare^eil,  brave  lords;  my  wishes  are 
bequeathed, 
A  nobler  rank  of  spirits  never  breath'd. 

[Exeunt  King  and  Nobles, 
Jer.  O,  my  sweet  boy,  heaven  shield  thee  still 
from  care  I 
O,  be  as  fortunate  as  thou  art  fair ! 

Hot.  And  heaven  bless  you,  my  father,  in  this 
fight. 
That  I  may  see  your  grey  head  crowned  in  white ! 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Andrea  and  Bellihperia. 

BeL  You  came  but  now,  must  you  part  again  ? 
You  told  me  that  your  spirit 
Should  put  on  peace ;  but,  see^  war  follows  war. 


And.  Nay,  sweet  love,  cease; 
To  be  denied  our  honour,  why  'twere  1 
To  breathe  and  live ;  and  '^  war  in  such  a  case 
Is  even  as  necessary  as  our  blood* 
Swords  are  in  season  then  when  right's  withstood  r 
Deny  us  tribute,  that  so  many  years 
We  have  in  peace  told  out;  why  it  would  raise 
Spleen  in  the  host  of  angels !  'twere  enough 
To  make  our  tranquil  saints  of  angry  stuE 

BeL  You  have  o'erwrought  the  chiding  of  my 
breast; 
And  by  that  argument  you  firmly  prove 
Honour  to  syar  above  the  pitch  of  love. 
Lend  mc^thy  loving  and  thy  warlike  arm. 
On  which  I  knit  this  soft  and  silken  charm. 
Tied  with  an  amorous  knot :  O,  may  it  prove 
Inchanted  armour,  being  charmed  by  love; 
That  when  it  mounto  up  to  thy  warlike  crest. 
It  may  put  by  the  sword,  and  so  be  West. 

AtuL  O  what  divinity  proceeds  from  love ! 
What  happier  fortune  then  myself  can  move  !— 
Hark  I  the  drum  beckons  me;  sweet  dear,  fare- 
well! 
This  scarf  shall  be  my  charm  'gainst  foes  and  helU 

Bel,  O,  let  me  kiss  thee  first. 

And.  rhe  drum  again  1 

BeL  Hath  that  more  power  than  I? 

And.  Do't  quickly  then :  farewell ! 

'  [Exit  Andbba; 

BeL  Farewell!  O  cruel  part! 
Andrea's  bosom  bears  away  my 'heart 

[£xit  Bellihperia. 

Enter  Balthezar,  Alexandro,  Vollupo,  Dom 
Pedro,  with  Soldiers,  Drum,  and  Colours. 

BaL  Come,  valiant  spirits,  you  peers  of  Por» 
tugal. 
That  owe  your  lives,  your  faiths,  and  service^ 
To  set  you  free  from  base  captivity. 
O  let  our  fathers'  scandal  ne'er  be  seen 
As  a  base  blush  upon  our  free-born  cheeks; 
Let  all  the  tribute  that  proud  Spain  received 
Of  those  all  captive  Portugales  deceased. 
Turn  into  chafe,  and  choke  their  insolence. 
Methinks  no  moiety,  not  one  little  thought 
Of  them  whose  servile  acts  live  in  their  graves. 
But  should  raise  spleens  big  as  a  cannon- bullet 
Within  your  bosoms :  O,  for  honour. 
Your  country's  reputation,  your  lives'  freedom, 
Indeed  your  all  that  may  be  termed  revenge, 
Now  let  your  bloods  be  liberal  as  the  sea ; 
And  all  those  wounds  that  you  receive  of  Speii^ 


'6  A  Tucket  within.^ltk  AWt  Well  that  ends  WeU,  A.  3.  S.  5^  one  of  the  itage-directiom  is  a  Tucki^ 
afar  offi  and,  in  Hewt^  V.  A.  4.  S.  2.  tbe  CoDStable  says : 

'^  Then  let  the  tmmpeis  sound 

The  tucket  MQuance,  and  the  note  to  mount,*' 

A  Tucket  is,  therefore,  probably  a  trumpet* 

*7  FTar— The  flnt  edition  reads,  vort. 
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THE  FIRST  PAirr 


[Anontmocs. 


I^t  theirs  be  eaoal  to  quit  yoors  again. 
Speaky  Portueaies !  are  you  resolved  as  I, 
To  live  like  captives,  or  as  free-bom  die  ? 

VoL  Prioce  ^Balthezar,  as  you  say,  so  say  we ; 
To  die  with  honour,  scorn  captivity. 

Alex.  Why,  spoke  like  true  Portugales  indeed ; 
I  am  assured  of  your  forwardness. 
Now,  Spain,  sit  firm,  I'll  make  thy  towers  shake, 
And  all  that  gold  thou  hadst  from  Portugal, 
Whicb  makes  thy  court  melt  in  luxuriousuess, 
I  vow  to  have  it  treble  at  thy  hands. 
Hark,  Portugales !  I  hear  their  Spanish  drum : 
March  on,  and  meet  them ;  this  must  b^  ihe  dav, 
That  all  they  have  received  they  back  must  pay. 
[The  Portugalet  march  about. 

Enter  Jeronimo,  Andrea,  Horatio,  Lorenzo, 
lord  General,  Rogero,  and  Attendants,  with 
Drum  and  Colours, 

Jer,  What,  are  you  braving  us  before  we  come ! 
We'll  be  as  shrill  as  you  :  strike  alarum,  drum. 
IThey  sound  a  Jourith  on  both  sides, 

BaL  Thou  inch  of  Spain  1 
Thou  roan,  from  thy  hose  downward  scarqs  so 

much ! 
Thou  very  little  longer  than  thy  beard ! 
Speak  not  such  bi^  words;  iheyli  thfow  thee 

down. 
Little  Jeronimo !  words  greater  than  thyself ! 
It  must  bfC. 

Jer,  And  thou  long  thing  of  Portugal,  why  not? 
Thou,  that  art  full  as.  tall 
As  fui  English  gallows,  upper  beam  and  ^11, 
Devourer  of  apparel,  thou  huge  swa(|ower, 
My  hose  will  scarce  make  thee  a  standing  coUar. 
What!  have  I  almost  quited  you  ? 

And.  Have  done. 
Impatient  Marshal. 

BaL  Spanish  combatants. 
What !  do  you  set  a  little  pigmy  marshal 
To  question  with  a  prince  ? 

And,  No,  prince  Balthezar ; 
I  have  desired  him  peace,  that  we  might  war : 
What !  is  the  tribute-money  tendered  yet? 

BaL  Tribute?  ho,  ha! 
Whi^t  else :  Wherefore  meet  our  drums, 
But  to  tender  and  receive  the  sums 
Of  many  a  bleeding  heart,  which,  ere  sun  fall. 
Shall  pay  dear  tribute,  even  their  lives  and  all. 

And,  Prince  Balthezar,  I  know  your  valiant 
spirit ; 
I  know  your  courage  to  be  tried  and  good. 
And  yet^  O  prince,  be  not  confirmed  in  blood  : 
Not  that  I  taste  of  fear  or  cowardice. 
But  of  religion,  piety,  and  love 
To  many  bosoms,  that  yet  firmly  move 
Without  disturbed  spleens.    O;  in  thy  heart. 
Weigh  the  dear  drops  of  many  a  purple  part, 


That,  must  be  acted  on  the  field's  griiao  stage 
Before  the  evening  dews  quench  tbe  waa^M  rage. 
Let  tribute  be  appeased  and  so  stayed. 
And  let  not  wonted  fealty  be  denayed  '• 
To  our  desertful  kingdom.    Portugales, 
Keep  your  forefathers*  oaths ;  that  virtue  craves^ 
Let  them  not  lie  foresworn  now  in  their  graves^ 
To  make  their  ashes  perjured  and  unjust. 
For  heaven  can  be  revenged  on  their  dust. 
Thev  swore  to  Spain,  both  for  themselves  and  yoo; 
And  will  posterity  prove  their  sires  untrue  ? 
This  should  not  be  'motig  luen  of  vtrtu<ius  sprit : 
Pay  tribute  then,  and  receive  peace  and  writ. 
BaL  O  virtuous  coward  ! 
Hor.  O  ignoble  spirit ! 
To  term  him  coward  for  his  virtuous  merit ! 

And,  Coward  !  nay,  then,  relentless  rib  of  stee^ 
What  virtue  cannot,  thou  shalt  make  him  feel. 
Lor.  Proud  Alexandro,  thou  art  mine. 
Alex.  Agreed. 

Rog.  And  thou,  Vollupo,  mine. 
VoL  III  make  thee  bleed. 
Hor.  And  thou,  Don  Pedro,  mine. 
Don  Fed.  I  care  not  whose ;  or  thine,  or  thin^ 

or  all  at  pnqe. 
BaL  I  bind  thee,  Don  Andrea,  by  thy  honour. 
Thy  valiancy,  and  all  that  thiHi  holdSt  creaty 
To  meet  me  sinele  in  the  battle's  heat ; 
Where  I'll  set  down,  in  characters  on  thy  flesb. 
Four  precious  lines,  spoke  by  our  father's  mouth, 
When  first  thou  cam'st  embassador;  these  they 

are : 
Tis  said  we  shall  not  answer,  at  next  birth, 
Our  fathers'  faults  in  heaven,  why  then  on  earth? 
Which  proves  and  show^ 
That  what  they  tost  by  base  captivity, 
We  may  redeem  with  wonted  vatianoy  t 
And  to  this  crimson  end  our  colours  spread ; 
Our  courages  are  new  born,  our  valours  broMl. 
Therefore,  Andrea,  as  thou  tenderest  fame» 
Wars,  reputation,  and  a  soldier's  name, 
Meet  me. 
And.  I  Vill. 
BaL  Single' me  out. 
And,  I  shall 
Alex.  Do  you  the  like. 
Lor,  Ahd  you  all,  and  we. 
And.  Can  we  be  foes,  and  all  so  well  agreed  ? 
BaL  Why,  man,  in  war  there's  bleeding  amity ; 
And  he  this  day  gives  me  the  deepest  wound, 
ril  call  him  brother. 

And,  Tiien,  prince,  call  roe  so ; 
To  gain  that  name,  ril  give  the  deepest  blow. 
Jer,  Nay,  then,  if  broUierhood  by  strokes  comf 
due, 
I  hope,  boy,  thou  wilt  ^in  a  brother  too. 
Hor,  Father,  doubt  it  not. 
And.  Lord  genera!. 


^*  DeiMyfM^— See  note  to  Tmcrtd,  and  Otmunda^ 


Anonymous*] 


OF  JERONIMa 


471 


Breathe^  like  your  namei  a  general  defiance 
'Gainst  Portugal. 

Gen.  DeHaocc  to  the  Portugales ! 
BaL  The  like 
Breathe  our  lord  general  against  the  Spaniards, 
Gen,  Defiauce  to  the  Spaniards ! 
And.  Now  cease  ivords, 
I  long  to  hear  the  music  of  clashed  swords. 
BaL  Why,  thou  shalt  bear  it  presently. 

[Thitf  offer  to  Fight. 
And,  Quickly  then. 
BaL  Why  now. 
Gen.  O  stay,  my  lords. 
This  will  but  breed  a  mutiny  in  the  camp. 
BaL  I  am  all  fire,  Andrea. 
And,  Art  rhou }  good  : 
Why,  then,  Fit  quench  thee,  prince,  with  thine 
own  blood. 
Bak  Adieu ! 
And.  Adieu ! 
BaL  LbVb  meet 

And.  Tis  meet  we  did.    [Exeunt  PortugaUi. 
Lor.  Alexandro. 
Alex.  Lorenzou 
Rog.  Vollupo. 
Vol  Rogero. 
Hot,  Don  Pedro. 
Don  Fed,  Horatio. 

Jer.  Aye,  aye,  Don  Pedro,  my  boy  shall  meet 
thee. 
Come,  valiant  spirits  of  Spain ; 
Valiant  Andrea,  fortunate  Lorenzo, 
Worthy  Rogero,  sprightly  Horatio; 
O,  let  me  dwell  a  little  on  that  name ! 
Be  all  as  fortunate  as  heaven's  blest  host, 
But,  blame  me  not,  Vd  have  Horatio  most; 
Ride  all  conquerors  when  the  fight  is  done^ 
EspecialljT  ride  thee  home  so,  my  son. 
So  now  kiss  and  embrace  :  Come,  come, 
I  am  war's  tutor  :»strike  alarum,  drum. 

[Exeunt. 
[After  d  long  alarum^  the  Portugales  and  Spa- 
niardi  meet.    The  Portugales  are  put  to  the 
wont. 

Enter  Jerokimo  solut. 

Jer.  O,  valiant  boy !  struck  with  a  giant's  arm; 
His  sword  so  falls  upon  the  Portugales, 
As  if  be  would  slice  them  out  like  oranges. 
And  squeeze  their  bloods  out;  O,  abundant  joy ! 
Never  had  father  a  more  happier  boy. 

[Exit  Jeronimo. 

Enter  Balthezar,  and  a  Soldier, 

BaL  Can  you  not  find  Don  Andrea  forth  ? 
O  for  a  voice  shriller  than  all  the  trumpets. 
To  pierce  Andrea's  ears  through  the  hot  army  ! 
Go  search  again ;  bring  him,  or  ne'er  return. — 

[Exit  Soldier, 
Valiant  Andrea,  by  thy  worthy  blood. 
Thy  honoured  faith,  which  thou  pawn*st  to  mine. 
By  all  that  thou  hold'st  dear  upon  this  earth. 
Sweat  now  to  find  me  in  the  height  of  blood ! 


Now  death  dodi  heap  his  goods  up  all  at  onoe^ 
And  crams  his  store-house  to  the  top  with  blood; 
Might  1,  now,  and  Andrea,  in  one  nght. 
Make  up  thy  wardrobe  richer  by  a  luight.. 

Enter  Rooero. 


Roc.  Ha,  Vollupo ! 

Bui,  No ;  but  a  better. 

Rog,  Pox  on't. 

Bal,  Pies  on't, 
What  luck  is  this ! — But,  sir,  you  part  not  so ; 
Whate'er  you  be,  I'll  have  a  fclout  with  you. 

Rog,  Content ;  this  is  joy  mixed  with  spight^ 
To  miss  a  lord,  and  meet  a  prince  in  fight. 

BaL  Come,  meet  me,  sir. 

Rog.  Just  halfway ;  I'll  meet  it  with  my  sword* 
[Theyjight.  Balthezar  beats  in  RoosROi 

Enter  Andrea  with  a  detain. 

And,  Where  might  I  find  this  valorons  Bal- 
thezar. 
This  fierce,  courageous  prince ;  a  noble  worthyy 
Made  of  the  ribs  of  Mars  and  fortitude  ? 
He  promised  to  meet  fair,  and  single  me 
Out  o'the  misty  battle.    Did  you  search 
The  left  wing  for  him  ?  speak. 

Capt.  We  did,  my  lord. 

And,  And  could  he  not  be  found  ? 

Capt.  Not  in  that  wing,  my  lord. 

And,  Why,  this  would  vex  the  resolutioa 
Of  a  suffering  spleen  !-«>Prince  Balthezar ! 
Portugal's  valiant  heir ! 
The  glory  of  our  foe,  the  heart  of  courage, 
The  very  soul  of  true  nobility, 
I  call  thee  by  tliy  right  name,  answer  me  !^- 
Go,  captain,  pass  the  left  wing  squadron ;  hie ! 
Mingle  yourself  again  amidst  the  army ; 
Pray,  sweat  to  find  him  out.—      [Exit  Captain^ 
This  place  I'll  keep : 

Now  wounds  are  wide,  and  blood  is  very  deep* 
Tis  now  about  the  heavy  dread  of  battle. 
Soldiers  drop  down  as  thick  as  if  death  mowed 

them; 
As  sith  men  trim  the  long-haired  ruffian  fields^ 
So  fast  they  fall,  so  fast  to  fato  life  yields* 

Enter  Balthezar. 

BaL  I  have  sweat  much,  and  cannot  find  him-* 
Andrea! 

And,  Prince  Balthezar !  O  lucky  minnto ! 

Bal.  O  long-wished-for  hour ! 
Are  you  remembered,  Don, 
Of  a  daring  message,  and  a  proud  attempt 
You  braved  me,  Don,  within  my  father's  court?    ' 

And,  1  think  I  did. 

BaL  This  sword  shall  lash  you  for  it. 

And.  Alas! 
War  knows  I  am  too  proud  a  scholar  grown 
Now  to  be  lashed  with  steel ;  had  Inot  known 
My  stren|th  and  courage,  it  had  been  easy  then 
To  have  me  borne  upon  tlie  backs  of  men. 
But  now  I'm  sorry,  prince,  you  come  ton  late. 
That  wear  proud  steel ;  i*faith  that  should  du  that. 
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THE  ^RST  PART 


[Anontvovs. 


Bat  I  can  hold  no  longer ! 
Come,  let's  see  which  of  our  strengths  b  stronger. 

And,  Mine,  for  a  wager. 

BaL  Thine !  what  wager,  say  f 

And,  I  hold  three  wounds  to  one. 

Btd.  Content  1  lajr ;  but  you  shall  keep  stakes 
tben. 

And,  Nay,  111  trust  you. 
For  youVe  a  prince ;  I  know  youll  pay  your  due. 

BaL  111  pay  you  soundly. 

And.  Prince,  you  might  have  paid 
Tribute  as  well,  then  battles  had  been  staid. 

BaL  Here's  tribute  for  you. 

And,  111  receive  it  of  you, 
And  give  you  acquittance  widi  a  wound  or  two. 
\ney  fight,    Balthezar  hath  Akdbea 
down. 

Enter  Jebonimo  and  Horatio.   Horatio  heatt 
amay  Balthezar. 

And,  Thou  art  a  wondrous  friend,  a  happy 
spirit ; 
I  owe  thee  now  my  life.    Couldst  thou  inherit 
Within  my  bosom,  all  I  have  is  thine, 
For  by  this  act  I  hold  thy  arm  divine. 

Hor,  Are  you  not  wounded  ?  let  me  search  and 

see. 
And,  No,  my  dear  self !  for  I  was  blest  by  thee. 
Else  his  unpitying  sword  had  clefl  my  hearty 
Had  not  Horatio  played  some  angel's  part. 
Come,  happy  mortal,  let  me  rank  by  tliee, 
Tben  am  I  sure  no  star  will  threaten  me. 

Hor,  Let's  to  the  battle  once  more ;  we  may 
meet 
This  haughty  prince,  and  wound  him  at  our  feet. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  Rogero  and  Alexandro  in  their  SJurts^ 
with  Pollaxet, '» 

Rog,  Art  thou  true  valiant  ?  hast  thou  no  coat 
of  proof 
Girt  to  thy  loins  ?  art  thon  true  loyal  ? 

Alex.  Why,  look; 
Witness  the  naked  truth  upon  my  breast 
Come,  let's  meet,  let's  meet. 
And  break  our  haughty  sculls  down  to  our  feet 
[They  fight,    Alexandro  beats  in  Rooero. 

Enter  Lorenzo  and  Don  Pedro  at  one  Door,  and 
Alexamdro  and  Rooero  at  another  Door, — 
Lorenzo  kills  Don  Pedro,  and  Alexandro 
kills  Rogero.  Enter  at  one  Door  Andrea,  at 
another  Door  Balthezar. 

And,  O  me,  ill  stead  !  valiant  Rogero  slain  ! 

BaL  O  my  sad  fates !  Don  Pedro  weltering  in 
his  gore ! 
O  could  I  meet  Andrea,  now  my  blood's  a  tiptoe, 
This  hand  and  sword  should  melt  him : 
Valiant  Don  Pedro ! 


Aitd,  Worthy  Rogero,  sare  'twas  multitudes 
That  made  thee  stoop  to  death ;  one  Portu£al 
Could  ne'er  o'erwhelm  thee  in  such  cnaaoa 

streams, 
And  no  mean  blood  shall  quit  it. — Baltheasar, 
Prince  Balthezar ! 

BaL  Andrea,  we  meet  in  blood  now. 
And,  Aye,  in  valiant  blood  of  Don  Rogen/i 
shedding. 
And  each  drop  is  worth  a  thousand  PortofsalesL 
BaL  I'll  top  thy  head,  for  that  ambitious  word. 
And,  You  cannot,  prince:  see  a  revengefai 
sword 
Waves  o'er  my  head. 

Bal,  Another  over  mine; 
Let  them  both  meet,  in  crimson  tinctares  shine. 
[They fight;  and  Avdkea  hath  Balthezar 
down. 

Enter  Portugales,  and  relieve  Baltkezab,  and 
kill  Andrea. 

And,  O,  I  am  slain  I  help  me,  Horatio ! 
My  foes  are  base,  and  slay  me  cowardlj. 
Farewell,  dear,  dearest  Bellimperia ! 
Yet  herein  joy  is  mingled  with  sad  breath : 
I  keep  her  favour  longer  than  my  breath. 

[He  dies,  Sound  alarum,  Andrea  slainyand 
Prince  Balthezar  vaunting  on  kim. 

Enter  Jeronimo,  Horatio,  and  Lord  GeneraL 

Hor,  My  other  soul,  my  bosom,  my  heaifi 
friend, 
O,  my  Andrea,  slain  \  I  have  the  price  of  him 
In  pnncely  blood. 

Prince  Balthezar,  my  sword  shall  strike  trae  strains^ 
And  fetch  Andrea's  ransom  forth  thy  veins. — 
Lord  general,  drive  them  hence,  while  I  make 
war. 
BaL  Hath  war  made  thee  so  impudent  miid 
young  ? 
My  sword  shall  give  correction  to  thy  tongue. 
Jer,  Correct  tny  rascals,  prince ;  ihon  correct 
him ! 
Lug  with  him,  boy :  honours  in  blood  best  swim. 
[Theyfightt  and  breathe  qfreA, 
BaL  So  young  and  valorous  !  This  arm  ne'er 
met 
So  strong  a  courage  in  so  green  a  set 

Hor,  If  thou  be'st  valiaut,  cease  these  idle 
words, 
And  let  revenge  hang  on  our  glitterinj^  swords. 
With  this  proud  prince,  the  haughty  Balthezar. 
[Horatio  has  Prince  Balthezar  down  ;  then 

enter  Lorenzo  and  seizes  his  weapon, 
Hor,  Hand  oS,  Lorenzo;  touch  not  my  prisoner. 
Lor,  He's  my  prisoner ; 
I  seized  his  weapons  first 

Hor,  O,  base  renown  I  'tis  easy  to  seize  thos^ 
Were  forced  laid  down. 


"  Pof/axe^— Polei  headed  by  axes.    Contus  sscuri  munitus.    Skinner. 
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Lor.  My  laoce  first  threw  hiiu  from  hi»  warlike 
steed. 

Jer,  Thy  lance,  Lorenzo !  now,  by  my  beard, 
you  lie. 

JBor.  Well,  my  lord. 
To  yott  a  while  I  tender  my  whole  prisoner.    . 

Lor,  Horatio, 
You  tender  me  part  of  mine  own,  yoo  know. 

Hot,  Well,  peace ;  with  my  blood  dispense. 
Until  my  Keg,e  shaH  end  the  difierence. 

Jer,  Lorenzo,  tliou  dost  boast  of  base  renown ; 
Why,  I  could  whip  all  these,  were  their  hose  down. 

Hor.  Speak,  prince,  to  whether  dost  thou  yield  ? 

Bal.  The  vanquished  yields  to  both,  to  you  first. 

JSar.  O,  abject  prince !  what,  dost  thou  yield 
to  two? 

Jer»  Content  thee,  boy ;  thou  shalt  sustain  no 
wrong. 
1*11  to  the  king  before,  and  let  him  know 
The  sum  of  victory,  and  his  overtlirow. 

[Exit  Jeronimo. 

Lor,  Andrea  slain !  thanks  to  the  stars  above. 
Ill  choose  my  sister  out  her  second  love. 

[EjKunt  Lorenzo  and  Balthezar. 

Hot,  Come,  noble  rib  of  honour,  valiant  carcase ! 
I  loved  thee  so  entirely  when  thou  breathedst, 
That  I  could  die  wert  but  to  bleed  with  thee. 
And  wish  me  wounds,  even  for  society. 
Heaven  and  this  arm  once  saved  thee  from  thy 

foe. 
When  his  all-wrathful  sword  did  basely  point 
At  the  rich  circle  of  thy  labouring  heart. 
Thou  groveling  under  indignation 
Of  sword  and  ruth  :  O  then  stept  heaven  and  I 
Between  the  stroke,  but  now  alack  must  die. 
Since  so  the  powers  above  have  writ  it  down. 
In  ouu-ble  leaves,  that  death  is  mortal  crown ; 
Come  then,  m^  friend,  in  purple  I  will  bear 
Thee  to  my  private  tent,  and  then  prepare 
For  honour'd  funeral  for  thy  melting  corse. 

[He  takes  hU  Scarf  and  ties  it  Stout  his  arm. 
This  scarf  FU  wear  in  memory  of  our  souls 
And  of  our  mutual  loves;  here,  here,  1*11  wind  it ; 
And  full  as  often  as  1  think  on  thee, 
rU  kiss  this  little  ensign,  this  soft  banner, 
Smear'd  with  foes'  bl(K>d,  all  for  the  master's  ho- 
nour. 
Alas !  I  pity  Bellimperia*s  eyes. 
Just  at  this  iustant,  her  heart  sinks  and  dies. 

[Exit  Horatio  carrying  Andrea  on  his  back. 

Enter  Jeronimo  solus. 

Jer.  My  boy  adds  treble  comfort  to  my  age; 
His  share  is  greatest  in  the  victory. 
The  Portugales  are  slain,  and  put  to  flight 
By  Spaniards  force,  most  by  Horatio*s  might. 
I'll  to  the  Spanish  tents  to  see  my  ton, 


Give  him  my  blessing,  and  then  all  is  done. 

Enter  two  dragging  of  Ensigns;  then  the  Fune- 
ral  o/" Andrea  :  next  Horatio  and  Lorenzo, 
leading  Prince  Balthezar  captive;  then  the 
Lord  General,  with  others,  mourning.  A  great 
cry  within,  Charon,  a  boat,  a  boat !  then  enter 
CuARoVf  and  the  Ghost  o/"  Andrea. 

Hor.  O,  my  lords. 
See,  Don  Andrea's  ghost  salutes  me !  see,  em- 
braces me  I 

Lor.  It  is  vour  love  that  shapes  this  appari- 
tion. *° 

Hor.  Do  you  not  see  him  plainly,  lords  ? 
Now  he  would  kiss  my  cheek.  O,  my  pale  friend, 
Wert  thou  any  thing  butaghi>st,  I  could  love  thee. 
See,  he  points  at  his  own  hearse ;  mark  all. 
As  if  he  did  rejoice  at  funeral. 

And.  Revenge,  give  my  tongue  freedom  to  paint 
her  part, 
To  thank  Horatio,  and  commend  his  heart 

Revenge.  No,  you'll  blab  secrets  then  ? 

And.  By  Charon's  boat,  I  will  not. 

Revenge.  Nay,  you  shall  qot ;  therefore  pass ; 
Secrets  in  hell  are  locked  with  doors  of  brass : 
Use  action  if  you  will,  but  not  in  voice. 
Your  friend  conceives,  in  signs,  how  you  rejoice. 

Bor.  See,  see,  he  points  to  have  us  ^'  go  for- 
ward on : 
I  pr'ythee  rest,  it  shall  be  done,  sweet  Don. 
O,  now  he's  vanished. 

[Sound  Trumpets,  and  a  peal  of  Ordnance. 

And.  I  am  a  happy  ghost ; 
Revenge,  my  passage  now  cannot  be  crost 
Come,  Charon ;  come,  hell's  sculler,  waft  me  o'er 
Your  sable  streams,  which  look  like  moulten  pitch ; 
My  funeral  rites  are  made,  my  hearse  hung  rich. 
[Exeunt  Ghost  and  Revenge.  A  great  noise 
within. 

Within.  Charon,  a  boat  I  Charon,  Charon  ! 

Charon,  Who  cal(s  so  loud  on  Charon  ? 
Indeed  'tis  such  a  time,  the  truth  to  toil, 
I  never  want  a  fare,  to  pass  to  hell.       [Exeunt. 

Sound  a  Flounsh.  Enter,  marching,  Horatio  and 
Lorenzo,  leading  Prince  Balthezar;  Lord 
General,  Phillippq,  and  Cassimero,  with 
Followers. 

Hor,  These  honoured  rites  and  worthy  duties 
spent 
Upon  the  funeral  of  Andrea's  dust ; 
Those,  once  his  valiant  ashes;  march  we  now 
Homeward,  with  victory  to  crown  Spain's  brow. 
Gen.  The  day  is  ours,  and  joy  yields  happy 
treasure ; 
Set  on  to  Spain,  in  most  triumphant  ifieasore. 

[Exeunt* 


*®  ApparitUm^tht  quarto  reads,  apprehension. 
VOL,  I. 


'It  C7«— The  quarto  readf|  hU, 

3  o 
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THE  FIRST  PAHT  OF  JERONIMO. 


[Akohtmovi, 


Enter  Jebonimo  $olu$. 
Jer,  Foregod !  I  have  just  mist  them. — ^Ha ! 
Soft,  Jeronimo !  thou  hast  more  friends 
To  take  thv  leave  of;  look  well  about  thee. 
Embrace  them,  and  take  friendly  leave. 
My  arms  are  of  the  shortest; 


Let  vour  loves  |Hece  tfaem  oot 
You  re  welcome  all,  as  I  am  a  geqtkiiiao  : 
For  my  son's  sake,  grant  me  a  man  at  leasts 
At  least  I  am.    So  good-night,  kind  geodes,  ** 
For  I  hope  there's  never  a  Jew  among  yoo  all; 
And  so  I  feave  yon. 

[EtU. 


1778,  p.  173.  To  the  instances  there  quoted,  may  be  added  the  following  from  EHpkun^  1681 « p.  6&.  ^r* 
**  Consider  with  tbyselfe  that  thou  art  a  genUeman,  yea,  and  a  QaUiU ;  and,  \t  thoa  neglect  tl|y  callim 
thou  art  worse  than  a  Jem." 


EDITION. 


The  First  Part  of  Jeronimo.  With  the  Warres  of  Portosall,  and  the  life  and  Death  of  Don  A»r 
draea.  Printed  at  London,  for  Thomas  Pavyeri  ftnd  are  to  be  solde  at  his  Shcm,  at  tfaf^  entrance  intt 
the  £xchangie.  1605.  4to. 
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SPANISH  TRAGEDY 


OR, 


HIERONIMO  IS  MAD  A6AIN« 


TkU  Play  wai  the  object  of  ridicule  to  almott  every  writer  of  the  timet.  FhiUpt  and  Witutanhf 
ascribe  it,  but  erroneoutly,  to  Tlu)ma8  Smith.  We  learn  from  aeywood,  that  it  was  the  production 
of  Thomoi  Kyd;  to  whom^  therefore,  all  the  abturdities  contained  in  it  are  to  be  charged.  The  for' 
mer  edition  was  printed  from  a  very  incorrect  copy.  It  is  here  given  from  that  pMished  by  Mr 
Hawkins,  who  appears  to  have  accurately  collated  all  the  several  ^tions  ;  and  the  variations  in  each 
are  put  at  the  bottom  of  the  page.  Wefindyfrom  Dekkar's  Satiromastriz,  that  Ben  Jonson  ongi- 
nalfy  performed  the  part  if  Jeronimo. 


DRAMATIS  PERSON^:. 


T%e  Ghost  qf  Andrea. 

Revenge. 

KsngofSpain» 

Vicerw  (f  Portingale.  rf''     -         » 

Don  Cypbian,  Duke  rf  Castile,  v  r       .    '  - 

HxsRONmoy  Marshal  of  Portinfole. 

Balthezab,  the  Vicerotfs  Son,  m  love  with  Be- 

Umperia. 
Lorenzo,  Duke  qfCastiU^s  Son, 
Horatio,  Hieronimo*s  Son. 
Albxanpro.  / 


ViLLUPPO.  V  '      , 
Pedrinoano.  .  <.' 

SeRBEEINB.  M  I'    '/^ 

Old  Man.  ^' 

Painter.  > 

Page. 

Hangman. 

Citizens,  Soldiers,  and  Attendants. 

Isabella,  BkronimoU  Wife. 
BELiMPERiAy  Lorenzo's  Sister.  , 


ACTL 


Enter  the  Ohott  cf  Andrea,  and  with  him  Re- 

""  VENOE. 

.  When  tbb  eternal  sabstance  of  mj  900I 
imprisoned  in  my '  wanton  fleshi 


Each  in  their  function  aerting  otber^s  need, 
I  was  a  courtier  in  the  Spanish  court : 
My  name  was  Don  Andrea;  my  descent^ 
Thf)ugh  not  isnoble,  yet  inferior  far  ' 
To  gracious  &rtunes  of  my  tender  youth  s 


Wonted,  1018.  j».  S3. 
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[ANONTMOirStf 


For  there,  ^  in  prime  and  pride  of  all  my  years, 
Bv  duteous  service,  and  deserving  love, 
In  secret  I  £ossest  a  worthy,  dame^ 
WjMCh  higTit  swcef  "Berimperia  by  niime. 
But,  In  tlTe "harvest  of  hiy^  summer  joys, 
Deaih*s  wmierjiipt  the  blossoms  of  my  bliss, . 


My  vt 

Till  ill 


fiji^tdi.''  1 


Forcinjt  d 
For  in  iht 

iiii 

When  IV. 
To  pa^b  tK 

But  ctHirLj^tL  i.  iinrni 
Said,  ihnij  nty  liri  ^ 


M  lEiv  love  and  me 
1  h  Portingaie, 
ihuiger's  mouth| 
'  ^  M  ge  through  my  frou  nds. 
,^  K,,i!l  descended  strait 
n  i  II  of  Acheron  ; 
.  oiiu  boatman  there, 
>i  burial  not  performed, 
I  might  not  ^il  liiitun^  fiia  pas^ngers. 
£re  Sol  liad  slept  three  nights  in  Thetis*  lap, 
And  ^  slak'd  his  smoking  chariot  in  her  flood, 
.„{|y  Don  Horatio,  our  knight  roarshars^igon, 
.MvTuneraTV  an  cl  'ot)8e'(^uie£wcre"dorie^^^^ 
Then  wasTRe  JSriyiTian  ofliell  content 
To  pass  me  over  to  the  slimy  strand. 
That  leads  to  fell  Avernus*  ugly  waves ; 
There,  pleasing  Cerberns  with  honied  speecli, 
I  passed  the  perils  of  the  foremost  porch. 
Not  far  from  hence,  amidst  ten  thousand  souls, 
Sat  Minos,  .Xacus,  and  Rhadamant; 
To  whom  no  sooner  'gan  I  make  approach. 
To  crave  a  passport  for  my  wandering  ghost, 
But  Minos,  in  graven  leaves  of  lottery, 
Drew  forth  the  manner  of  my  life  and  death. 
This  knight,  quoth  he,  both  lived  and  died  in  love ; 
And,  for  his  love,  tried  fortune  of  the  wars. 
And  by  war*s  fortune  lost  both  love  and  life. 
Why  then,  said  il  acus,  convey  him  hence. 
To  walk  with  lovers  in  our  fields  of  love. 
And  spend  the  Course  of  everlasting  time 
Under  green  myrtle-trees,  and  cypreM^shades. 
No,  no,  said  Rhadamant,  it  were  not  well,j 
With  loving  souls  to  place  a  martialist  t 
He  died  in  war,  and  must  to  martial  fields. 
Where  wounded  Hector  lives  in  lasting  pain. 
And  Achilles'  myrmidons  do  scour  the  plaio. 
Then  Minos,  mildest '  censor  of  the  three, 
Made  this  device,  to  end  the  difference : 
Send  him,  ^uoth  he,  to  our  infernal  king, 
To  doom  hmi  as  best  seems  bis  majesty. 


To  this  efiect  my  passport  strait  was  drawn. 
In  keeping  on  my  way  to  Pluto's  court, 
Through  dreadful  shades  of  ever  *  glooming  night, 
I  saw  more  sights  than  thousand  tongues  can  teii. 
Or  pens  can  write,  or  mortal  hearts  can  think. 
Three  ways  there  were :  that  on  the  right  band 

side 
Was  ready  way  unto  the  'foresaid  ^  fields, 
Where  lovers  live,  and  blood v  martialists; 
But  either  Sort  contained  within  his  bounds. 
The  left  hand  path,  declining  fearfully^      -^ 
Was  a  ready  *  downfal  to  the  deepe8t(nell  i'     _ 
Where^bloodxfufles  shake  their  wh^pabfsteel 
And  poor  Ixion  Turns  an  encHess  wheel ; 
Wliere  usurers  are  chbaked  wiihjnekiQgJSoJ^» 
^13l?~aLhT6irs'a'fe  efnhraced;®itgigljtJBakS§ ;    \ 
A  lid  murderers^  groan  with  evei^ki  1  ling  wounds  i 
And  perjured  wights,  scalded  in  boiling  lead,      1 
And  all  fool  sins  with  torments  overwhelmed^^ — ' 
'Twixt  these  two  ways  I  trod  the  middle  path. 
Which  brought  me  to  the  fair  Elyaan  green ; 
Fn  midst  whereof  there  stands  a  stately  tow«r. 
The  walls  of  brass,  the  gates  of  adamant : 
Here  finding  Pluto  with  his  Proserpine, 
I  shewed  my  passport,  humbled  on  my  knee ; 
Whereat  fair  Proserpine  began  to  '^  smile, 
"And  begged  that  only  she  might  give  my  doom. 
Pluto  was  pleased,  and  sealed  it  with  a  kiss. 
Forthwith,  Revenge,  she  "*  rounded  thee  in  th*  *i4r. 
And  bade  thee  lead  me  through  the  *'  gatea  of 

horn. 
Where  dreams  have  passage  in  the  silent  ni^t. 
No  sooner  had  she  spoke,  but  we  were  here, 
'♦Lwot  not  how,  in  twinkling  of  an  eye. 

Rev.  Thgp^noWj^ Andrea,  thftt  fhmi  art  nrriyM 
Where  tfiou  shalt  see  the  author  of  thy  deat[ 


"Doh^Balthezari  the  prince  of  Portq 
Deprived  oriife  by  Belimp^rja. 
Here' sit  we  down  to  see  the  mysteiy. 
And  serve  for  Chorus  in  this  tragedy. 

Enter  Spanisk  Kin^y  Generql^Casiile^and 

'"  * "''^     jHlERONiMO. 

King,  Now  ^y,  lord  general,  bow  fares  out 
camp? 


^  There  in  the  pride  and  prhne,  1618.  23.  S3 
*  Slackt,16l8. 

6 


3  Summer's,  1623. 39. 
5  CcABOref,  1618.23.33. 


Shapes  of  ever  bloominir  niabf,  1618. Shades  of  ever  blooming  night,  1623. 33. 

Field,  1018.  2'  S3.  *  Fall  dowa,  I6l8.  22.  3.3. 


-Murderers  green,  1623.  ^, 


smile. 


9  Murderers  greeve,  1618 

"  Ibeggd,  16l8.«:^.3S.  ^    , 

"  Rounded  ihte  in  W  etfr,-^i.  e.  whispered.   So,  in  Gascoignc's  FabU  of  ferdinando  Jeronimt^  p, 
**  After  bis  due  reverence,  he  layd  his  haode  on  her  temples,  and  privilie  rounding  ker  in  her  ears, 
'*  her  to  commaunde,''  &c. 

Euphues,  p.  vl.  I  " Fernndo  entered,  whome  they  all  dutifully  welcomed  home,  who, 

**  Fhilaufus  in  the  eare,  ilesired  him  io  accoropanie  trim  immediatelye. " 

See  also  Mr  bteevens's  Note  on  King  John^  A.  2.  8.  2. 

«3  Gales  of  homf— of  Hor.  second  editron  of  Horror,  1618.  23.  S3.    For^the  Gat( 
gil,  B.  VI.  Sunt  geming  somni  port ^  ^^Sote  on  HsLVfkiBB's  Ldition. 

^*  I  wot  not  Ao».— Sec  Nate  to  Gammer  Durton^s  Noedte* 
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Oen.  All  well,  my  soveretgn  liege,  except  tome 
few 
That  are  deceased  by  fortune  of  the  war. 

Ktng^  But  what  '^  portends  thy  chearful  coun- 
tenance, 
And  posting  to  our  presence  thus  in  haste  ? 
Speak,  man ;  hath  fortune  gi?en  us  victory  f 

Gen,  Victory,  my  liege,  and  that  with  little  loss. 

King,  Our  Portingals  will  pay  us  trihute,  then  ? 

Gen.  Tribute,  and  wonted  homage  therewitlial. 

King.  Then  blest  be  heaven,  and  guider  of  the 
heavens, 
From  whose  fair  influence  such  justice  flows. 

Cast.  0  muUum  dUecU  Deo,  tibi  militat  ather, 
Et  conjurata  curvato  popUte  gentei 
Sttccumbant :  recti  utror  est  victoria  jurii. 

King.  Thanks  to  my  lovnig  brother  of  Castile.— 
But,  general,  unfold  m  brief  discourse 
Your  form  of  battle,  and  your  war's  success; 
That^  adding  all  the  pleasure  of  thy  news 
Unto  the  height  of  former  happiness. 
With  deeper  wage,  and  greater  dienity, 
We  '*  may  reward  thy  blissful  chivalry. 
^    Gen.  Where  Spain  and  Portingale  do  jointly 
r  knit 

Their  frontiers^  leaning  on  each  other's ''  bound. 
There  met  our  armies  in  their  proud  array ; 
Botli  funiished  well ;  both  full  of  hope  and  fear ; 
Both  menacing  alike,  with  daring  shows ;  ' 
Both  vaunting  sundry  colours  of  device ; 
Both  chcerly  sounding  trumpets,  drums,  and  flfes ; 
Both  raising  dreadful  clamours  to  the  '^  sky. 
That  vallies,  hills,  and  rivers,  made  rebound, 
And  heaven  itself  was  frighted  with  the  sound. 
Our  battles  both  were  pitched  in  squadron-form, 
Each  comer  strongly  fenced  with  wings  of  shot ; 
But  ere  we  joined,  and  came  to  push  of  ptke^ 
I  brought  a  squadron  of  our  readiest  shot, 
From  out  ou% rearward,  to  begin  the  fight: 
They  brought  another  wing  t'encounter  us : 
Meanwhile  our  ordnance  played  on  either  side. 
And  captains  strove  to  have  their  '^  valours  tried. 
Don  Pedro,  their  chief  horsemen's  colonel. 
Did,  with  his***  cornet,  bravrly  make  attempt 
To  break  the  order  of  our  battle  ranks : 
But  Don  Rogerri,  worthy  roan  of  war, 
Marched  forth  against  him  with  our  musketeers. 
And  stopt  the  maJice  of  his  fell  approach* 


While  they  maintain  hot  skirmish  to  and  fro, 
*'  Both  battles  join,  and  fall  to  handy-blows: 
Their  violent  bhot  resembling  th'  ocean's  rage, 
When  roaring  loud,  and  with  a  swelling  tide, 
It  beats  upon  the  rampirus  nt*  Uuy;^  ruck^^ 
And  gapes  to  swallow  iit^iLrhbfvuM^utHiitit:  lands. 
Now**  while  Bellona  r^f^etK J|^B|^H  thefc^ 
Thick  storms  of  bullets  clui  fll^^^Kp'^  hail. 
And  shivered  launces*^  d^irfctU^  croaUetl  air.  - 

Pede  pes,  et  cuspidt 
Arma  tenant  armis,  lif" 


[Kf  tiro* 

On  every  side*^  drop  oipuiiTjmp'ji; round, 
*^  And  soldiers  some  ill  jii:iEincri,  ^ome  ^!ain  out- 
right: 
Here  falls  a  body,  sundered  from  his  head. 
There  legs  and  arms  lie  bleeding  on  the  grass, 
Mingled  with  weaptms,  and  *^  unbowelKd  steeds. 
That  scattering  overspread  the  purple  plain. 
In  all  this  turmoil  three  long  hours  and  more, 
The  victory  to  neither  part  inclined ; 
Till  Don  Andrea,  with  his  brave  launcie.ns 
in*^  tfielr  main  pa'tile  made  so  great  a  breach, 
haircHsroavcd,'  the  multitude  retired 


TTiar .,  ^ 

But  Baltliezar,l!Ttf  TurilH^JjiTelt  ytfung  prince, 
Broufctit  "rescue't'aiVd  encouraged^tliem  to  stay. 
"here  tie'nce  tKe  jjljLht" wa8_etmerly  rg'j'evved^ 
"And  in  that  jonfliq^wa8L.AllKirgK  M^"V» 


Hrave'  man  at  arinsy  but  weak  to  6althezar: 


Tet  while  tlie  prince,  insultmg  over  him. 
Breathed  out  proud  vaunts,  sounding  to  our  re- 
proach. 
Friendship  and  hardy  valour  joined  in  one, 
**  Pricked  forth  Horatio,  our  knight-marshars  son^ 
Jo  challenge  for tFlRat  prince  to  single  fight; 
^ot  long  between  these  twain  the  fight  endured, 
But  strait  the  prince  was  beaten  from  his  horse, 
And  forced  to  yield  him  prisoner  to  his  foe. 
When  be  was  taken,  all  ^e  rest  they  fled, 
And  our  carbines  pursued  tliem  to  the  death ; 
Till,  Phcebus  waving  to  the  western  deep. 
Our  trumpetera  were  charged  to  sound  retreat; 
King.  Thanks,  good  lord  general,  for  these  good 
news; 
And  for  some  argument  of  more  to  come. 
Take  this,  and  wear  it  for  thy  sovereign's  sake. 

[Givet  Iwn  a  Chain; 
But  tell  me  now,  hast  thoo  confirmed  a  peace  i 


"  Pretends,  1618. 83.  S3.  '6  will,  IflSS.  '^  Bounds,  I6i3.  S3. 

•»  skies,  163:*.  >«  Valour,  1618.  «J.  83.  *•  Coronet,  1618.  W.  HS. 

Both  kaitUajoin,  and  fall  /«|Mdy-blow8  —This  play,  though  not  uftnUmied  hi  the  Key  to  The  Re- 
'f  seems  to  have  been  one  J^mtt  •UiCillHl  by  the  Duke  of  Bockiogham  in  that  witty  performance. 


'*  The  army,  wrangling  for  the  gold  you  gave, 
<^  First  fell  to  words,  and  then  to  hand^lam.'* 

S3.  *5  Dark'd,  1618. 23,  Sf,  ^  Dropt,  1618. 23. 33. 

maimed,  1618.  83.  S3.  ^  Unbowed,  1618.  8:f.  33. 

*»  Pickl,  1618. 
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[Anonthous. 


Gen,  No  pcaos^mgr  Kege,  but  peace  ooDdidonal, 
That  if,  with.hcmiage,  trwute  b^  ^  well  paid. 
The  fury  of  ^®  your  forces  will  be  staid ; 
Aud  to  ^'  this  peace  their  viceroy  hath  subscribed, 
[Gives  the  Kin^  a  Faper, 
And  made  u  jrgkmn  Tt»w,  that  during  hfe 

^^  ^^^^  ^*'^!!!flihL^^  ^^^^y  P^'^  to  Spain. 
King.  iflBw^a^  .these  deeds*  become  thy 

Bat  n<rt»,  Ititu^T   -        il,  frolick  with  "  thy  king, 
For  'tis  tht  ns '"♦  this  battle's  prize. 

Hkr,  L«ii'.  :;  r-  li    live  to  serve  my  sovereign 

And  noifa  cU'cay^  unless  he  serve  my  liege. 

King.  Mor  rKou,  nor  be,  shall  die  without  re- 
ward. .  [435  Tucket  afar  of. 
What  meaas  this  vamaajt  ot  the  trumpet's  sound  ^ 

Gen,  This  tells  me,  that  your  grace's  men  of 
war. 
Such  as  war's  fortune  hath  reserved  from  death, 
Conoe  marching  ou  towards  your  royal  seat, 
To  shew  themselves  before  your  majesty ; 
For  so  1  gave ^^  in  duuge  at  my  depart; 
Whereby,  by  demoDstration,  shall  appear 
That  all^  except  three  hundred,  or  few  more, 
Are  safe  returned,  and  by  their  foes  enriched. 

J[he^Army  enters,^''    Baltuezar  between  Lo-^ 

King,  A  gladsome  sightT^l  long  to  see  them 
here.  [Th^  enter,  ondjptusby. 

Was  that  the  warlike  piiilceorPortTnjgaT^; 
That  by  our  nephew  was  in  triumph  led  ? 

Gen,  It  was,  my  liege,  the  prince  of  Portingale. 

King,  But  what  was  he,  that  on  the  other  side 
Held  him  by  th'  arm,  as  partner  of  the  prize  ? 

Hicr,  That  was.  my  son,  my  gracious  sovereign. 
Of  whom,  though  from  his  tender  infancy 
My  loving  thoughts  did  never  hope  but  well, 
He  never  pleased  his  father's  eyes  till  now. 
Nor  filled  my  heart  with  over-cloying  joys. 

King,  Gro,  let  them  march  once  more  about 
these  walls, 
That,  staying  them,  we  may  confer  and  talk 
With  our  brave  prisoner  and  his  double  guard. — 
Hieroniroo,  it  greatly  pleaseth  us 
That  in  our  victory  thou  have  a  share, 
By  virtue  of  thy  worthy  son's  exploit 

Enter  again. 

Bring  hither  the  ypong  prince  of  Portingale,— 
The  rest  march  on ;  but,  ere  they  be  dismiued. 


We  wiU  bestow  on  every  soldier  two  ducats 
And  on  eveiy  leader  ten,  that  they  mny  know 
Our  largess  welcomes  tbem — 

,  JjSrgttnt  all  but  Baltbjezas*  Losmo, 

'^mST^vrntr^ — ^•~"^ ^"^ 

Welcoine,Tron  Baitbeaar,  welcome  nephew;— 
And  thou,  Horatio^  thou  art  welcome  too.— 
Young  prince,  although  thy  falbei's  hard  mi^Hgedi, 
In  keeping  back  the  tribofee  that  be  owes^ 
Deserve  but  evil  measure  aft  our  hands, 
Yet  shalt  thou  know  that  Spain  is  bonooiaUe. 

BaL  The  tresspass  that  my  &ther  made  ia 
peace 
Is  now  controuled  by  fortune  of  the  wars; 
And  cards  once  dealt,  it  boots  not  ask  why  so: 
His  men  are  slain,  a  weakening  to  ^'  his  realm; 
His  colours  seized,  a  blot  upon  his  name ; 
His  son  distreat,  a  cor'sive  to  his  heart : 
These  punishments  may  dear  his  late  oftnce. 
^  King.  Aye,  Baltfaezar,  if  be''  observe  diis 

truce. 
Our  peace  will  grow  the  stronger  for  these  wan : 
Mean  while  live  thou,  ^  thoa^  not  in  liberty, 
Yet  ^'  free  from  bearing  any  servile  yoke ; 
For,  in  our  hearine,  thy  deserts  were  great, 
And  in  our  sight  thyself  art  gradoos. 

BaL  And  I  shall  study  to  deserve  this  grac& 

JiCif^.  But  tell  me,  for  their  holding  makes  me 
doubt, 
To  which  of  these  twain  art  thou  prisoner? 

Lor,  To  me,  my^  lieg& 

Hor.  To  me,  my  sovereign. 

Lor.  This  hand  hrst  took^  bu  courser  by  the 
rjsins, 

Hor.  But  first  my  lance  did  put  him  from  fait 
horse. 

Lor.  I  seized  his  weapon,  and  eiyo^ed  it  fint 

Hor,  But  first  I  forced  him  lay  hit  weapons 
down.  * 

King.  Let  go  his  arm,  upon  our  privilege.— 
[TlUykthmg9. 
^  Say,  worthy  prince,  to  whether  didst  thou  yield? 

Bal  To  him  in  courtesy,  Co  this  perforce; 
He  spake  me  fair,  this  other  pive  me  strokes; 
He  promised  life,  this  other  threatened  death; 
He  won  my  love^  this  other  conquered  me; 
And,  truth  to  say,  I  yield  myselt  to  bodL 

Hier.  But  that  I  Imow  your  gtace  foe  just  sod 
wise, 
And  misht  seem  partial  in  this  diSiMPenc^ 
Inforced  by  nature,  and  by  law  of  armiy 
My  tongue  shall  plead  for  young  Uoratio^s  fights 


.2S.3S!*  ,^n'* 


*'  Tribute  may  be  paid,  1618. 23.  S3.  "^  ^  ^BKr,  1W8. 83. 83. 

3'  That,  1618.  W.  33.  3»  This,  !618. 23.3Sr    ^^  33  Theyl6l8. 

34  That,  1618.  iS.  "  Trampet,  1618.  23.  33. 

35  Tucket,— See  Note  to  the  First  Fan  ofJeronimo,  p.  46i». 

36  Gave  them  charge,  1618.  2^.  38.  37  jj^eets,  1618.  23. 33. 
3«  The,  1618.  2J.  HH.  39  Observes,  1618.  23. 35.  *° 
4«  Free  emitted,  1618.  ♦»  Lord,  1618.  ?S,  33.  ♦J 
44  So,  1618.23.33. 
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(^  He  Inititedl  well,  that  was  a  lion's  death ; 
Not  he  that  in  a  earment  wore  his  skin : 
So  hares  may  pull  dead  lions  by  the  beard. 
King.  Content  thee,  marshal,  thou  shalt  have 
DO  wrong; 
And,  for  thy  sake,  thy  son  shall  want  no  right. 
Win  both  abide  the  censure  of  my  doom  ? 
^  JLor,  I  crave  no  better  than  your  grace  awards. 
JSar.  Nor  1,  although  I  sit  beside  my  right. 
King,  Then,  by  my  judgment^  thus  your  strife 
shall  end : 
You  both  deserve,  and  both  $haU  have  reward,— 
SipTieflj  thou  took'st  bis  iveapons  and  his  Horse; 
His  weapona  ii»i(t  his  harse  are  ihy  rewtord*— 
Homuo  thou  dld&t  force  him  first  to  yield ; 
HisTansbtii  lli  ere  fore  h  thy  valour's  fee ; 
^Ippolrit  tU  suTii  as  YOU  iha!l  huth  agree*— 
But,  nephew,  thou  slmlt  fiave  the  prince  In  gu^rd^ 
For  thine  t^^trae  best  fitteth  such  a  gaesL 
Horatio's  liouie  were  amall  for  all  his  train : 
Yet  in  regard  thy  substance  passeth  his, 
And  that  just  guerdon  ^  may  hefal  desert, 
To  him  we  yield  the  armour  of  the  prince.— 
How  likes  Don  Balthezar  of  this  device  ? 

BaL  Right  well,  my  liege,  if  this  proviso  were, 
That  Don  Horatio  bear  us  company, 
Whom  I  admire  and  love  for  chivalry. 
King.  Horatio,  leave  him  not  that  loves  thee 
so. — 
V^w  let  us  hence  to  see  our  soldiers  paid. 
And  feast  our  prisoner  as  our  friendly  guest. 
— --^ [j&ecunt, 

Vice.  Isour  ambassador  dispatched  for  Spain? 
Jlex,  Two  daya^  my  Uege,  are  past  since  his 
depart. 


Vice.  And  tribtitie-payni^'nt^nealong^th  himf 

Alex.  Ave,  thy  good  lord. 

Vice.  Then  rest  we  here  a  while  in  our  unrest. 
And  feed  our  sorrows  with  some  inward  sighs ; 
For  deepest  cares  break  never  into  tears. 
But  wherefore  sit  I  in*'  a  regal  throne? 
This^  better  fits  a  wretch's  endtesfl  moan. 

[Fafis  to  thf.  ground. 
Yet  this  is  higher  than  my  Utrtuti^s  rencb, 
And  therefore  better  xhmx  my  "state  deserves  ^ 
Aye,  aye,  this  earth,  imEige  of  melancholy^ 
Seeks  him  whom  fates  ^^  adjudge  to  misery. 
Here  let  me  lie— Now  ^^  am  i  af  the  lowest. 

Qui  jacet  in  terrOf  non  hdbet  unde  cadat. 
In  me  contumptit  viraforhtna  nocendo : 
Nil^'  supereit  utjampossit  obesse  magis. 

Yes,  fortune  may  bereave  me  of  my  crown; 
Here,  take  it — ^Now  let  fortune  do  her  worst; 
She  will  not  rob  roe  of  this  sable  weed. 
O  no,  she  envies  none  but  pleasant  things ; 
Such  is  the  folly  of  despiteful  chance ! 
Fortune  is  blind,  and  sees  not  my  deserts; 
So  is  she  deaf,  and  hears  not  my  laments: 
And  could  she  hear,  yet  is  she  wilful  mad. 
And  therefore  will  not  pity  my  distress. 
Suppose  that  she  could  pity  me ;  what  then  ? 
What  help  am  be  expected  at  her  hands, 
Whose  foot  is  standing  on  a  rolling  stone, 
And  mind  more  mutable  than  fickle  winds? 
Why  wail  I  then,  where's  hope  of  no  redress  ? 
O,  yes !  complaining  makes  my  grief  seem  less. 
My  late  ambition  hath  distained  my  faith; 
My  breach  of  faith  occasioned  bloody  wars ; 
Those  '^  bloody  wars  have  spent  ray  treasure; 
And,  with  my  treasure,  my  people's  blood ; 


/ 


♦5  Se  kwOed  weU,  &c,— So,  in  Sbakespeare's  King  John,  A. «.  S.  I : 


Ottenlim— is  re^rd. 


ActSd: 


'*  Yoo  are  the  liare  of  wliom  the  proverb  goes, 
'*  Whose  valour  pioclis  dead  lions  by  the  beaid." 

So,  in  the  present  scene,  p.  480 : 

^'  Speak  on,  I'll  guerdon  thee,  whate*er  it  be.'» 


<<  Yet  speak  the  truth,  and  I  wiU  guerdon  thee." 

Ben  Jpnsop's  PyitfAtVt  Revels,  A.  5.  S.  11 : 

**  And  for  this  serrice  of  discovery. 
Performed  by  thee,  in  honour  of  oar  name. 
We  vow  to  guerdon  it  with  soch  dne  grace,    ^  • 
As  sh^^come  our  bounty  and  thy  place.*'  C^v, 

PoeiMtert  A.  8.  B.Ai^^^         —  ^^ 


As  sh^^ecome  our  1 

**  «Krae  trStI 
But  iR^M  dally  onc4 


fVi^  beguiledz 


«7  This,  1618.  83. 83. 
s^  I  am,  1633. 


truth,  and  I  will  guerdon  thee, 
dally  once  again,  thou  diest." 


*<  I  hope,  as  guerdon  for  my  just  desert. 
To  have  it  for  my  detestable  acts." 

♦»  It,  1018. 
^  Nihilj  IflSS. 


^  AiUodged,  1618. 98. 38. 
i*  These,  1623.  S3. 
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And,  with  their  blood,  my  joy  and  best  beloved, 
My  best  beloved,  my  sweet,  and  only  sou. 
O  wlierefore  went  I  not  to  war  myself  ? 
The  cause  was  mine,  I  mi^ht  have  died  for  both : 
My  years  were  mellow,  his'^  but  young  and  tureen; 
My  death  were  natural,  but  his  was  forced. 
Alex,  No  do^yibt,  my  liege,  but  still  the  prince 

surviv^ 
Vice.  Sajrives!  ayp, where?** 
Ales,  fa  opain;  &  prisoner,  by  mischance  of  war. 
Vice,  'fheo  they  have  sUin  him  fc^  his  father's 

fautt. 
Alex,  That  wpre  a  breach  to  common  law  of 

arms. 
Vice,  They  reck  no  laws  that  meditate  revenge. 
Alex.  HisNransom*s  worth  will  stay  from  foul 

revenge. 
Vice.  No;  if  he  lived,  the  news  would  soon  be 

here. 
Alex,  Nay,  evil  news  fly ''  faster  still  than  good. 
Vice,  Tell  me  no  more  of  news,  for  he  is  dead. 
yUL  My.  stivereign,  pardon  the  author  of  ill 
news. 
And  111  bewray  the  fortune  of  thy  son. 

Vice,  Speak  on,  I'll  guerdon  thee,  whatever  it  be; 
Mine  ear  is  ready  to  receive  ill  news ; 
My  heart  grown  hard  'gainst  mischiefs  battery. 
Stand  up,  I  say,  and  tell  tliy  tale  at  large. 

VilL  Then  hear  that  '^  truth,  which  these  mine 
eyes  have  seen. 
«beji  both  the  armies  were  in  battle  joined, 
jL>Qn,B^lthezar^  amidst  the  thickeht^.i^A^ops, 
'To  win  renown,  did  wonrt??Si8  Feato  if  ttMAs;. , 
uAmoiigst  the  rest  I  saw  him,  hand  to  hand, 
0liih  single  iigl^  with  their  lord  general, 

iffil!^i§JWWittUJh?^  Jj?*"?  counterfeits 
tjyimer  the  colour  uf  a  H^uteous  Trieiid)^  ^ 
r  IJisciiar^ed  Iii^  pi^tOtat  ttig^prmce'sDack. 
As  iliough  he  wouldTiave^  slam  thelrgeneral ; 
But  therewithal  Don  Balthezar  fell  down, 
And  ^'^'hej^fM^  fell,  then  we  began  to  fly : 
But,  ha(ffla»£ved,  the  day  had  sure  been  oura^ 
Alex.  O  wicked  forgery !  O  trait'rous  miscreant ! 
Vice.  Ifold  thou  thy  peace. — But  now,  Villup- 
po,  say. 
Where  then  became  the  carcase  of  my  son  I 
VilU  I  saw  them  drag  it  to  the  Spanish  tents. 
Vice.  Aye,  aye,  my  nightly  dreams  have  told 
me  this. — 


Thou  false,  unkind,  unthankful,  trait'rous  heist !  - 
Wherein  had  Balthexar  ofleiided  tliee, 
That  thou  should'st  thus  Ijetray  him  to  uur  foes! 
Was't  Spanish  god  that  bleared  so  chine  eyes,. 
That  thou  could*$t  see  no  part  of  our  deserts? 
Perchance,  becau*^  thou  art  Tersera's  lord, 
Thou  had*st  '^  some  hope  to  wear  this  duuiein, 
If  first  my  son,  and  then  myself  were  slaio ; 
But  thy  ambitious  thought  *^  shall  break  thy  neck. 
Aye,  this  was  it  that  made  thee  spill  his  Mood ; 
[He  takei  the  Crown,  and  puts  ii  on  again. 
But  I  il  now  ''  wear  it,  till  thy  bloud  be  spilL 
Alex,  Vouchsafe,  dread  ^  sovereign,  to  bear  me 
speak. 
,      rif^fVyvay  withhli^  f  his  sight  is  iti;  ■  n  <  1  itt  ij : 
Keep  fiim,  \i\\  wr*  dett-niuiu  ^\  Wia  j*-'|^i- 
TTBu 1 1 i ii,/ur  be  dtid i  be  si »all  jiL>f  Ji^a* — 
"Vniuppo,  luiJHW-^inr  thy  n^w^y- 

'^^     ^   -  [Ejri'riTWWSn 

.      Vill.  Thus  have  I,  with  an  envious  forged  taie,^  / 
\Deceived  the  king,  betrayed  uiiiie  enemy, 
jAud  hope  for  guerdon  of  my  villainy. 

and  BBLtupERii 


*3jj£nI^SDRATio  a 
ScrSigniorHoratio,  tl 


einy,  /     , 


this  is  the  place  and  hour 
Wherein  1  must  intreat  thee  to  relate 
The  circumstance  of  Don  Audrea's  death; 
Who,  living,  was  my  garland's  sweetest^'  flowei^ 
And  in  his  deatli  h-ath  buried  my  deli^^hts. 

Hor.  For  love  of  him,  iiud  bervioe  to  yoane% 
^^  I  nill  refuse  this  heavy  doleful  cliafge; 
Yet  tears  and  sighs,  I  fear,  will  hinder  me. 
Wheih  Jhath  our  armies  were  enjoined  in  ^^  figh^ 
Your  worthy  cavalier  amidst  the  thickest. 
For  glory's  cause,  sthi  aiming  at  the  fairest^ 
Was,  at  the  last,  by  young  Don  Balthezar 
Encountered  hand  to  hand.  Their  fight  was  long; 
Their  hearts  were  great;  their  clamours  menacing; 
Their  strength  alike ;  their  strokes  both  danger- 

o»s; 
But  wrathful  Nemesis  that  wicked  power, 
Envying  at  Andrea's  praise  and  worth. 
Cut  short  his  life,  to  end  his  praise  and  worth. 
She,  she  herself,  disguised  in  armour's  mask, 
(As  Pallas  was  before  proud  Pergamus) 
Brought  in  a^  fresh  supply  of  halberdiers, 
Which  paunched  liis  horse,  and  dinged  ^'  him  ta 

the  ground : 
Then  young  Don  Balthezar,  with  rathloss  rage» 


'^  But  bis,  16^.  S3. 

55  Will  fly,  1618.  ^JS.  33. 

58  thoughts,  1618.23.88, 

6'  Chiefest,  16^3.  33. 

6'  To,  1618.  iJ3.  33. 


'«  But  where?  1618.  S3.  33. 

«  The,  1618  23.  33.  s'  Hast,  16«3.  33. 

5«>  Now  111,  1618.  -3.  S3.      : '        60  Deare,  I6l8.  ?83. 33. 

«*  I'll  not  refuse iMi  do|^iieaTy,  1618  ti.  33. 

^  A,  omitted,  1()18.  A 


^5  Dingtd^i,  e.  threw  him  to  the  ground  with  force.     As,  in  the  Second  Part  oi  Antonio  and 
A.  4.  S.  3 : 

*'  DistraugHI  and  raving,  from  a  turret's  top 
lie  threw  his  body  in  the  high  swolne  sea. 
And  as  he  headlong  topste  tnrvie  dingtd  downe^ 
He  still  cry'd  Mellida.*' 
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Taking  advaiitai;e  of  his  foe*9  dUtrese, 

Did  finish  what  his  halberdiers  began, 

And  !eft  not  till  Ai|drea's  life  was  dune. 

Then,  though  too  late,  incensed  with  just  remorse, 

I9  with  my  band,  set  forth  against  the  prince, 

Aod  brought  him  prisoner  from  his  halberdiers. 

BeL  Would  thou  badst  slain  him  that  so  ^  slew 
my  lore ! — 
But,  then,  was  Don  Andrea's  carcase  lost  ? 

Hot,  No,  that  was  it  for  which  I  chiefly  strove, 
Nor  stept  I  back  till  I  recovered  him. 
I  took  him  up,  and  wound  him  in  mine  arms, 
And  welding  ^^  him  unto  my  private  teqt, 
There  laid  him  down,  and  dewed  him  with  my 

tears, 
And  sighed  and  sorrowed  as  became  a  friend : 
But  neither  friendly  sorrow,  ^'  sighs,  nor  tears, 
Couid  win  pale  death  from  his  usurped  r^t. 
Yet  this  I  did,  and  less  I  could  not  do, 
I  saw  him  honoured  with  doe  funeral : 
^  This  scarf  I  plucked  from  off  bis  lifeless  arm, 
And  wear  it  io  remembrance  of  my  friend. 

BeL  I  know  the  scarf,  would  be  had  kept  it 
sfilll 
For,  had  be  lived,  be  would  have  kept  it  still, 
And  worn  it  for  his  Belimperia*s  sake; 
For  'twas  my  favour  at  his  last  depart. 
Bat  now  wear  thou ^^  it,  both  for  him  and  me; 
For,  after  him,  thou  hast  deserved  it  best; 
And,  for  thjr  kindness  in  his  life  and  death, 
Be  sure,  while  Belimperia's  life  endures, 
8be  will  be  Don  Horatio's  thaukful  friend. 

Hor.  And,  madam,  Don  Horatio  will  not  slack 
Humbly  to  serve  fair  Belimpfria. 
But  now,  if  your  good  liking  stand  thereto, 
ni  crave  your  pardon  to  go  seek  the  prince. 
For  so  the  duke  your  fatl^r  gave  roe  charge. 

BeL  Aye,  go,  Horatio,  leave  me  here  a&ne, 
For  solitude  best  fits  my  cheerless  mood. 

[E^it  HOBATIO. 

Yct|  what  avails  to  wail  Andrea*s  deatli, 


bratio  proves  my  second  love } 

^  ^  _  ^      ^  j  >Vp<^fp'a  as  he  did; 

I  not  sit  in  BdimyrlaVTIioughts^ 

can  J6ve  fina  harBoiJrurmybreast, 

Till  I  revenge  the  death  of  my  beloved  ? 

Yes,  second  love  shall  further  my  revenge : 

ril  love  Horatii^.  mv  Andry's  friend. 

Tbft  more  to  spite  t^^  pnUffl  tto  WTft^ #t  *"» 


He  coujd 
"BuTKow" 


And  where  Don  Balthezar,  that  slew  my  love,  -^ 
UllUSelf  IWWTffeads  lor  favour  at  my  hands, 
He  shall,  in  ngour  of  my  just  disdain, 
Reap  long  renentanoe  for  ^'  his  murderous  deed ; 

So  many  to  oppress  one  Valiant  toight^"""*^ 
Without  respect  of  honour  in  the  fight? — 
And  here  he  comes  that  mi^rdered  my  delight. 

IfOr.  Sister,  what  means  this  melancholy  walk  ? 

BeL  That,  for  a  while,  I  wish  no  comf^y. 

Lor.  But  here  the  prince  is  coone  to  visit  youJ 

BeL  That  argues,  that  he  lives  in  ^^  liberty. 

BaL  No,  madam,  but  in  pleasing  servitude. 

BeL  Your  prison,  then,  (belike)  is  your  conceit  ? 

BaL  Aye,  by  conceit  my  freedom  is  enthralled. 

BeL^lKtk  with  conceit  enlarge  yourself  again. 

BaL  What  if  conceit  have  laid  my  heart  to  ^ige? 

BeL  Pay  that  you  borrowed,  and  recover  it. 

BaL  I  die,  if  it  return  from  whence  it  lies. 

BeL  A  heartless  man,  and  live  ?  ^'  a  miracle  i 

Bai,  Aye,  lady,  love  can  work  such  miracles. 

Lor,  Tush,  tush,  my  lord,  let  j»o  these  ambagps,^* 
And  in  plain  terms  acquaint  her  with  your  love. 

BeL  What  boots  complaint,  when  there's  no 
remedy } 

BaL  YeS)  to  your  gracious  self  must  I  complain, 
In  whose  fair  answer  lies  my  remedy; 
On  whose  perfection  all  my  thoughts  attend. 
On  whose  aspect  mine  eyes  find  beauty's  bower ; 
In  whose  translucent  breast  my  heart  UUdged> 


Nasb'i  Lenten  Stuff,  1599 :  «  For,  besides  the  loud  bellowing  prodigious  flaw  of  IndlpiatloP,  stirred  op 
against  roe  to  my  absence  and  extermination  from  the  upper  region  of  our  celestial  regimen,  which  hath 
dSmg  NM  in  a  manner  down  to  the  Infernal  bottom  of  desolation,**  &c. 

Mar8ton*8  S^ira,  Sat.  5  s 

*'  Is  dinged  to  bell,  and  vulture  eates  his  hart," 

^  80,  omitted,  1618. 9S.  33. 

•7  »r«tffog^-Carrylng,  or  bearing.    So,  in  Churchyard*s  ChaWmge,  1693,  p:  1 16 : 

**  Almcs  deeds  are  dead,  aod  conscience  waxeth  cold, 
World  scrats  and  scrapes,  plnckes  flesh  and  fell  from  hone. 
What  cuoniog  bfads,  and  bands  can  catch  In  hold,^ 
That  covetous  miodcs,  doth  seeke  to  tM/d  alone." 

«•  Borrowes,  1618.  «3. 33.  «  This  scarfe  plockt  off  from,  1618. 23. 33. 

70  Thou,  omitted,  1618.  «3. 33.  ^i  of,  i6«8  -^3.  33. 

7^  At,  16(8.  ^3.  33  73  Lives  !  16i8.  tS.  33. 
74  ^m^ages— So,  in  Wily  heguiUd,  1606  : 


**  By  Jesus,  I  cannot  play  the  dissembler. 
And  wpoc  my  love  with  courtly  ambages.'* 
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fidl  Alat^  my  loniy  thcte  ar«  but  «rord*of  co«rse> 
And  but  device  ^^  to  driTe  me  from  tbit  place. 
\^  gomg  in,  ktifall  her  OUve,  vmch  Ho- 
RATio,  cmnimg  mU^  Ukei  tip. 
Hor.  Madanit  yowr  p;k>ve— ^ 
£e/.  Tbonks,  gooi  Horatio;  take  it  for  thj 

paiDs 
Sttt  .StgHior  Horatio,  stooped  in  bappj  tine. 
Hor.  1  reaped  more  grace  than  I  df«erved  or 

hoped. 
Lor,  Mt  lord,  be  not  distnaytd  for  what  is  past 
You  know  that  woine^  oft  are  humorous :  ^^ 
These  ckmds  will  overblow  wiih  little  wiad ; 
Let  me  alone,  Fll  scatter. them  myself. 
Meaowhile,  let  as  devise  to  speed  the  tioM 
^^  In  some  delightful  sports  ind  revelling. 

Hor,  The  king,  m j  lords,  ^^  is  coming  hitbtfr 
straight, 
To  feast  the  Poftingale  ambassador. 
Things  were  in  readiness  before  I  came. 

BaL  Then  hare  it  fits  us  to  attend*  the  king, 
To  welcome  hhher  our  ambassador. 
And  learn  mjr^tbcr  and  my  country'sJieaUh. 

IfjnUr  tht  Banquet,  Trumpets^  Kingf  andJnf 
"'^ ' "~  tuitsdot*. 

King-  iie,  lord  ambassador,  how  %Nda4ntr€ats 
Their  prisoner  Balthezar^  thj  viceroys  son  i 
We  pleasure  more  in  kindaess  than  m  wars. 

Amb.^ii  is  our  king,  and  Portio^e  laments, 
duppiwing  that  Don  Balthefar  is  slaia. 

Btd,  So  am  I  slain  by  beauty's  t^rantiy.^i- 
Tou  see,  my  lord,  bow  fialtbczar  is  slain, 
I  frolifk  with  the  Duke  of  Castile's  sun, 
"Wjapt  every  hour  in  pleasures  of  the  court, 
And  graced  with  favours  of  his  majesty. 

Jiing.  Put  ofiT  your  greetings  till  ear  feast  be 
done : 
Now  come,  add  sit  widi  us,  afid  taste  our  cheer. 
[Sit  to  the  Banquet. 


Sit  down, yo«Bg prince^ you  are  our  aebond  gaeM: 
Brother,  sit  dc»wn ;  aod,  nephew,  take  yow  pitee ; 
Signior  Horatio,  wait  thou  upon  oar  cap^ 
For  well  tboa  bMt  deserved  to  be  beaoured. 
Now,  lordliafp^  fall  to ;  Spain  is  Portincsilc^ 
And  Portingale  is  Speia ;  we  both  are  meads; 
Tribute  is  fMad,  aad  we  enjoy  oar  right.—- 
But  where  is  old  Hierooimo,  our  mwthal? 
He  pronsised  ii%  in  honour  of  our  gaeet, 
^'  To  grace  our  baaqaet  with  tome  poaapoas  jeit 

Enter  HiEftoMiito  with  a  Drumy  three  Knightt^ 
each  his  'scutcheon.  Then  he  fetches  three 
Kings  ;  thtr/  take  their  crowns  and  them  cop- 
tive. 

Hiefonitno,  this  maik  cdnteots  ny  eye. 
Although  I  sound  not  well  the  nsystery. 

Hier.  Tlie  first  armed  knight,  that  bang  hb 
'scutcheon  iip^ 
[He  takes  thd  ^HUtckionf  msd  ghes  iitothi 
King, 
Was  English  Robert^  Earl  of  Gloucester, 
Who,  when  King  Stephen  bore  sway  in  Albion, 
Arrived,  with  five  and  '°  twenty  thousand  men| 
In  Portingale ;  and,  by  suocess  of  war. 
Enforced  the  king^  then  but  a  Saraoes^ 
To  bear  the  yoke  of  the  EagUsb  moDardiy. 

King4  My  lord  of  Portin^Ae,  by  tins  yoa  sts^ 
That  which  may  oomfort  both  your  king  aad  yoo, 
And  make  your  late  disoocafort  seem  the  less.— 
But  say,^Hkronimo,  what  was  the  next  ? 

Hier,  The  second  knight,  that  hong  his  'scot> 
oheoa  ttc^  [He  does  as  he  did  before. 

Was  Edmund,  Earl  of  l^t,  ia  Albion, 
When  Enj^ish  Richard  wore  the  diadem : 
He  came  likewise  and  raied  Lisbon  waUs^ 
And  took  the  king  of  Portingale  ia  fight; 
For  which,  and  o^er  sucb*4ike  service  dooe^ 
He  after  was  created  Dnke  of  York. 

King,  Tins  is  another  special  argument. 


75  Devised,  1618.  «3.  38. 

7^  HumorouM — That  is,  act  from  caprice.  So,  in  Ben  Jomon's  Eoery  Man  out  of  hit  Uumsnr^  latrodac- 
tion ;  ''  When  you  coroe  to  plays  he  hufnorous,  look  with  a  good  starcb*d  face,  and  roflle  your  brow  like 
a  new  boot  $  laugh  at  nothing  but  your  dwn  jests,  6r  else  as  the  noblemen  laugli.*' 


Dekkar>  Satiromattrix,  1600 : 


-all  onr  understanding  faculties 


Sit  there  In  their  high  court  of  parliameot, 
linactiog  laws  to  sway  this  humorous  world. 
This  little  liledr  man.'' 


The  Second  Part  of  Henry  lY.  A.  4.  8. 4: 


-being  ineemied  he*8  flint. 


As  humorous  as  winter,  attd  as  suddem" 

See  also  Mr  Steevens's  note  on  the  last  passage. 

77  In  some  delightsome  sporty  and  revellii^,  1618. 23.  S3.  78  x^ofj^  io|g.  ^,  53^ 

79  To  grace  our  banquet  with  some  pompous  jest. — To  jest,  is  to  play  a  part  in  a  masyie.    See  Dr  Ftr- 
mer's  note  on  King  Richard  II.  A.  1.  S.  3  : 

<<  As  gentle  and  as  jocund  as  io  jut* 

9°  Five  and,  omitted,  1P«3.  S3. 
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Thtt  Poftmnle  may  deign  to  bear  onr  yoke. 
When  it  by  IktU  Bnglaad  hath  been  yoked.-^ 
But  now,  Hieronimo^  what  were  tlie  rast  ? 

Hier*  The  durd  and  laft,  not  leut  in  our  ao- 
count,,  [Doing  at  he  did  h^trt. 

Was,  as  the  rest,  a  valiant  EnEUUiinan, 
Brave  John  of  Ganot,  the  Doke  of  Lancaster^ 
As  by  his  'scotoheon  plainly  may  afypear ; 
He,  wit;h  a  puissant  army,  came  to  Spain, 
And  took  our  King  of  Castile  prisontr. 

Amb,  This  is  an  aijgament  for  o«r  viceroy. 
That  Spain  may  not  insult  for  her  success, 
Siooe  En^ish  waniors  likewise  oooqaered  Spain, 
And  made  them  how  their  knees  to  Albion. 

JTtng.  Uieioaimo,  i  drink  to  thee  for  this  de- 
vice, 
Which  hath  pleased  bodi  the  amhessador  and  me; 


Pledge  me,  Hieronimo,  if  thou  lore  the  king.— 

[Tahei  the  Cup  of  Horatio^ 
My  lord,  I  fear  we  sit  but  over-long, 
Unless  our  dainties  were  more  delicate; 
But  welcome  are  you  to  the  best  we  have. 
Now  let  US  in,  that  yon  ^'  may  be  dispatched ; 
I  diink  our  council  m  already  set  [Exeunt » 

♦*  Andrea.  Come  we  for  this  from  depth  of  un- 
der-ground, 
To  see  him  feast  that  gave  roe  my  death*s  wound  ? 
These  pleasant  sights  are  sorrow  to  my  soul ; 
Nothing  but  leas;ue,  and  kwe,  and  banqaeting. 

Revenge,  Be  stall,  Andrea ;  ere  we  go  from  hence^ 
rU  turn  their  friendship  into  fell  despight ; 
Their  love  to  mortal  hate ;  their  day  to  uight ; 
Their  hope  into  despair;  their  peace  to  war; 
Their  joys  to  pain ;  their  bliss  to  misery.'' 


ACTU. 
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Enter  Lorenzo  and  Balthezab. 


Lor.  My  lord,  though  Belinperia  seem  thus 
coy. 
Let  reason  hold  you  in  your  wonted  jov : 
In  time  the  savage  bull  sustains  the  yoke ; 
In  time  all  haggard  hawks  will  stoop  to  lare ; 
In  time  small  wedges  deave  the  hardest  oak ;  ' 
^  In  time  the  flint  is  pierced  with  softest  shower ; 
And  she,  in  time,  will  fall  from  her  disdain. 
And  me  *^  the  snfierance  of  your  friend  I  y  pain. 

BaL  No ;  she  is  wilder,  and  more  hard  withal, 
Than  beast,  or  bird,  or  tree,  or  stony  wall : 
But  wherefore  blot  I  Belimpem's  name  ? 
It  b  my  fault,  not  she  that  merits  blame. 
My  feature  is  not  to  content  her  sight ; 
My  words  are  rade,  and  work  her  no  delight : 
The  lines  I  send  her  are  but  harsh  and  ill, 
8«oh  as  do  drop  from  Pan  and  ^  Marsia's  quill. 
My  presents  are  not  of  sufficient  cost. 
And  being  worthless,  all  my  labour's  lost 
*'  Yet  might  she  love  me  for  my  valiancy : 
Aye,  but  that* s  slandered  by  captivity. 
Yet  might  she  love  me  to  content  her  sire : 
Aye,  but  her  reason  masters  ^  his  desire. 
Yet  might  sho  k)ve  nse,  as  her  brother's  friend : 
Aye,  but  her  hopes  aim  at  some  other  end. 
Yet  might  she  love  me  to  up-rear  her  state : 
Aye,  hut  perhaps  shtf  '^  hopes  some  nobler  mate. 
Yet  might  she  love  me  as  her  beauty's  thrall  < 
Aye,  but  I  fiear  she  cannot  love  at  alL 

Imt.  My  Lord,  for  nv  sake,  leave  these  extasies, 
And  doubt  not  but  we  II  find  some  remedy. 
^Some cause  these  is,  that  lets  you  not  be  loved; 


First  that  nnist  needs  be  known,  and  then  removed. 

What  if  my  sister  love  some  otiier  knight  ? 
BaL  My  summer's  day  will  turn  to  winter's  night 
Lor.  I  nave  already  found  a  stratagem. 

To  sound  the  bottom  of  this  doubtful  theme. 

-My  lord,  for  once  you  shall  be  ruled  by  me ; 

Hinder  me  not;  whate'er  you  hear  or  see : 

By  force,  or  fair  means,  will  I  cast  about, 

ro  find  the  truth  of  all  this  question  out 

Ho,  Pedringano ! 

Enter  Pedringano. 

w*""     '  ^ 

Ted,  Segnior ! 

Lor.  Vicn  que  prttto. 

Fed,  Hath  your  lordshipany  service  to  command 
me? 

Lor,  Aye,  Pedringano,  service  of  import ; 
And,  not  to  spend  the  time  in  trifling  words. 
Thus  stands  the  case :  It  is  not  long  thou  know'st, 
Since  I  did  shield  thee  from  my  father's  wrath. 
For  thy  conveyance  in  Andreas  love ; 
For  which  thou  wert  adjudged  to  banishment : 
I  stood  betwixt  thee  aiid  thy  punishment 
And  since  thou  know'st  how  I  have  fiavoor'd  thee. 
Now  to  these  favours  will  I  add  reward. 
Not  with  fair  words,  but  store  of  golden  coi% 
And  lands  and  *®  living  join'd  with  dignities, 
If  thou  bat  Satisfy  my  just  demand : 
Tell  truth,  and  have  me  for  thy  lading  friend. 

Fed,  Whate'er  it  be  your  lordshipshall  demand, 
My  bounden  d«ity  bids  me  tell  the  truth,. 
If  case  ^  it  lie  in  me  to  tell  the  truth. 

Lor.  Then,  Pedringano,  this  is  my  demand : 
Whom  loves  my  sbter  Beliraperia  } 


^'  We,  1618.  ?3.  a6.  «^  In  time  the  hardest  flint,  ^c.  1618. 23  33. 

»'  Rale,  1618.83.  S3.  »♦  Marses,  1618.  ^2  ^3. 

*'  Yet  might  she  love  me/or  my  vuliancj  ;— These  lines  seem  to  be  those  intended  to  be  ridiculed  by  the 
Duke  of  Buckingham  in  The  RehearsaL    See  A*  3.  S.  5  : 

**  My  lets,  the  emblem  of  my  various  thought,  &c." 
.     »•  Her,  1618.  «3. 38.  •'  Loves,  1623. 33. 

*•  Livings,  1618. 32. 35.  ^  In  me  it  lies,  1618. 98. 39. 
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For  she  reposeth  all  her  trust  in  thee ; 


Speak,  man,  and  gain  both  friendship  and  reward;   ^  BaL  Both  well  and  ill :  it  makes  me  ^ad 


I  mean,  whom  lores  slie  in  Andrea's  place ; 

Ped.  Alasy  my  lord,  since  Don  Andrea's  death, 
I  have  no  credit  with  her  as  before ; 
And  therefore  know  not  if  she  love  or  no. 
Lor.  Nay  if  thou  daily,  then  I  am  thy  foe^ 
f^*"^  [Drawi  hit  Sword, 

I  And  fear  shall  force  what  friendhhip  cannot  win; 
I  Thy  death  shall  bury  what  thy  life  conceals; 
\  Thou  diest  for  more  esteeming  her  than  me. 
^  Fed.  Oh,  stay,  my  lord. 

Lor.  Yet  speak  the  truth,  and  I  will  guerdon 
thee, 
And  shield  thee  from  whatever  can  ensue, 
And  will  conceal  whatc'er  proceeds  from  thee. 
But,  if  thou  dally  onCe  agam,  thou  diest. 
Fed,  If  madam  Belimperia  be  in  love — 
Lor.  What,  villain  !  ifs  and  ands  ? 
"^Fed,  Oh  stay,  my  lord,  she  loves  Horatio. 

[Baithexar  starts  back. 
Lor.  What  Don  Horatio,  our  koigbt-marshal's 

son? 
Fed,  Even  him,  my  lord. 
Lor,  Now,  say  but  how  *^  know'st  thou  he  is 
her  love. 
And  thou  shalt  iind  me  kind  and  liberal : 
Stand  up,  1  say,  and  fearless  tell  the  truth. 

Fed,  She  sent  him  letters,  which  nftyself  perused, 
Full  frautfht  with  lines,  and  arguments  of  love. 
Preferring  him  before  prince  Baithezar. 

Lor.  ^^  Swear  on  this  cross,  that  what  thou 
saytst  is  true ; 
And  that  thou  wilt  conceal  what  thou  bast  told. 
Fed,  1  swear  to  both,  by  him  that  made  us  all. 
Lor.  In  hope  thine  oath  is  true,  here's  thy  re- 
ward : 
But,  if  I  prme  thee  perjured  and  unjust, 
Thii»  very  sword  whereon  thou  took'st  thine  oath. 
Shall  he  the  worker  of  thy  tragedy. 

Fed.  What  1  have  said  is  true,  and  shall  for  me 
Be  still  conccal'd  from  Belimperia : 
Besides,  your  lionour's  liberality 
Deserves  my  duteous  service,  even  till  death. 

Lor.  Let  this  be  all  that  tliou  shalt  do  for  me : 
Be  watchful  when,  and  where  these  lovers  meet, 
I  An<t  give  me  notice  in  some  secret  sort. 
Fed.  I  will,  my  lord. 

Lor.  Then  shalt  thou  find  that  I  am  liberal : 
Thou  know*st  that  I  can  more  advance  thy  state 
Than  hbe;  be  therefore  wise,  and  fail  me  not : 
Go  and  attend  her,  as  thy  custom  is, 
Lest  ab&ence  make  her  think  thou  dost  amiss. 

[Exk  P£D. 

(Why  so :  tarn  armisy  guam  ingenh : 
Where  words  prevail  not,  violence  prevails ; 
But  gold  doth  more  than  either  of  them  both. 


How  likes  prince  Bidtbe»tf  ^  this 


sad: 

Glad,  that  I  know  the  hinderer  of  my  \ove ; 
Sad,  that  I  fbar  she  hates  me,  wfaofi  1  lore; 
Glad,  that  I  know  on  wbo<n  to  bel-evenged  ; 
Sad,  that  she'll  fly  me  if  I  take  revenge ; 
Yet  must  I  take  revenge*  or  die  myself. 
For  lov^  resisted  grows  impatient. 
I  think  Horatio  be  my  destined  plague : 
Firsts  in  his  band  he  brandished  a  sword, 
jAnd  with  that  sword  he  fiercely  waged  war, 
lAnd  in  that  war  be  gave  me  dangerous  wounds, 
jAnd  by  those  wounds  be  forced  me  to  yield. 
And  by  my  yielding  I  became  bis  slave  : 
Now  in  his  mouth  he  carries  pleasing  words. 
Which  pleasing  words  do  barbimir  sweet  conoekt; 
^'  VVhich  sweet  conceits  are  limed  with  sly  deceits. 
Which  sly  deceits  ^*  smooth  Belimperia^  ears ; 
And  through  her  ears*dive  down  into  her  beart^ 
And  in  her  heart  ^^  set  him,  where  I  should  stand. 
Thus  hath  he  ta'n  my  body  by  his  foroe^ 
And  now  by  slight  would  captivate  ntj  soal : 
But  in  his  fall  I'll  tempt  the  destioie^ 
And  either  lose  my  life,  or  win  my  love; 
Lor.  Lee's  go,  my  lord^  ^  your  staying  stays  re^ 
venge : 
Do  you  but  follow  me,  and  ^aki  yotir  love. 
Her  favour  must  be  won  by  his  remove.  [ExewU, 

I    ^R^erTToRATio  and  BelimP£b^a.| 

Hor,  Now,  madam,  since  by  favour  of  joor 

Our  hidden  smoke  is  tum'd  to  open  f^Une,  r^^-^ 
And  that  with  lodes  and  words  we  feed   our 

thoughts> 
(Two  chief  contents)  where  more  canoot  be  bad : 
Thus  in  the  midst  of  love's  fair  blandishments. 
Why  shew  you  sign  of  inward  languishavents  ? 
^^    1  [PfibftiRGANo  showi  ail  to  the  Frince  and 
^^  I      Lorenzo,  placing  than  in  secret. 

Bel  My  heart,  sweet  friend,  is  like  a  ship  at  sea. 
She  wisheth  port,  where  riding  all  at  ease 
She  may  repair  what  stormy  times  have  worn ; 
And,  leaning  on  the  shore^  may  sing  with  joy. 
That  pleasure  follows  pain,  and  bliss^  annoy.  , 

Possession  of  thy  love  is  the  only  port,^ 
Wherein  my  heart,  with  fears  and  hopes  lon^ 

toss'd^ 
Each  hour  doth  wish  and  \me,  to  make  resort, 
'5  There  to  repair  the  joys  that  it  bath  lost; 
And,  sitting  sa^,  to  sing  in  Cupid's  Ouire, 
That  sweetest  bliss,  is  crown  of  love  s  desire. 

[Balthezar  And  Lorenzo  asidt. 
BaL  Oh  sleep  mine  eyes,  see  sot  my  love  pro- 
faned ; 
Be  deaf  mine  cars,  hear  not  my  discontent; 


»«  flow  knowest  thou  that  he,  1618. 2S.  33.        *^  Swear  on  this  cross.^Sec  p.  44?. 
^  Of  this,  l(JI8.  ^.  3  <.  ^'  This  line  omitted,  1618.  « J.  :*S. 

9»  ^weet,  1618.  r.i,  33.  5>3  Sets,  I6l8.  23.  33.  ^^  Our,  1633. 

9S  There  on  repair,  1618.  i3. 33. 
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Die,  heart,  another  joys  what  thou  de8er¥*st. 
'    Lor.  Watch  still,  mine  eyes,  to  see  '^  this  love 

disjoined; 
Hear  still,  mine  ears,  to  hear  them  both  lament ; 
^  Jfjve  heart,  lo  joy  at  fond  Horatio's  fall. 

BeL  Why  stands  Horatio  speechless  all  this 
while } 

Hot.  The  less  I  speak,  the  more  I  meditate. 

$€L  But  whereon  dost'^  thoo  chiefly  meditate? 

Hor.  On  dangem  past,  and  pleasures  to  ensue. 

BaL  On  pleasures  past,  and  dangers  to  ensue. 

BeL  What  dangers  and'  what  pleasures  dost 
thou  mean  ? 

Jior.  Dangers  of  war^  and  pleasures  of  our  love. 

JLor.  Dangers  of  death,  but  pleasures  none  at  all. 
.   BeL  Let  dangers  go$  thy  war  ^11  be  with  me : 
-Bnt  such  a  war,  as  breaks  no  bond  of  peace. 
Speak  thou  fair  words,  I'll  cross  them  with  fair 

words: 
Send  thou  sweet  looks,  I'll  meet  them  with  sweet 

looks: 
Write  lo^ifig  liofit»  III  answer  loving  lioes  : 
Give  me  a  kiss,  Fll  counter-check  thy  kiss : 
Be  this  mar  warring  peace,  or  peaceful  war. 

Sor.  But,  gracious  madam,  then  appoint  the 
field. 
Where  trial  of  this  war  shall  first  be  made.      * 

BaL  Ambitioiis  villain !  how  hJ6  boldness  grows ! 

BeL  rhen  ^  be  thy  father's  pleasauthower,  the 
.field 
Where  first  we  vowed  a  <^  mutual  amity ;    . 
The  court  were  dangerous,  that  place  is  safe : 
'°'  Our  hour  shall  \^  when  Vesper  'gins  to  rise, 
Thlit  summons  home  '^  distressful  travellers : 
There  none  shall  hear  us  but  the  harmless  birds ; 
Happily  the  gentle  nightingale 
Shad  carrol  us  asleep  ere  we  beWare, 
And,  singing  with  the  prickle  at  her  breast, 
TeU  our  delight  and  '^^  mirthful  dalliance : 
Till  then  ea(£  hour  will  seem  a  year  and  more. 

Hot.  But,  honey  ^weet,  and  hohourabie  love, 
Return  we  now  into  your  father's  sight, 
Dangerous  suspicion  waits  on  our  delight. 

Lor,  Aye,  danger  mixed  with  jealous  despight 
'  Shall  send  tliy  soul  into  eternal  night.     [Exeunt, 

Fattr  King  tf  Spaih^  PoRTrKCALE  AmiBassador, 
Don  CtPRiAN,  Sfc, 

^Hg.  Brother  of  Castile,  to  the  prince's  love 
What  says  vour  daughter  Beliraperia?^^<" 

Cyp.  Although  she  coy  it^  as  becomes  her  kind, 
Andyet  dissemble  that  she  loves  the  prince ; 


I  my  "^soVereiga 


I  doubt  not  I,  but  she  will  stoop  in  (ime;  ]  >{. ' ^Li^ 
Aud  were  she  froward,  which  she  will  not  be,  }  t;  V*^^ 
Yet  herein  shall  she  follow  my  advice ;  J   *  ^ 

Which  is  to  love  him,  or  forego  my  love.  | 

King,  Then  icftd  embassador  of  Portingal6, 
Advise  thy  king  to  make  this  marriage  up, 
For  strengthening  of  our  late-confirmed  league  ^ 
I  know  no  better  means  to  make  us  friends. 
Her  dowry  shall  be  large  and  liberal ; 
Besides  that  she  is  daughter  and  half  heir 
Unto  our  brother  here,  Don  Cyprian, 
And  shall  enjoy  the  moiety  of  his  land, 
I'll  grace  her  rasmage  with  an  uncle's  gift  i 
And  this  it  is,  (in  case  the  match  go  forward) 
The  tribute  which  you  pay  shall  be  released : 
And  if  by  Balthezar  she  have  a  son,  I 
He  shall  enjoy  the  kingdom  after  us.1 

Amk,  I'll  make  the  motion  to  my  '^  a 
liege. 
And  work  it,  if  my  oounsel  may  prevail. 

King.  Do  so,  my  lord ;  and,  if  he  give  consent^ 
I  hope  his  presence  here  will  honour  us^ 
In  celebration  of  the  nuptial  day ; 
And  let  '^?  himself  determine  of  the  time. 

Amb4  Will't  please  your  grace  ^^  conmiand  me 
aught  beside? 

King,  Commend  me  to  the  king ;  and  so  fare- 
well. 
But  Where's  prirtce  Balthezar,  to  take  his  leave  ?| 

Amb,  That  is  perform'd  already,  my  good  lord. 

King.  Amongst  the  rest  of  what  you  have  in 
charge. 
The  prince*s  ransom  must  not  be  forgot : 
That's  none  of  mine,  but  his  that  Uxk  him  priso- 
ner; 
And  well  his  forwardness  deserves  reward : 
It  was  Horatio,  our  knight-marshal's  son. 

Amb,  Between  os,there'i  a  price  already  pitch'd^ 
And  shall  be  sent  with  all  convenient  speeds 

King.  Then  once  again  farewell,  my  lord. 

Amd.  Farewell,'  my  lord  of  Castile,  and  che  rest. 

[Exit, 

King.  Now,  brother,  you  must  take  some  lit- 
tle '°'  pains, 
To  win  fair  Behmperia  from  her  will : 
Young  virgins  must  be  ruled  by  their  fHends : 
^he  prince  b  amiable,  and  loves  her  well : 
f  she  neglect  him,  and  forego  his  Ibve, 

he  both  will  wrong  her  own  estate  and  ours"*; 

herefore,  whiles  I  do  entertain  the  prince 
With  greatest  pleasure  '^  that  our  court  aSbrd^ 
Endeavour  you  to  win  your  daughter's  thought : 


»<^  The,  1618.38.33. 

^  LitM-^SOf  lo  the  first  edition.    Those  of  1618.  S3.  S3,  have  leave.    Mr  Dodsley  reads  Uap. 

98  ChMy  dost  thoo,  16l8.  d3. 33. 

99  By,  1618.  its.  33.  '«>  Our,  1618*  «9.  i3. 

'^'  Our  hour  shall  6e,  &c.-*Thdse  lines  describii^  the  meeting  of  the  Lovers  are,  as  Master  Whalley  ob- 
lerves,  tender  and  oataral.     See  Etsaif  on  Shake$pear*9  Learning,  )74S,  p  48. 
"<»  Oiitressed,  16^8    j3.  ^^  Sportful,  I6«J.  33. 

'°*  Uur,  161 S,  «05  Himself.  1633.  '^  To  command,  1618. 

'<^  jPahie,  1618. 23. 33.  '<^  Pleasures,  1618.  '<i:J.  33. 
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If  she  fpufe  Imoky  sll  this  will  come  to  nongbt 

-  _, . .     .   \£t^nt 

Enter  Horatio,  Belimperia,  and  Pedringano* 
HoTm  Now  that  the  night  begius  with  sable 

will£8    f 

To  orer-cloud  the  brigiitnets  of  the  son, 

I  And.  that  in  darkness  pleasures  may  be  done : 
Come,  Belimperia,  let  us  to  the  bower. 
And  there  in  safety  pass  a  pleasant  boor. 
BeL  I  follow  tliee,  my  love,  and  will  not  back, 
Altboagh  my  fainting  heait  controls  my  souL 
Hot.  Why,  make  yoa  doubt  of  Pedrineaao's 

faith  ^ 
BeL  No,  he  is  as  trusty  as  my  second  self^ 
Go,  Pedringano,  watch  without  the  gate^ 
And  let  us  know  if  any  make  Mproach. 
PetL  Instead  of  watching,  Vi\  deserve  more 
gold. 
By  fetdiing  Don  Lorenzo  to  this  match. 

[Exit  Pedringano. 
Hot.  What  means  my  love  ? 
BeL  I  know  not  what  myself: 
And  yet  my  heart  foretels  me  some  mischance. 
Hot,  Sweet,  say  not  so:  fair  fortune  is  our 
friend. 
And  '^  heavens  have  shut  up  day,  to  pleasure  us. 
The  stars,  thou  seest  hold  back  their  twinkling 

shine, 
And  Luna  hides  herself  to  pleasure  us. 

BeL  Thou  hast  prevailed,  I'll  conquer  my  mis- 
doubt. 
And  in  thy  love  and  counsel  drown  my  fear : 
I  fear  no  more,  love  now  is  all  mv  thoughts. 
Why  sit  wc  not  ?  for  pleasure  asketh  ease. 
Hor.  The  more  thou  sitt'st  within  these  leafy 
bowers, 
.The  more  will  Fbra  dedc  it  with  her  flowers. 

Bel.  Aye,  but  if  Flora  spy  Horatio  here, 
Herjealotis  eye  will  think  1  sit  too  near. 

Jior.  Hark,  madam,  bow  the  bifds  "^  record 
by  night, 
For  joy  that  Belimperia  sits  in  sight. 

BeL  No,  Cupid  counterfeits  the  nightingale, 
To  frame  sweet  music  to  Horatio's  tale. 

Mor.  If  Cupid  sing,  then  Venus  is  not  far  : 
Aye,  thou  art  Venus,  or  some  fairer  star. 

BeL  If  I  be  Venus,  thou  must  needs  be  Mars ; 
And  where  Mars  reigneth,  there  must  needs  be 
wars. 
Hor.  Then  thus  begin  our  wars ;  put  forth  thy 
hand, 


That  it  may  com  bat  with  my  ruder  band. 
BeiL  Set  forth  thy  foot,  to  try  the  posh  of  miae. 
Hor,  But  first  my  looks  shall  combat  against 

thine. 
BeL  Then  ward  thysel  f,  I  dart  this  kiss  at  thee. 
Hor.  Thus  I  '"  retort  the  dart  thou  thtew'st 

at  me. 
BeL  Nay,  thea  to  gain  the  glory  of  the  field. 
My  twining  arms  shall  yoke,  tmA  niake  tiiee  yield. 
Hor.  Nay,  then  mine  arms  are  large  and  Strang 

withall; 

fThus  elms  by  vines  are  compass'd  till  they  hXL 
BeL  O  let  me  go,  for  in  my  troubled  eyes 
[>w  may'st  tbeu  read,  that  life  in  passion  dies,  j^ 
JBor.  O  stay  a  while,  and  I  will^with  thee^^ 
shalt  thou  yield,  and  yet  have  conquered  me. 
BeL  Who*s  there,  Pedringpno?  We  are  be- 
trayed. 

^nter  Lorenzo,  Balthezar,  Cerberik e,  aa4 
I  Pedrimgamo^  disguised. 

Lor.  My  lord,  away  vrith  her;  "*  take  her 
aside — 
O  sir,  forbear;  your  vakMir  is  already  tried. — 
Quickly  dispatch,  my  masters. 

t7%ey  hang  him  in  ike  Arkmr. 
\  ye  murder  me  f 
I  jLor.  Aye,  tlnis,  and  thus ;  these  are  die  fruits 
t-^      of  love.  [Th^  stok  kirn. 

BeL  O  save  his  life  and  let  me  die  for  him ; 

0  save  him,  brother,  save  him  Baltheaar;         .^ 

1  loved  Horatio,  but  he  loved  not  me.     r     ^\ 
-^^BaL  But  Balthezar  loves  Belimperia.  \/{r;>^ 

Lor,  Although  his  life  were  "^  still  anbitiotts 
proud. 
Yet  is  he  at  the  highest  now  be  is  dead. 

BeL  Murder !  murder !  help,  UicrooiaMi,  help ! 
Lor.  Com^  stop  bcr^ mouth,  away  with  her. 

{Esemit. 

^Enter  Hierohimo  in  his  shirtl^ 

i'tfr.^What  "♦  outcries  pkok  me  from  my 
naked  bed. 
And  chill  "^  my  throbbing  heart  with  trembling 

fear, 
Which  never  danger  yet  could  daunt  before  ? 
Who  calls  Hieronimo  ?  speak — here  I  am. 
I  did  not  slumber ;  therefore  'twas  no  dream. 
No,  no,  'twas  some  woman  cried  for  help ; 
And  here  within  "^  this  garden  did  she  cry. 
And  in  this  garden  must  [  rescue  her. 
But  stay,  what  murderous  spectacle  is  this ! 


Hier. 


^^  Heaven  bath,  1618.  23.  S3. 

"^  Record— To  record,  anciently  signified  to  sing*    As,  in  the  Tmo  Oenilemen  of  Verona^  A.  5.  S.  Si 

*'  Here  can  I  sit  alone,  unseen  of  any, 

**  And  to  the  nightingale's  coutplainlog  notes 

^  Tune  my  distresses,  and  record  my  woes.'* 

*'  See  also  Mr  Steevens^s  Note  on  this  passage. 
"'Return,  1613.  S3.  93. 

"^  Take  her  aside  is  printed  as  a  marginal  diiectlon,  1618.  2J.  33. 
"3  Stm  omitted,  1618.  «S,  33.  "*  Outcry  calls,  1618. 83. 33. 

"i  ChlU,  1618. 23. 33.  "6  xhe,  1618  83. 33. 
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A  mao  hantfd  up  and  all  Um  moHersn  cone !  / 
And  m  mj  eower,  to  laj  the  guilt  on  mel  ^ 

Tbis  place  wa»  made  for  pleasure,  not  for  death. 
^^^-^^^.^.^nie  €ut*  kirn  damn, 
ThoMi  g^Mments  that  he  wears  I  oft  have  Men; 
Ala8>  it  is  Horatio^  my  sweet  son  I 
Oh,  no,  but  he  "'  that  whiloroe  was  mj  son ! 
Oh,  was  it  thou  that  call'dst  me  from  my  bed  i 
Oh,  speak,  if  any  spark  of  life  remain : 
I  am  thy  father :  who  hath  slain  my  sou  ? 
What  savage  monster,  not  of  human  kind, 
'''  Hath  here  been  glutted  with  thy  harmless 

blood, 
And  left  th^  bloody  corpse  disboDom^d  here, 
For  me  amidst  these  dark  and  deatbfal  shades, 
To  drown  thee  with  an  ocean  of  my  tears  ? 
Oh,  Heav^M,  why  made  yoa  night  to  cover  sin? 
By  day,  this  deed  of  darkness  hmd  not  been. 
Oh,  Earth,  why  didst  thou  not  in  time  devour 
The  "9  viled  proAmer  of  this  sacred  bow'rf 
O,  poor  Horatio?  what  hadst  thou  misdone. 
To  leese  thy  life^  ere  hfe  was  new  began? 
Oh,  wicked  batdier !  whatsoever  thou  wert, 
How  could*st  thou  strangle  virtoe  and  desert  f 
Ah  me !  most  wretched,  that  have  lost  my  joy^ 
In  leesing  ray  Horatio,  my  sweet  boy ! 

\  Enter  Isabella.  \ 

jfarob ;— ■ 
Hieronimof 

Hier.  Here,  Isabella,  help  me  to  lament. 
For  sighs  are  stopt,  and  all  roy  tears  are  spent. 

Imo.  What  world  of  grief!  my  son  Horatio ! 
Oh,  Where's  the  author  of  this  endless  woe? 

Hier.  To  know  the  author  were  some  ease  of 

For  m  reven^  my  heart  would  find  relief. 

I$a.  Then  is  he  gone  ?  and  is  my  son  gone  too  ? 
Oh  gash  out  tears,  fountains  and  floods  of  (ears: 
Blow  sighs,  and  raise  an  everlasting  storm, 
For  outrage  fits  our  cursed  wretchedness. 
'^  **  Ah  me  !  Hieronimo,  sweet  husbaad,  speak  ! 
**  Hier.  He  supp'd  with  us  to-night,  frolick  and 

merry, 
^  And  said,  he  would  go  visit  Balthcaar, 
^  At  the  duke's  palace ;  there  the  prince  doth 

lodge. 
^  He  had  no  custom  to  stay  out  so  late, 
'^  He  may  be  in  his  chamber ;  some  go  see— Eo- 

derig^  ho.  . 

yEnter  Pedro  and  Jaqves.\ 

^  Isa.  Ah  me,  he  raves !  sweet  Hieronimo  I 
**  Hier.  True  all  Spain  takes  note  of  it. 
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^  Besides,  he  is  so  generally  beloved^ 
**  Hb  majesty  the  other  day  did  grace  him 
"  With  waiting  on  his  cup;  these  be  favours,      • 
**  Which  do  assure  me  that  he  cannot  be  long' 
lived. 
*'  Xmp.  Sweet  Hieronimo  ! 
**  Hier.  I   wonder  how  this  fellow  got  his 
clothes; 
**  Sirrah,  sirrah,  I'll  know  the  truth  of  all ; 
**  Jaque%  run  to  die  duke  of  Castile's  presently^ 
**  And  bid  my  son  Horatio  to  come  home, 
**  1  and  his  mother  have  had  strange  dreams  to* 

night; 
**  Do  you  hear  me,  sir  ? 
"  Jaq,  Aye,  sir. 

**  Hter.  Well,  sir,  be  ^one— Pedro  come  hither; 
"  Know'st  thou  who  this  is  ? 
""  Fed.  Too  well,  sir. 

**  Hier.  Too  w^!  who?  who  is  it?  peaciL 
Isabelhi. 
^  Nay,  blush  not,  man. 
••  Fed.  It  is  my  lord  Horatio.  .  •  ^ 

<"  Hier.  Ha,  ha,  St  James;  but  this  doth  make      \" 
me  laugh, 
^  That  there  are  more  deluded  than  myself.  <^ 

"Peii.  Deluded!  ? 

**  Hier,  Aje,  I  wpnld  have  sworn  myself^ 
witmn  this  hoar, 
^  That  this  had  been  mv  son  Horatio, 
**  His  garments  are  so  like;  ha,  are  they  not  great 
persuasions? 
^  Ita,  O,  would  to  God  it  were  not  so ! 
**  Hier.  Were  not,  Isabella  ?  dost  thou  dream 
it  is? 
**  Can  thy  soft  bosom  entertain  a  thought, 
^  That  such  a  black  deed  of  mischief  should  be 

dqne 
^  On  one  so  pure  and  spotless  as  our  son  ? 
**  Away,  I  am  ashamed. 

**  Isa.  Dear  Hieronimo, 
'<  Cast  a  more  serious  eye  upon  thy  grief, 
**  Weak  apprehension  gives  out  weak  beUef. 
^  Hier.  It  was  a  man  sure  that  was  hang'd  up 
here, 
**  A  youth,  as  I  remember ;  I  cut  him  down. 
*''  If  it  should  prove  my  son  now  after  all, 
**  Say  you,  say  you ;  light,  lend  me  a  taper ; 
**  Let  me  look  a^in. 
^  O  god  !  confusion,  mischief,  torment,  death,  and 

hell, 
^  Drop  all  your  stings  at  once  in  my  cold  bo- 
som, 
^  That  now  is  stiff  with  horror;  kill  me  quickly: 
**  Be  gracious  to  me,  thou  infective  night. 
"  And  drop  this  deed  of  murder  down  in  me ; 


''7  That  who  whilome,  1«18.  "*  Here  hatb,  1618.  93. 99. 

'*«»  Vile,  1618.  28., S:*. 

'^  Mr  Hawkins  fopposes  this  scene  printed  in  inverted  commas  to  be  foisted  In  by  the  pUiyers,  It  be* 
lag  omitted  in  the  second  edition. 
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^  Gird  in  my  waste  of  grief  with  tbj  large  dark- 

neaSy 
^  And  let  me  not  survive  to  see  the  light, 
*  May  put  me  in  the  mind  I  had  a  «on. 

**  Lui»  Of  sweet  Horatio !  O,  my  dearest  son ! 

'^  Hier.  How  strangely  had  I  lost  my  way  to 
grief! 
Sweet  lovely  rose,  ill  pluck'd  before  thy  time. 
Fair  worthy  son,  not  conquei'd,  but  betrayed : 
ni  kiss  thee  now,  for  woras  with  tears  are  staid.'' 

lia.  And  V\[  close  up  the  glasses  of  his  sight, 
For  once  these  eyes  were  '*'  only  my  delight. 

Hier,  Seest  thou  this  handkerchief  besmeared 
with  blood  ? 
It  shall  not  from  me,  till  I  take  revenge. 
Seest  thou  these  wounds,  that  yet  are  bleeding 

fresh? 
ni  not  entomb  them  till  I  have  ***  revenged ; 
Then  will  I  joy  amidst  my  discontent; 
Till  then,  my  "'  sorrow  never  shall  be  spent. 

Isa,  The  heavens  are  just,  murder  cannot  be 
hid.: 
Time  is  the  author  both  of  truth  and  ri^t, 
And  time  will  brinf;  this  treadiery  to  light. 

Hicr.  Mean  while,  good  Isabella,  cease  thy 

{plaints, 
east,  dissemble  them  awhile : 
So  shall  we  sooner  find  the  practice  out. 
And  learn  by  whom  all  this  was  brought  about 
Come,  Isabella,  now  let's  take  him  up, 

[I^  take  him  up. 
And  bear  him  in  from  out  this  cuned  plaqe : 


ni  sav  his  diiige,  singing  fits  not  bis  < 
O  aliquU  mihi  qma$  pmlcknam  «er  educst  kerbrnt^ 
[Hienmimo  sets  his  breast  unto  his  sword. 
BHiceatf  et  noitra  detur  medicina  dolori : 
Aut  ti  quifacimnt  annonim  obUvia  mrrot, 
Prabeat,  ipte  metum  m&gnum  queeunque  per  or^ 


Gramina  »ol  pulcknu  ejeeii  ludM  in  orag. 
Ipse  bebam  quirqmd  meditatnr  gaga  veneni^ 
Quicquid  et  erarum  vi  coca  nenia  nectit. 
Omnia  perpetiar,  lethum  quoque  ditm  ttmelomnda^ 
Notter  in  extincto  moriatur  pectore  tensus  ; 
Er^  tuos  ocuios  nunqutm,  mea  vito,  videba, 
Et  tua perpetuus  sepeiitit  lumina  fomaus. 
Emariar  tecum  Mic^  mjuvat  ire  sub  umbruM, 
At t amen  adsistam  proper ato  eedere  lethOy 
Ne  mortem  indicia  tuam  turn  nulla  sequaiur, 
[Here  be  throws  it  from  him,  and  beuv 
the  body  away. 

^  And.  Brooghr'st  thou  me  hither  to  increase 
my  painf 
I  look*d  that  Balthezar  should  have  been  slain; 
But  it's  my  friend  Horatio  that  is  shun ; 
And  they  abuse  fair  Belimperia, 
Ob  whom  I  doted  more  than  all  the  world. 
Because  she  lov'd  me  more  than  all  world.* 

«  Rev.  Thou  talk'st  of  '*♦  harvest,  wb&Ai 
cornisffeen;     ^aMv^   ' 
The  end  is  "*  crown  of  every  work  well  done. 
The  sickle  comes  not  till  the  com  be  ripe. 
Be  still ;  and  ere  I  lead  thee  from  this  plaoe^ 
ril  shew  thee  Bidthezar  in  heavy  case." 


ACT  HL 


(Enter   Viceroy  of  Portingale^  Noblefy  Alex< 
ANDRO,  VlLLUPPO. 

jfX^        Vic  Unfortunate  condition  of  great  kings, 
fL^^  Seated  '**  amidst  so  many  helpless  doubts  ! 
J^^    First,  we  are  placed  upon  extremest  height, 
r  And  oft  supplanted  with  exceeding  hate ; 

But  ever  subject  to  the  tvheel  of  chance ; 
And  at  our  highest,  never  joy  we  so. 
As  we  both  doubt  and  dread  our  overthrow. 
So  striveth  not  the  waves  with  sundry  winds. 
As  fortune  toileth  in  the  afllairs  of  kings, 
That  would  be  fear*d,  yet  fear  to  be  belov*d 
Sith  fear,  or  love,  to  kings  is  flattery : 
For  instance,  lordlings,  look  upon  your  king, 
By  hate  deprived  of  his  dearest  son  ; 
The  only  hope  of  our  sucoessive'^^  line. 
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Noble,  I  had  not  thought  that  Alenmdro's 
heart 
Had  been  invenom'd  with  such  extreme  hate: 
But  now  I  see,  that  words  have  several  works, 
And  there's  no  credit  in  the  countenance. 

ViL  No;  for,  my  lord,  had  you  beheld  the 
traiuv 
That  feigned  love  had  colour'd  in  his  looks, 
When  he  in  camp  consorted  Balthezar, 
Far  more  inconstant  had  you  thought  the  sun, 
That  houny  coasts  the  center  of  tl^  earth. 
Than  Alexandre's  purpose  to  the  prince. 

Vic,  No  more,  viUuppo,  thou  hast  said  enou^ 
And  with  thy  words  thou  slay'st  oftr  wouncM 

thoughts : 
Nor  shall  I  longer  dally  with  the  worid^ 
Procrastinating  Alexandro's  death ; 


"'  Cbieflf,  I68S.  S3. 
"*  Hcvenge,  I6if3.  S3. 
>»*  The  harvest,  1618, 23.  S3. 
"6  Amon^,  1023, 33. 


"»3  Sorrows,  161 S.  23. 3S. 
"5  Growne,  618.  23. 33. 
"7  Lives,  i61«.  23.  33, 
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I  Go  MM  of  Md  afld  fetdillie  tnilMr  <Mi,  I 
^Tlum  ai  Im  IS  oondemned,  Im  amy  die. 

Enter  Alexandro,  with  a  Nobleman,  and  Ml- 
berts. 

Noble,  ^  snob  eitreiiie%  will  ■ongbt  bat  pa- 


Alex.  Bat  in  eziNaiei^  i^kmn  podoDOO  shall  I 
Msa? 
Nor  disoDofetnts  it  om  M  lOMre  the  world, 
Wkh  whom  thero  iM«hbg  cos  pretrail  hot  wiOBe. 

Noble.  Ytt  hope  the  best. 

Alex,  ^ris  hoaveo  is  my  hope; 
As  for  the  earth,  it  is  Soo  raach  '^  iaiecti 
To  yield  me  hope  of  any  of  her  meoM. 

Viea.  Why  liager  ye?  hriag  forth  that  danng 
fiend. 
And  let  bios  i&e  for  his  aoeorsed  deed. 

Alex.  Not  that  I  fear  the  eatrcmity  of  death, 
(For  nobles  caanoc  stoop  t»  ierviie  tear) 
Do  I,  O  kiag !  thus  diBceatoafted  live. 
But  this,  O  this  tonneiit^  my  labooring  soo^ 
That  thus  I  die  iiiepsctgd  of  a  sin. 
Whereof,  as  heareas  hare   kaown  my  secret 

thooghts^ 
So  am  I  free  from  this  suggestion. 

Vied  No  more, Isay ;  to  the  '^  tortares  with 

Bind  him,  and  bum  his  body  in  those  flames. 

Vfheybind  him  to  the  Stake. 
That  shall  prefigure  those  aa^|aeoobed  fires 
Of  Phlegeton,  prepared  for  his  soaL 
Alex,  My  guiltless  death  wili  be  aireaged  on 
thee. 
On  thee,  Villuppo,  that  hath  maliced  thus ; 
Or  '^^  for  thy  meed  hast  falsely  mc  accused. 
ViL  Nay,  Aleiaadro,  if  thou  menace  m^ 
ni  lend  a  haod  to  send  thee  to  the  lake. 
Where  those   thy  worda  shall  perish^  with  ihy 

works; 
Iigarioos-  traitor,  manttrous  homieide  i 

I  Enter  Ambassadorl 

\mb.  Stay,  hold  a  while;  and  Here  (with  par- 
don of 

is  majesty)  lay  hands  upon  Villuppo. 

Vice,  Embassador,  what  news  hath  urged  this 
sudden  entrance  ? 

Amb,  ^now,  '^'  sovereign  lord,  that  Bakhezar 
doth  live. 

Vice.  What  sa/^t  then,  liveth  Balthenr  our 
spn? 


f 


Amb.  Year  higboee^  foa,  lord  Balthezar,  doth 
live, 
And  well  tntreated  in  the  court  of  Spain, 
Humbly  commends  him  to  your  majesty ; 
These  eyes  beheld,  and  these  my  followers. 
With  these  the  letters  of  the  kin^s  '^  commends^ 
[Gives  him  Letters, 
Are  happy  witiiess  of  his  highness'  health. 

[The  King  loake  on  the  Letter^  and  proceeds, 
"  Vice,  Thy  son  doth  live,  year  tribute  is  re» 
oeived; 
**  Thy  peace  is  made,  and  we  ore  satisfied; 
**  The  rest  resolve  upon  as  things  proposed 
**  For  both  our  honoars,  and  thv  benefit 
Amb,  These  are  his  btthneer  farther  artides. 
[Gioee  Mm  mare  Letters, 
Vice,  Accarsed  wretch,  to  imimale  these  ills 
Against  the  life  and  repatacioa 
Of  m>ble  Alexaodro !  Come,  my  lord,  unbind  Mm ; 
Let  him  nnbind  thee,  that  is  botmd  to  deaths 
To  make  a  qoital  for  thy  discoateot. 

[The^^  mnbind  him, 
Alex.  Dread  Iprd,  in  kindness  you  could  do  no 
less^ 
Upon  report  of  soch  a  daamed  lact ; 
But,  thus  we  see  our  innocence  hath  saved 
The  hopeless  life  which  thoa,  Vilhjppo,  sooght 
%  thy  saggeedons  to  have  nmssocred.  . 

Vice.  Say,  false  Villuppo,  wherefore  didst  thou 
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Falsely  betray  lord  Alexandre's  life  f 

Him,  whom  thou  koowest  that  uo  unkindness 

•ise, 
But  even  the  sUuighter  of  oar  dearest  son. 
Could '''  once  have  moved  us  to  Imve  miscon* 
ceivofk 
Alex.Sekj^  treacherous  Vilhippo,  tell  the  king ; 
Or  wherein  hath  Alezandro  used  thee  ill  f 

VH-  Rent  with  remembraaeo  of  so  foul  a  deed, 
My  '^  guilty  soul  submits  me  to  thy  doom : 
For,  not  for*AlexandrQ^s  iojories, 
But  fur  reward,  and  hope  to  be  preferr'd 
Thas  have  I  shamelessly  bakarded  his  life. 

Vice.  Which,  villain,  shall  be  ransomed  withl 
thy  death.  | 

And  not  so  mean  a  torment  as  we  here         ^^0>J 
Devised  for  him,  who  thou  saidst  slew  our  son ; 
But  with  the  bitterest  torments  and  euremes, 
That  may  be  yet  invented  for  thine  end.  » 

[Alexandro  seems  to  entreaty  I 
iDlremt  me  not,— go  take  the  traitor  hence. —       I 

[Emt  VitLVPPO,  \ 


Vox 


VOL.1. 


^^»  Infected,  1618,  «t.Sa. 

**^  Tortwts  whm  —The  alteration  here  adopted  was  made  by  Mr  Dodsley, 

»3oof,iei8-«3.  as.  ^ 

»«'  Know  lovcreigQ  I  that— 1618 

Know  my  i overaigoe  that— 1023. 33« 
^*  Commeod,  1618.  ^.  SS. 
<33  Could  never  ooce  moved^lfiSi. 
'•4  GalUfal,16l8.23*3S, 
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And,  Alexandvo,  let  ut  honour  \hee 

With  public  notice  of  thy  lojalty. 

To  end  those  things  '^^  ardcalated  here 

By  our  great  lord,  the  mighty  king  of  Spain, 

We  with  our  counsel  will  deliberate : 

Coroe,  Alexandfg,,keep  jgcompfcnjN     [  Exeunt.* 

4^vL  v^  .En*^  HiERONiMO* 

^  Hier.  Oh  eyes !  no  eyes,  but  fountains  fraught 
t^         .     with  tears; 
Oh  life  !  no  life,  but  lively  form  of  death  : 
Oh  world !  no  world,  but  mass  of  public  wrongs, 
Confused  and  till'd  with  murder  and  misdeeds. 
Oh,  sacred  heav*ns !  if  this  unhallowed  deed, 
If  this  inhuman  and  barbarous  attempt; 
]f  this  incomparable  murder  thus 
Of  mine,  but  now  no  more  my  Ion, 
Shall  unreveaPd,  and  unrevenged  pass ; 
I^ow  should  we  term  jrour  deuings  to  be  just, 
If  you  unjustly  deal  with  those  that  in  yonr  jut- 

tice  trust? 
The  night,  sad  secretary  to  my  moans, 
\^ith  direful  visions  wakes  my  vexed  soul, 
And  with  the  wounds  of  my  distressful  son 
Solicits  me  for  notice  of  his  death. 
The  ugly  fiends  do  sally  forth  of  hell. 
Anil  frame  my  steips  to  unfrequented  paths, 
'^^  And   fear  my  heart  with  tierce   inflamed 

thoughts. 
The  dondy  day  my  '^^  discontents  records, 
Early  begins  to  register  my  dreams. 
And  drives  me  forth  to  seek  tlie  murderer. 
Eyes,  life,  world,  heav'D^  bell,  nighty  and  day, 
See,  seaich,  shew,  send  some  man, 
Some  mean  that  may —  lA  Letter  faU^h, 

What's  here,  a  letter?  tush,  it  is  not  so : 
A  letter  written  to  Hieronimo  ?  [Red  ink. 


want  qfinkf  receive  tkU  bioot^  wfrit ; 
-le  hatk  my  hapleu  brother  kid  from  tkee : 
Revenge  ti^teffori  Balthetar  and  him  : 
For  t&te  were  they  that  murdered  tkjf  jom 
HieronimOf  revenge  Horatio*i  deaths 
'  better frir  than  Betimeria  doth. 
mu\n::rm}\  lirm  unnnMM  mi  niirade? 
My  son  slain  by  Lorenzo,  and  toe  pnnoe ! 
What  cause  had  they  Horatio  to  malign  ? 
Or  what  mipbt  move  thee,  Belimperia, 
To  accuse  thy  brother  had  be  been  the 
Hieronimo,  lisware,  thou  art  betra/d,  I 
And  to  intrap  tby  life,  this  train  is  laid  1 
Advise  thee  therefore,  be  not  creduloiis| 
This  is  devised  to  endanger  thee, 
That  thou,  by  this,  Lorenso  shouldst  nccme  t 
And  he,  for  the  dishonour  done,  should  draw 
Thy  life  in  question,  and  tby  t^une  in  hate« 
Dear  was  the  life  of  my  beloved  son^ 
And  of  his  death  behoves  roe  be  revenged : 
Then  hazard  not  thine  own,  Hieronidio ; 
But  li^e  to  effect  th)r  resohition. 
I  therefore  will  by  circumstances  try, 
What!  can  gather  to  con6rm  this  wiit ; 
And  '3*  heark'niug  near  the  duke  of  Castile^, 

house, 
Close,  if  I  can,  with  BeUmperia, 
To  listen  more ;  but  nothing  to  '^^  bewraj. 

^nter  Pedringano. 

Hier*  Now,  Pedringano ! 

Fed.  Now,  Hieronimo ! 

Hier.  Where's  thy  huly? 

Fed.  I  know  not :  here's  my  lord. 

Enter  Lorenzo. 
Jjot.  How  now,  who's  this^  Hieronimo  ? 


>3'  ArticuWed^i.  e.  exhibited  hi  articles.  See  Mr  Steevens's  Sole  on  the  First  Part  of  Henry  tV.  A. 
5.8.1. 

■36  Jndfoar  my  heart  with  fierce  inflamed  thought^.    The  werb  fear  is  ofteb  used  by  our  ancient  writeif 
in  the  sense  of  frighten^  or  mofce  afraid :    As,  In  %pery  J^qn  in  hit  Humour^  A.  §•  S.  7  ;    ■ 

" (he  shall  not  go)  I  but  fear  the  knave." 

SfJoKui  hit  Fall,  A.  4 : 

**  His  sabtilty  hath  chose  this  doubling  lioe, 
**  To  hold  him  even  in :  not  so  to  fear  him,  - 
**  As  wholly  put  him  out,  and  yet  give  check 
**  Unto  his  farther  boldness/*^ 

J  Feir  Qnarrely  A.  8.  8. 1 : 

*'  Conid  bat  my  soule  resoWe  my  cause  were  just, 

«*  £artb*8  mountaine,  nor  sea's  surge,  should  hide  him  from  mee. 

'*  K'neto  hell's  threshold  would  1  follow  him, 

*<  And  see  the  slanderer  in  before  1  lefl  him, 

*f  P%i  Will  hit  fearetmt.*' 

Euphues  and  hit  England,  p.  I?3 :  '<— nor  the  threatnings  of  kings  (which  are  perilloos  to  a  prince), 
<*  nor  the  perswasions  of  Papists  (which  are  honny  to  the  mouth)  could  either /ear  Air,  or  allore  hir,*  Sk,*^ 
'  The  Curtain  Drawer  eftke  World,  16H,  p.  41 :  «— if  he  shall /eore  us  out  of  our  wUs  with  strai^ 
"  words,  &c."  1 

"7  Discontent,  1618,  ?S  33.  »3«  Hearken,  1618,  iS.  S3. 

'39  Btieroy-'hcwrayy  which  at  pretent  has  only  a  4irly  m^lng,  anciently  sigiufied  i^bethijhte  dttcovv^ 

Mr  Steeveo8*s  ^ote  ouJCiug  Lear,  A  3.  8;  U.  ' 
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Hkr,  M  J  lord; 

Fed.  He  aaketb  for  mj  lad^  Betimperia* 

Lor.  What  to  do,  Hieronuno?  the  dube  my 
father  bath 
UpoD  some  disgrace  a  while  removed  her  hence : 
But  if  be  aught  I  may  ioform  ber  of, 
Tell  me,  Hieronimo,  and  1^1  let  her  know  it.  .  . . 

Hier*  Nay,  nay,  my  lord,  I  thank  you,  it  shall 
not  need, 
I  had  a  snit  mito  ber,  but  too  late« 
And  her  diserace  makes  me  unfortunate* 

Lor.  '*®  Why  so,  Hieronimo  i  use  me* 

•*  Hier.  Who  you,  my  lord  ? 
^  I  reserve  your  favour  for  a  greater  honour. 
**  This  is  a  very  toy,  my  lord,  a  toy. 

'^  Lor.  All^s  one,  Hieronimo, acquaint  me  with  it. 

**  Hier.  Timtb,  my  lord,  'tis  an  idle  thing,  I 
must  confess, 
'*  I  ha'  been  too  slack,  too  tardy,  too  remiss  onto 
your  honour. 

"*  Lor.  How  now,  Hieronimo  ? 

^  Hier.  In  troth^  my  lord,  it  is  a  thing  of  no- 
thing; 
^  The  murder  of  a  son,  or  so : 
^  A  thing  of  nothing,  my  lord.'' 

Lor.  Why,  then  Tarewell. 

Hier.  My  grief  no  heart,  my  thoughts  no  tonj^e 
can  telL  [Exit. 

Lor.  Come  hither,  Pedringpmo;  see'st  thou 
this? 

Fed.  My  lord,  I  see  it,  and  suspect  it  too. 

Lor,  This  is  that  damn'd  villain,  Serberine, 
That  hath,  I  fear,  revealM  Horatio's  death. 

Fed.  My  lord,  he  could  not,  'twas  so  lately  done ; 
And  Mnce,  he  bath  not  left  my  company. 

Lor,  Admit  he  have  not,  his  conclition's  such, 
As  fear  or  flattering  words  may  make  him  false. 
I  know  his  hOmour,  and  therewith  repent 
That  e'er  I  used  him  in  this  enterprise. 
But,  Pedrinsano,  to  prevent  the  worst,  — 

And  'cause  I  know  thee  secret  as  my  soul, 
Here^  for  thy  farther  satisfaction!  take  ^'  tboa  this, 
■■  >*■ — ^Groet  him  more  Gold. 
And  hearken  to  me ;  '^  thus  it  is  devised. 
This  night  thou  must,  (and  pr*ythee  so  resolve) 
I  Meet  Serberine  at  St  Lingis  park : 
Thou  know'st'tis  here  luml  by  behind  the  house; 
There  take  thy  stanch  and  see  thou  strike  him 

sure; 
i  Fur  die  he  must,  if  we  do  mean  to  live. 

Fed.  But  how  shall  Serberine  be  there,  nly  lord? 

Lor.  Let  me  alone^  I'll  9Qod  to  bim  to  meet 
The  Prince  and  me,  where  thou  must  do  this  deed. 

Fed,  It  shall  be  done^  my  lord,  it  shall  be  done ; 


And  rn  go  arm  myself  tf>  meet  him  ^re. 
Lor.  When  things  shall  alter,  as  I  hope  they 
will. 
Then  shalt  thou  mount  for  this :  thou  know'st  my 

mind. 
Che  lejeron  J  [Bsit  PBD&nrcAiro . 

Enter  Pags. 

Page.  My  lord ! 

Lor.  Go,  sirrab,  to  Serberine,  and  bid  bim 
forthwith 
Meet  the  prince  and  me  at  St  Lingis^  pari^ 
Behind  the  bouse,  this  evening,  boy; 

Page.  I  go,  my  lord.  . 

Lor.  But,  sirrahi  let  the  hour  be  eight  a  clock : 
Bid  him  not  fail. 

Po^e.  I.fly,mylord4  [Exit. 

Lor.  Now  to  confirm  the  complot  thou  hastr 

OMt>  1 

Of  all  these  practices,  I'll  spread  the  watch,         1 
Upon  nrecise  commandment  from  the  king,  I 

Strongly  to  euard  the  place  where  PedringanQ^J 
This  night  mall  murder  hapless  Serberine. 
Thus  must  we  work,  that  will  avoid  distrust. 
Thus  must  we  practise  to  prevent  mishap* : 
And  thus  one  ill  another  must  expulse. 
This  sly  inquiry  of  Hieronimo 
For  Belimperia  breeds  suspicion. 
And  this  suspicion  bodes  a  farther  ill. 
As  for  myself,  I  know  my  secret  faulty 
And  so  do  they ;  but  I  have  dealt  for  them  i 
They  that  for  coin  tl*eir  souls  endangered, 
To  save  my  life,  for  coin  shall  venture  theirs; 
And  better  'tis  that  base  cpiupaiiions  die,  ^ 

Than  by  their  life  to  hazard  our  good  haps ; 
Nor  shall  they  live,  for  me  to  fear  their  faith : 
I'll  trust  myself,  myself  shall  be  my  friend : 
For  die  they  shall ;  slaves  kre  ordain'd  '^  to  no 

other  end.  JEsit. 

"7     t  JSnlerVinKimoAvq  with  a  PistoL  ] 

^fed.  Now,  Pedringano,  bid  thy  pistol  hold; 
^AxiA  hold  on,  fortune,  once  more  favour  me^ 
Give  but  success  to  mine  attempting  spirit 
And  let  me  shift  for  taking  of  mine  aim. 
Here  is  the  gold,  tliis  is  the  gold  proposed. 
It  is  no  dream  that  I  adventure  for, 
Qnt, Pedringano  is  possest  thereof; 
And  he  that  would  not  strain  his  conscience 
For  bim,  that  thus  his  liberal  purse  had  stretcht, 
Unworthy  such  a  favuui'  may  h^  fail ; 
And  wishing,  want,  when  such  as  I  prevml : 
As  for  the  fear  of  apprehension, 
I  know,  if  need  should  be,  my  noble  lord 


'^  Wh$  ft,  ftc^-^Thb  sceneiikewise  is  rejected  by  Mr  Hawkins.    Instead  of  It,  Hieronimo  says : 

<*  O)  no  my  lord  ;  I  dare  not,  it  must  not  be  : 
'*  1  humbly  thank  your  lordship." 

■♦»  Thee,  1083.  S3.  '♦*  — Thu?  U  is  4i?gui8'd,  1618.  n.  33. 

■♦'  For,  1618. 83  8S. 
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Will  9tmi  hBtmem  «•  and  eiMakfi;  hsnn9 : 
Besides,  this  place  it  free  froHs  all  ^  suspeet. 
Here  therefore  will  I  stay,  and  take  nf  j  stand. 

/  Enter  the  Watch\ 

1  WtieL  1  woader  much  to  what  latent  it  is» 
That  we  are  thus  eiipreiislj  charged  to  watch. 
S  Watch,  Tis  by  commandment  in  the  king's 
own  name. 

(S  WMteh.  But  we  wore  never  wont  <o  '^  watch 
and  '**  ward. 
So  near  the  duke  his  ^^  brother's  house  before. 
S  Watch.  Content  yonrself,  stand  dose^  there^ 
somewhat  in't* 

I  Enter  Sebberikb«I 

Srr.  Here,  ^erberine,  attend  an<f  stay  ^  pace, 
For  here  die  Don  LoieMo^S  page  appoint, 
That  thuu  by  his  command  shoulast  meet  with 

him: 
How  fit  a  piaoe,  if  one  were  so  disposed  f 
Methinks  this  comer  is  too  close  witb  one. 
Fed,  Here  ooBies  the  Inrd  that  I  roust  sei^e 
upon; 
Now,  Fechtngaiio,  or  nerer,  play  the  man. 

Ser,  I  woMler  that  his  lordship  stays  so  long, 
Or  wherefore  should  he  send  fur  me  so  hitc  ? 
1      Fed.  For  thb,  Serberine,  and  thou  shatt  ha't. 
1  [Shoots  the  Dag.^ 

I  So,  there  be  lies;  my  promise  is  perforni'd. 

^Vf^  \TheWatcH.\ 

^        1  Watch,  Hark,  gentlemen,  thn  is  a  pistol  shot 
S  Watch,  And  lire's  one  slaiu ;  stay  the  mur 


Who  first  lays  bold  oq  me,  Bl  be  his  priest 

d  Watch,  Sirraby  confess,  and  therein  play  the 
priest; 
Why  hast  thou  thus  unkindly  kilPd  the  man  f 

Fed,  Why  ?  because  he  vmk^d  abroad  so  late. 

5  IFafcA.Come,Str,  tun  had  better  kept  yourbedy 
Than  have  committed  this  misdeed  so  late. 

S  Watch.  Corner  to  the  marshaKs  ^  with  the 
murderer. 

1  Watch,  On  to  Hieronimo^:  *^  help  me  here 
To  bring  the  murdered  body  with  us  too. 

Fed,  Hierooimols  ?  carnr  me  before  whom  yon 
will, 
Whate'er  he  be,' Hi  answer  him  and  you. 
And  do  your  worst,  for  I  defy  you  all.   [Exeunt. 

I  Enter  LoRBM^o^  §nd  BALT9«Z4a^| 

Bat  How  now,  my  lord,  what  makes  yoa  rise 
so  soon? 

Lor   Fear  of  preventing  our  mishaps  tod  late. 

Bal.  What  mischief  is  it  that  we  not  mistrost  ? 

Lor,  Our  greatest  ills  we  least  mistrust  my  lord. 
And  unexpected  harms  do  hurt  as  most. 

BaL  Why,  tell,  me,  Don  Lorenzo,  tell  me,  man^ 
If  aught  concerns  our  honour,  and  your  own  f  ^ 

Lor,  '^'  Nor  you,  nor  me,  my  bra,  but  bodi  ia 
one: 
For  I  suspect,  and  the  presumption's  greats 
That  by  those  base  confederates  in  our  faah^ 
Toudiing  the  death  of  Don  Horatio^ 
We  are  betra/d  to  old  Hieroniroo. 

BaL  Betrayed,  Lorenzo?  tosh!  it  cannot  be. 

Lor,  A  guil^  conscience,  urged  with  tbe  tbooght 
Of  former  evils,  easily  cannot  err : 

not. 


derer.  )|I  am  persuaded,  and  dissuade  me 

Ftd,  Now  by  the  sorrows  of  the  souls  in  hell,  nThat  all's  revealed  to  Hieronimo, 

[He  strives  with  the  Watch,  |bnd  therefore  know,  that  I  have  cast  it  dnis. 


'^  Svfpe^f^-Saspicion 
*^f^fV^ckandteard-' 
which  is  paid  In  the  City  of  Loado»  to  excuse  the  attendance  whkh  fonnerly  every  hoosehol( 


*^^~^fVatchandfcard-^Thcse  are  terms  used  hi  several  tnodem  actf  of  parliament,  Ibr  that  cuuipoiillsa 

eholder  was 


obliged  to  give  hi  penoo  to  waUh  in  kit  res^ctlve  ward.    See  .Stow's  Survey,  Vol.  11.  p.  388.    Mrjpt*b 
ISditioo  17:^0. 

'^  N  or,  1618  83. 38.  '^  Brotker*$  omitted,  1618.  S3. 33* 

Vog^The  ancient  oan^e  for  a  pitt»h    So,  id  JrtUn  ^  Feversktvn : 

<*  Or  dare  abide  tbe  noise  the  dagge  wtll  make." 
Againi 

*^  I*U  leave  yon  aid  at  year  dag's  dischaige/' 
Again, 

<*  My  dagge  was  leaveUed  at  his  bart« 

Jack  Drum's  ttUeftainment,  1610,  A.  5 : 

"  With  I  Sir,  yes  Sir,  and  so  8ir,  at  each  word, 
**  Whilst  be  would  shew  roe  bow  to  bold  the  dagge^ 
*'  To  draw  the  cock,  to  charge  and  set  the  Hat." 

Roger  AtckataD's  Works,  4to,  by  Bcnnet,  p.  ^1 :  <*  The  IVfaoce  yet  always  bare  hytnielfe  so  wisely,  that 
**  be  could  not  without  some  sturre  be  thrust  downe  openly :  and  rldyqg  on  his  journey,  he  was  ooce  ikot 
«*  with  a  dagge  secretly. 

<«9  Marshall,  I M  8.  23.  33.  ""^  Hieronimo,  1618. 23.  S3. 

'5'  Wot,  1618.  23. 33. 
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Enter  Page. 

Bat  heri^s  the  Page— Hoir  now,  wbat  B«wt  with 
th«ef 
Ptf«.  My  lord«  Ser^enne  it  tkiD. 
BtU.  Wh(s  Sorbeme  aiy  mm? 
Pi^  Your  biglMMM'  mmui,  nj  lord. 
Xor.  Speak)  Paps,  wha  nurdefed  him  } 
Tage  He  tluit  u  apprehended  for  the  fact 
Lor.  Who? 
Taae.  Pedringano. 

BmL  '^^  Is  Serberine  tlain,  that  lo?ed  his  lord 
90  well? 
lojnrioiis  rillain !  marderer  of  hit  friend ! 
^     Lor,  Hath  Fedringaao  amrdertd  Serberine  ? 
^V'  Mj  lord,  let  roe  intreat  you  to  take  the  patm 
^     To  exatperate  and  hasten  his  revenge ; 
^  AVith  your  coniplainu  unto  my  lord  the  king. 
This  their  dtssention  breedt  a  greater  doubt. 

Bak  Assupt  thee,  Don  Loremo,  he  shall  die. 
Or  else  his  highneat  hardly  thaU  deny. 
Meanwhile  I  haste  the  marshal  sessions : 
For  die  be  shall  for  this  his  damned  deed. 

{£!>•/ Baltvesar. 
'(JCJLor.  Why  so^  this  fits  our  former  policy, 
^And  thas  esperienoe  bids  the  wise  to  deal : 
I  lay  the  plot,  he  prosecutes  the  point : 
I  set  the  trap,  he  breaks  the  worthless  twigs, 
And  sees  not  that  wherewith  the  bird  was  ''^ 

li^'d. 
Thus  hopeful  men,  that  mean  to  bald  dieir  own, 
Mast  look  hke  fowlers  to  their  dearest  friends; 
He  runs  to  kill,  whom  I  have  ^^  holp  to  catch, 
Aad  no  man  knows  it  was  my  leadiiiig  fetch, 
^is  hard  to  trust  onto  a  roiilmad% 
Or  any  one  in  mine  opinion,  i 

When  men  themselves  their  secrets  will  reveal. 

Enter  a  Messenger  with  a  Letter. 

Lor.  Boy. 

Page.  My  lord. 

Xor.  What's  he? 

Mes,  I  have  a  letter  to  yonr  lordship. 

Lor.  From  whence? 

3lei.  From  Pedringano,  thatfs  imprismi*d, 

Lor.  So,  he  is  "'  in  prison  then  ? 

Mes.  Aye,  my  good  lord 

Lor.  Wtat  would  he  with  us? 


bxwH 


He  wriiee  os  here,  lb  i««id;  mood  Lonmm^  etni 

help  him  in  dittresOt  && 
Tett  him,  I  MBve  his  letters,  know  his  mmd; 
And  what  we  may,  let  him  assure  him  of. 
Fellow  be  gone,  my  boy  shall  follow  thee. 

[JEcil  Menmgeti 
This  works  Kke  wax ;  yetooee  more  try  th^jritSh 
Boy,  £0,  convey  this  parse  to  Pedrin^mo, 
Thou  know'st  the  prison,  dosely  give  it  fail 
Aad  be  advised  that  none  be  tbe^  aboatf^ 
Bid  him  be  merry  stiU,  but  secret ; 
And  though  the  marshall  ^^  sesnoM  be  tOKh^^ 
Bid  him  not  doubt  of  his  delivery; 
Tell  him,  his  pardon  is  already  sign'd  : 
Aad  thereon  bid  him  boldly  be  resolv'd ; 
For  were  he  ready  to  be  turned  o^ 
(As  'tis  my  will  the  uttermost  be  tried) 
Thou  with  his  pardon  shah  attend  him  still? 
Shew  htm  this  bos,  tell  him  his  pardon's  in't :   \ 
But  open't  not,  and  if  thou  lov'st  thy  life  ^^^^ 
But  let  him  wisely  keep  his  hopes  unknown. 
He  shall  not  want  while  Don  Lorenso  Kves :  away, 
r  Page.  I  go,  my  kird,  I  run.  [Exit  Page 

*  Lor.  But,  sirrah,  see  that  this  be  cleanly  done. 
Now  stands  our  fortune  on  a '''  tickle  pmn^ 
And  now  or  never  end  Lorenao's  doirtyts ; 
One  only  thing  is  aneffBOted  yet, 
And  thars  to  see  the  eiecutiooer. 
But  to  what  end  ?  ''"  I  list  not  trust  the  air 
With  utterance  of  our  pretence  therein ; 
For  fear  the  privy  whispering  of  the  wind 
Convey  our  words  amongst  unfriendly  ean^ 
That  he  too  open  tu  advantages. 

Et  quel  che  voglio,  io  nessun  lo  sa, 
Intsndo  io  qud  wU  bastara.   ^ {£jri^« 

"*~*^  Xjinter  Bofwiththe  Box\ 

Boy.  My  roaster  bath  forbidden  me  to  look  m 
this  box ;  and  by  my  '^  troth  'tis  Kkely,  if  he  had 
not  warned  me,  I  should  not  have  had  so  much 
idle  ^me ;  for  we  '^  roenskind  in  onr  minority 
are  like  womea  in  their  uncertainty ;  that  they 
are  most  forbidden,  they  will  soonest  attempt  t 
so  I  now.— By  my  *^  bare  honesty,  here's  nothing 
but  the  bare  empty  box :  were  it  not  sin  against 
secrecy,  I  would  say  it  were  a  piece  of  gentle- 
man-like knavery.  I  must  go  to  Pedringano,  and 
tell  him  hit  pardon  b  in  this  box ;  nay,  I  would 


"»  I,  Serberine,  161§.  93. 33. 
■'3  LttnU-  I.  e.  snared,  or  entangled^  as  a  bird  with  blrd4loie.  Se,  In  JTmcA  ado  about  Nothings  A.  5.  S.  U 

**  She's  UnCd,  I  warrant  you  i  we  have  caught  her, 

^rdtn  o/Fevenham : 


*«  Lime  well  your  twigs,  to  catch  this  wary  bird.*' 

"♦  Hope,  ll»W.  39.  '  'M  Imprisoned,  1018.  VS.  S3.  '»«  Marsbalb,  1618. 13. 39. 

»"  Tfcilfte— 8ee  Mr  Stccvcm's  hole  on  the  Second  Part  of  Htnrv  VI.  A.  I.  S.  1. 
««  I  omitted,  1618.  «3.  S3.  "•  Moneity,  1618.  «S.  S3. 

^^  Mea-kiud,  1018.  V3.  S3.  '^'  Credit,  1018.  83.  33. 
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hAve  swontiV  had  I  ndt  seeo  the  contway.  I 
cannot  chuae  tHitsqaiie,  to  think  how  the  Tiliain 
will  (out  the  galtow%  scorn  the  aodienoe,  and 
descant  on  the  hangman ;  and  all  presaming  of 
his  pardon  from  hence.  Wil't  not  bean  odd  jest, 
lor  me  tu  stand  and  grace  every  jest  he  makes, 
pointing  my  finger  at  this  bo%  as  who  '^*  woald 
say,  mock  on,  here's  thy  warrant?  Is't  npt  a 
•curvy  jest,  that  a  man  should  jest  himself  to 
death  }  Alas !  poor  Pedringano,  I  am  in  a  sort 
•orry  for  thee ;  but,  if  I  should  be  han^d  with 
tl^  I  camifit  **'  weep.  i 

|jEa^€r  HiERONiMo  and  the  Deputy.  I 

Wer.  Thus  must  we  toil  in  other  men  a  eir 
tremes, 

That  know  not  bow  to  remedy  our  own ; 
And  do  them  justice,  when  unjustly  we, 
For  all  our  wroogs»  can  compass  no  redress. 
But  shall  I  never  live  to  see  the  d^, 
That  I  may  come,  by  justice  of  the  heavens, 
To  know  the  cause,  that  may  my  carea.allay  ? 
This  toils  my  body,  this  consumeth  age, 
That  only  I  to  all  men  just  must  be. 
And  neither  gods  nor  men  be  just  to  me. 

Dtp,  Wofthy  Uieronimo,  your  office  asks 
A  care  to  punish  buch  as  do  transgress. 

Hier.  So  is't  my  duty  to  regard  his  death. 
Who  when  he  lived,  deserved  my  dearest  blood. 
But  come,  for  that  we  came  for  :  let's  begin. 
For  here  lies  that,  which  bids  me  to  be  gone. 

Enter  Officers,  Bay,  and  Pedringano  with  a 
Letter  in  his  hand^  bound, 

Dep.  Bring  forth  the  prisoner,  for  the  court  is 
set. 

Fed,  Gramercy  boy :  but  it  was  time  to  come ; 
For  I  had  written  to  iny  lord  anew, 
A  nearer  matter  that  concemeth  him. 
For  fear  his  lordship  had  forgotten  me : 
But  sith  he  hath  remembered  me  so  well,— 
Come,  come,  come  on,  when  shall  we  to  this  gear  ? 

Hier*  Stand  forth,  thou  monster,  murderer  of 
men. 
And  here  for  satisfaction  of  the  world. 
Confess  thy  folly,  and  repent  thy  fault; 
For  there's  thy  '^^  place  of  execution. 

Fed.  This  is  short  work :  well,  to  your  mar- 
slialship. 
First,  1  confess,  nor  fear  T  death  therefore^ 
I  am  the  man,  'twas  I  slew  Serberine. 
But,  sir,  tiien  you  think  this  shall  be  the  place, 
Where  we  shall  satisfy  you  for  this  gear/ 

Dep.  Aye,  Pedringano. 

Fed.  Now '«  I  think  not  so. 


Hier.  Peace,  impudent;  for  thou  tbalt  find 
it  so : 
For  Uood  with  Mood,  shUI  (whil6 1  ait  n  j^dgc) 
Be  satisfied,  and  the  law  discharged. 
And  though  myself  cannot  receive  the  like^ 
Yet  will  I  see  that  others  imre  their  right. 
Dispatdi»  the  fault's  approved,  and  confetti 
And  by  oor  law,  be  is  condemn'd  to  die. 

Emter  Hangman. 

Hang,  Come  on»  air,  are  you  ready  f 

Fed.  To  do  what  ^  i^  fine  offidoua  koare. 

Hang.  To  go  to  this  gear. 

PedL  O,  sir,  yon  are  too  forward ;  tboo  wooldst 
fdin  furnish  me  with  a  halter^  tadisfuniish  me  of 
my.  habit : 

So  I  should  go  out  of  this  gear  my  iwaenty  in* 
10  that  gear  the  rope : 

But,  hangman,  now  I  spy  your  koaverjj  m 
not  change  without  boot,  that's  flat. 

JSoMM.  Come,  sir. 

Ptf<;.  Sq  then,  I  must  up  ? 

Hani!'.  No  remedy^ 

Fed.  Yes,  but  there  shall  be  for  '^  my  com- 
ing down. 

Hang.  Indeed  here's  a  remedy  for  that. 

Fed.  How  f  te  be  tnm'd  off? 

Hang.  Aye,  tf«ily.    Come,  are  you  ready  ? 
I  pray  you,  sir,  dispatch,  the  day  goes  away. 

Fed.  What,  do  von  hang  by  the  hour  ?  if  yoa  do^ 
I  may  chance  to  break  your  old  cnstom. 

Hang.  Faith  you  have  '^^  reason,  for  I  am  like 
to  brcML  your  young  neck. 

Fed.  Doest  dura  mock  me,  hangman?  pray 
God  [  be  not  preserved  to  break  your  knave^s 
pate  for  this. 

Hang.  Alas !  sir,  yon  are  a  foot  too  low  to 
reach  it ;  and  I  hope  you  will  never  grow  so  highy 
while  I  am  in  the  office. 

FeeL  Sirrah,  dost  see  yonder  boy  with  die  box 
in  his  band  ? 

Hang.  What,  he  that  points  to  it  wtdi  his  fin- 
ger? 

Fed.  Aye,  that  companion. 

Hang.  1  know  him  not,  but  what  of  him? 

Fed.  Dost  thou  think  to  five  till  his  old  dou- 
blet will  make  thee  a  new  truss? 

Hang.  Aye,  imd  many  a  fair  year  afber,  to 
trusft  up  many  an  honester  man,  than  either  thou, 
or  he. 

Fed.  What  hath  he  in  his  bos,  as  thou  thinkett? 

Hang.   Faith,  I   cannot  tell,  nor  I  care  not 
great]  V ; 
Methinks,  you  should  rather  hearken  to  your  soul's 
healths 


««»  Should,  1610  S}».  59. 

»<^  The,  1618.  )^.  S3. 

>«6  My  omitted,  1618.  ?8.  S5. 


>«3  Could  not,  1618. 23.33. 

»«  No,  1618.  «i.  33. 

>67  ^o  reason^  1618.93«S3. 
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FeL  Why,  sirrah  ban^mtn,  I  take  it,  that  what 

is  good  for  the  body,  b  hkewist  eood  for  the  soal : 

and  it  may  be,  io  that  box  is  bJm  for  both. 

/  Hang.  Well,  thou  art  even  the  merriest  piece 

/of  roaba-flesh  that  ever  groaned  at  my  office-door. 

^     Perf.  Is  your  roguery  become  an  ofice  with  a 

kmive's  oame  ? 

Bang^  Kji^  and  that  shall  all  they  witoess  that 
•eeyou seal  it  with  a  thiefs  muDe. 

Fed,  I  pr'ytbee  request  this  good  company  to 
pray  '^'  with  me. 

Hmig.  Aye»  marry  sir,  this  is  a  good  motion— 
My  masters,  yon  see*  here's  a  good  fellow. 

Fed.  Nay,  nay,  now  I  remember  me,  let  them 
alone  till  some  other  time ;  for  now  I  hare  no 
gKat  need. 

Hier,  I  have  not  seen  a  wretch  so  impudent 
O  monstrous  times !  where  murder^s  set  so  lieht, 
And  where  the  tool,  that  should  be  shrined  in 

jieaven. 
Solely  delights  in  interdicted  things. 
Still  wandering  in  the  thorny  passages, 
That  intercepts  itself  of  happmess. 
Murder, O  blood v monster!  God  forbid 
A  fault  so  foul  should  'scape  unpunished. 
Dispatch,  and  see  this  '^  execuUon  done : 
This  makes  me  to  remember  thee,  my  son. 

[Exit  HlEBOlflMO. 

Fed.  Nay,  soft,  no  haste. 

Dep.   Why,  wherefore  stay  you?  Have  you 

hope  of  life  ? 
Fed.  Why,  aye. 
Bang.  As  how  ? 
Fed.  Why,  rascal !  by  my  pardon .  from  the 

king. 
Bang.  Stand  you  on  that?  then  you  shall  off 

with  this.  [Be  turns  him  off'. 

Dep.  So,  executioner — Convey  him  hence; 
But  le(  his  body  be  unburied ; 
*^  ft  not  the  earth  he  choked  or  infect 

ith  that  which  heaven  condemns,  and  men  ne- 

gleet  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Hieronimo. 

|k^  Bier.  Where  shall  I  run^  to  breathe  abroad 

\<  ipywoes, 

My  vroes,  whose  weight  hath  wearied  the  earth  ? 
Or  mine  exclaims,  tlmt  have  surcharged  the  air 
Witfi  ceasel^  plaints  for  my  deceased  son  I 
The  blustering  winds,  coosninog  with  my  wo|ds^ 
At  my  lament,  hi|ve  moved  the  leafless  trees. 
Disrobed  the  meadows  of  their  flowered  green. 
Made  mountains  marsh  with  '^  spriug-tides  of 

my  tears, 
And  broken  through  the  brazen  gates  of  hell. 
Yet  still  tormented  is  my  tortured  soul  ' 


With  broken  sighs  and  restless  jpaanons. 
That  winged  mount,  and,  hovenng  in  the  air. 
Beat  '7^  at  the  windows  of  the  brightest  heavens, 
Soliciting  for  justice  and  revenge ; 
But  they  are  placed  in  those  imperial  heights, 
Where,  countermur^d  with  walls  of  (fiamond^ 
I  find  the' place  impregnable,  and  they 
Resist  my  woes,  and  give  my  words  no  way. 

Enter  Bangman  with  a  Letter^ 

Bang.  O  lord,  sir,  God  bless  you,  sir ;  the  man, 
sir,  Petergad,  sir,  he  that  was  so  full  of  merry 
conceits — 

Bier.  Well,  what  of  him) 

Bang.  O,  lord,  sir,  he  went  the  wrong  way— > 
the  fellow  had  a  fair  commission  to  the  contrary. 
Sir,  here  is  his  passport-7-I  pray  you,  sir,  we  havQ 
done  him  wroi^ 

Bier.  I  warrant  thee,  give  it  me. 

Bang.  You  will  stand  between  the  gallows  and 
me? 

Bier.  Aye,  aye. 

Bang.  I  thank  your  lord  worship. 

[Exit  Bangman. 

Bier.  Aqd  yet,  though  somewhat  nearer  roe 
concerns, 
I  will,  to  ease  the  grief  that  I  sustain. 
Take  truce  with  sorrow  while  I  read  on  this. 

3fy  iordf  I  write  at  my  extremes  requiref 

'jdat  you  would  labour  my  delivery  ; 

If  you  neglect  f  my  life  it  detperate  ; 

And  in  my  death,  Ithall  reveal  the^ruth. 

You  knowy  my  lord^  Itlew  him  for  your  take^ 

And  mat  confederate  with  the  prince  and  you  ; 

Won  bv  rewardt  and  hopeful  promitet, 

I  helpd  to  murder  Don  Horatio  too. 
Help  he  to  murder  mine  Horatio^ 
And  actors  in  th'  accursed  tragedy 
Was't  thou,  Lorenzo^  Balthezar,  and  thou, 
Of  whom  my  son,  my  son  deserved  so  well? 
What  have  I  heard  ?  what  have  mine  eyes 

held? 
O  sacred  heavens !  may  it  come  to  pass 
That  such  a  monstrous  and  detested  deed, 
So  closely  smother'd,  and  so  long  conoeard, 
Shall  thus  '^'  by  this  be  venged  or  reveal*d? 
Now  see  I  what  I  durst  not  then  suspect. 
That  Bellimperia's  letter  was  not  fetgn'd ; 
Nor  feigned  she,  though  falsely  they  have  wrongVl 
Both  her,  myself,  Horatio^  and  themselves. 
Now  may  I  make  compare  'twixt  her*s  and  this^ 
Of  every  accident  1  ne'er. could  find 
Tin  now,  and  now  I  feelingly  perceive 
They  did  what  heaven  unpunish'd  '^^  would  not 

leave. 
O  false  Lorenzo !  are  these  thy  flattering  looks  $ 


»•'  For,  1018.  SS.SS. 

'69  Sprlog-tide;  161&  93. 8S. 

>7i  Shall  tbm  be  t|iis  revenged,  1618. 

8haU  thus  be  tbos  revenged,  16^.  93* 
>7«  Should,  1018. 23.  S3. 


>«»  The,  1^18.83.39. 
l^^  But,  1618, 23. 33. 
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Is  this  the  honour  that  tbo«  didst  nv  son? 
And,  Baltbezar,  hane  to  thy  soul  nod  me. 
Was  this  the  taiisom  he  reseired  thee '^^  for? 
Woe  to  the  cause  of  these  oonstnuued  wars  I 
Woe  to  thj  baseness  and  captivity ! 
Woe  to  thv  birth,  thy  body,  and  thy  soul. 
Thy  cursed  father,  and  thy  conquerM  self! 
And  baon'd  with  bitter  eiecradons  be 


The  day  and  plnoe  whne  he  dSd  pkv  due! 
But  wbcrefoM  waste  I  mine  unmitfal 


When  noneht  but  bleod  wiU  satisfy  my  worn} 
'^  will  go  *|3ain  me  to  my  lord  the  king, 
Vnd  cry  sJoad  for  justice  through  the  courts 
Veariag  the  flints  %vith  these  my  wkberM  fimt; 
And  either  purchase  justice  by  entreats^ 
Or  tare  them  «U  wilh  my  rtveagiag  ibrcMSa. 


/. 


'Enter  Isabblla  and  her  Mmdl 


i 


ACT  IV,  «'♦ 


iso.  So  that  you  say  this  herb  will  purge  the 

And  this  the  head— Ah,  but  none  of  them  will 

purge  the  heart ! 
No^  therrs  no  medicine  left  for  my  disease 
Nor  any  physic  to  recure  the  dead. 

.    ^  •*•— ^[S4«  niM  iiiaalic 

Horatio,  O  where's  Herasi</? 

Moid,  Good  madam,  affiriebt  not  thus  yourself 
With  outrage  for  your  sen  Horatia, 
He  sleeps  in  ouiet  in  the  Elysian  BMu 

im.  Why,  md  I  not  give  you  gowni^  and  goodly 
things? 
Bought  yoo  a  whistle,  and  '^^  whipslalk  too, 
To  be  revenged  on  their  villainies  ? 

Maid,  Madam,  these  humours  do  torment mv 

souL  "^ 

Ita.  My  soul,  poor  aouU-Thoa  talk'st  of  things 

Thou  know'st  not  what— My  soul  hath  sihrer 

winga^ 
That  mount  me  up  unto  the  highest  heavens; 
To  heaven,  aye,  there  sits  my  Uoratia^ 
-  Back'd  with  a  troop  of  £ery  chernhims, 
Bancing  about  his  newly^healed  wounds. 
Singing  sweet  hymn%  and  channting  heaFenly 
notes; 


BfB  harmony  to  greet  his  '^^  1 , 

That  ^^ died»  aye  died,  aminor  in  ov  dap. 
But  say,  where  shall  I  find  the  men,  the  mop* 

deters. 
That  slew  Horalto?  Whilaher  shaU  I  rm, 
To  find  them  out,  that  mmdend  miy  son  ? 

[ExeoiU. 

^BauMMmiA  ae  m  WmdamA 

BeL  What  means  this  outrage  that  is  oflbtMme  f 
^Vhy  am  I  thus  sequestered  from  the  court? 
No  notice !  rtndl  I  not  know  the  cause 
Of  these  my  secret  and  suspicious  ills  ? 
Accursed  birotber!  unkind  murderer ! 
Why  beod'st  thou  thus  thv  mind  to  martyr  ma  ? 
Hieroniroo,  why  '^*  writ  I  of  thy  wrongs  ? 
Or  why  art  thou  so  slack  in  thy  revenge  ^  ^  ^ 
Andrea,  O  Andrea !  that  thou  saw'st         \   j^ 


\ 


Me,  for  thv  friend  Horatio,  handled  thus ! 
And  him^r  roe,  thus  causeless  murdered ! 
Wei!,  force  perforce,  I  must  constrain  myielf    . 
To  patience,  and  apply  me  to  the  time. 
Till  heaven,  as  I  have  hoped,  shall  set  me  Aee. 

ySnter  CHirsTOPHBL.  V 

Christ.  Come,  madam  Belimperia»  this  '*°may 
not  l>e.  [EaeunL 


^3^^ 


»'5Fortbee,iai8.2S.SS.  'f      ^   V^^V      ^l  _   ^ 

'7^  Formerly  this  Play  comisted  only  of  fonr  Afits..  The  division  of  this  act  into  tVo  vns  made  by 
MrHawklm.  .^  / 

'"  Eyei,  1618.  «3.  SS. 

'^  WkipHalfc.'^r  wfUpttoekf  probably  ^  the  baadle  of  a  whip,  roaiid  wblcb  a  sttap  af  ItaAer  H  w- 
ally  twfsted,  aad  is  sometimes  pat  for  ikewMp  itself/'    bo.  In  fwiUm,  ik.  •  s 

**  For,  by  bb  rmiy  outside,  he  appears 

«  To  have  practised  moire  the  wMpttoek  than  the  buce.** 

Aad,laBcoJehMon*s^«ilii»,  A.S.8.  1.    Traadlesayt: 


'I  will  step  aside 


Into  die  stables,  and  salute  qiy  mares." 

To  which  Plfcrce  replies : 

**  Tes,  do,  and  sleep  with  *em,  let  him  go  base  wA^tocI;.** 

Other  examples  are  in  Mr  Steevem's  Mpte  on  the  Tw$lftk  Night.  A.  9.  S.  3. 
'77  Innocency,  1618. 83. 59.  ^      '^s  i^i^ed,  1618.  fS.  39. 

U^_  Rite,  1618.  S3. 83.  l*^  ost    1616. 89. 38. 
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Ekter  LoRENiO)  Balthezar,  and  the  Page. 

Lor.  Bojr,  talk  no  further— Thus  far  things  go 
well. 
ThoQ  art  assured  that  thou  8aw*ht  him  dead  ? 

Page.  Or  else,  my  lord,  1  live  not. 

Lur.  That's  enough. — 
As  for  his  rtsoiution  in  his  end, 
Leave  that  to  hini  with  whom  he  sojourns  now. 
Here,  take  my  ring,  and  give  it  Cliristophel, 
And  bid  him  let  my  sister  be  enlart^ed. 
And  bring  her  liither  straight. —  '*'  [Exit  Page. 
This  that  I  did  was  for  a  policy, 
To  smooth  and  keep  the  murder  secret, 
Which,  as  a  mne-days  wonder,  being  o'er-blown, 
My  gentle  sister  will  I  now  enlarge. 

Bal.  And  time,  Lorenzo ;  for  my  lord  the  duke, 
You  heard,  inquired  for  her  yesternight. 

Lor^  Why,  and  my  lord,  1  hope,  you  heard  me 
say 
Sufficient  reason  why  she  kept  away ; 
But  that's  all  one.     My  lord,  you  love  her  ? 

BaL  Aye. 
,    Lor.  Then  in  your   love  beware;  deal  cun- 
ningly ; 
Save  all  suspicions,  only  sooth  me  up; 
And  if  she  hap  to  stand  on  terms  with  us, 
As  for  her  sweet* heart,  and  concealment  so, 
Jei>t  with  her  j;ently  ;  dnder  feigned  jest 
Are  thmgs  concealed,  that  else  would  breed  un- 
rest. '8* 
But  here  she  comes.  i 

|£r<^  Belimpcrxa.  I 

Lor,  Now,  sister — 

BeL  Sidter !  no,  thou  art  no  brother,  but  an 
enemy. 
Else  would'st  thou  not  have  used  thy  sister  so ; 
First,  to  affright  me  with  thy  weapons  drawn, 
And  with  extremes  abuse  my  company ; 
And  then  to  hurry  me,  like  whirlwinds  rage, 
Amidst  a  crew  of  thy  confederates, 
And  clap  me  op  where  iM)ne  might  come  at  me  i 
Nor  I  at  any,  to  reveal  my  wrongs. 
What  madding  fury  did  posses  thy  **'  wits  ? 
Or  wherein  is't  that  I  ofiended  thee? 

Lor.  Advise  you  better,  Belimperia, 
For  I  have  done  you  no  disparagement ; 


Unless,  by  more  discretion  than  deserved, 
I  sought  to  save  \our  honour  and  nnne  own. 

BeL  Mine  honour  !  why,  Lorenzo,  wherein  b*t 
That  I  neglect  my  reputation  so. 
As  you  or  any  need  to  rescue  it  ? 

Lor.  liis  highness,  and  my  father,  were  resolved 
To  come  confer  with  old  llieronmio. 
Concerning  certain  matters  of  estate, 
That  by  the  viceroy  was  determined. 

Bel.  And  wherem  was  mine  honour  touch*d  in 
that.? 

BaL  Have  patience,  Belimperia,  hear  the  rest. 

Lnr,  Me  (next  in  sight)  as  messenger  they  sent, 
To  give  him  notice  that  they  were  so  nigh ; 
Now  when  I  came,  consorted  with  the  pnnce. 
And,  unexpected,  in  an  arbour  there, 
Found  Behmperia  with  Horatio. 

BeL  How  then .? 

Lor.   Why  then,  remembering  that  old  dis- 
grace 

VVhich  you  for  Don  Andrea  had  endured. 
And  now  were  likely  longer  to  sustain. 
By  being  found  so  meanly  accompanied, 
[Thought  rather,  for  1  '^knew  no  readier  mean, 
"o  thrust  Horatio  forth  my  father*s  way. 

BaL  And  carry  you  obscurely  somewhere  else, 
Lest   that  his  highness  should  have  found  you 
there. 

BeL  Even  so,  my  lord  ?  and  you  are  witness 
That  this  is  true  which  he  mtreateth  of  .^ — 
You,  gentle  brother,  forged  this  for  my  sake ; 
And  you,  my  lord,  were  made  his  instrument ; 
A  work  of  worth,  worthy  the  noting  too  I 
But  what's  the  cause  that  you  conceai'd  me  since  } 

Lor.  Your  melancholy,  sister,  smce  the  news 
Ot  your  first  favourite  Don  Andrea's  death. 
My  father's  old  wrath  hath  exasperate. 

BaL  And  better  was't  for  you,  being  in  dis- 
grace. 
To  absent  y  lurself,  and  give  his  fury  place. 

BeL  But  why  had  I  no  notice  ot  his  ire? 

Lor.  That  were  to  add  more  fuel  to  '^'  your 
fire. 
Who  burnt  like  iEtoa,  for  Andrea's  loss. 
I   BeL  Hath  not  my  father,  then,  enquired  for  me  ? 
I  Lor.  Sister,  he  hath,  and  thus  excused  i  thee  : 
V  [He  tehispereth  in  her  Ear, 

But,  Belimperia,  see  the  gentle  pnuce, 


"«'  Exit.  Page  omitted,  !6I8.  93.  S.9. 

*>^  Unrest^Unre^tf  for  disquiet,  is  a  word  freqaentlj  Died  by  the  old  writers.  As,  in  TUm  Androni- 
<ui,  A.  2.  8. 3 : 

**  And  so  repose  sweet  gold,  for  their  tmrea/." 

See  Mr  Steevens's  Note  on  this  line.  ^ 

Again,  p.  479 : 

**  Then  rest  me  here  a  while  in  onr  tmre«^" 

»w  Wit,  1618.  «3.  S3.  '»♦  Know,  1613.  23.  33. 

»w  The,  1618.  «3. 33. 
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Look  on  thy  love,  behold  young  Baltbezar, 
Whose  passions  by  thy  presence  are  increased ; 
And  in  whose  melfmcnoly  thou  may*8t  see 
Thy  'B6  hate,  his  love,  thy  flight,  his  following 
thee. 

Bel,  Brother,  you  are  become  an  orator, 
I  know  not  I,  by  what  experience, 
Too  politic  for  me,  past  all  compare. 
Since  last  I  saw  you^But  content  yourself, 
The  prince  is  meditating  higher  things. 

BaL  Tis  of  thy  beauty  then,  that  conquers 
kings;  V 

Of  those  thy  tressei,  Ariadne*s  '*'  twins,  y 

Wherewith  my  liberty  ihou  hast  surprised;  X 
Of  that  thine  ivory  front,  ray  sorrow's  map,  >^ 
Wherein  I  see  no  haven  to  rest  my  hope. 

BeL  To  love  and  fear,  and  both  at  once,  my 
lord, 


As  o'er  the  mountains  walks  the  wanderer, 
Uofigrtain  to  effect  his  pilgriniage.         lExemt, 


Enter  two  Portuguese;  and  Hi^k6Ktll6  me^ 
tkenu 


In  my  conceit,  are  things  of  more  import 
Th  II)  women's  wits  are  to  be  busied  with. 

Bal.  'Tis  I  that  love. 

Bel  Whom? 

BaL  BeHmperia. 

BeL  But  I,  that  fear. 

J5a/.  Whom? 

BeL  Belimperia. 

Lor,  Fear  yourself. 

BeL  Aye,  brother. 

Lor,  How? 

BeL  As  those  that,  '*'  what  they  love,  are  loath 
and  fear  to  lose. 

BaL  Then,  fair,  let  Balthezar  your  keeper  be. 

Bel  '^  No,  Balthezar  doth  fear  as  well  as  we ; 

JCsf  tremuh  tnetvi  pavidum  junxere  tmorem^  . 
Et  vanum  itoUda  proditionii  opus*  [Exit. 

Lor,  Nay,  an'  you  argue  tilings  so  cunningly. 
We'll  go  continue  this  discourse  at  court. 

BaL  Led  by  the  '^  load- star  of  her  heavenly 
looks, 
'^'  Wends  poor  oppressed  Balthezar, 


1  Port,  By  your  leave,  sir. 

'^^  ^  Ifier.  Tis  neither  as  you  think,  nor  as 

**  you  think, 
^  Nor  as  you  think :  you're  wide  all 
l"  These  slippers  are  not  nddne^  they  were  my  soa 
'-  « Horatio's. 

i^^  r**  My  son !  and  what's  a  son  ? 

**  A  thing  besot  within  a  pair  of  minutes,  there- 

<*  about: 
**  A  lump  bred  up  in  darkness,  and  doth  serve 
**  To  balance  those  light  creature  we  c«I]  wome% 
^  And,  at  the  nine  months'  end,  creeps  forth  t^ 

"  light. 
**  What  is  there  yet  in  a  son, 
«  To  make  a  father  doat,  rave,  or  run  mad  ? 
**  Being  born,  it  pouts,  cries,  and  breed's  teeth. 
•*  What  is  there  yet  in  a  son  ? 
**  He  must  be  fed,  be  taught  to  go,  and  speak. 
'^  Aye,  or  yet ;  why  might  not  a  man  love  a  calf  as 

"well? 
"  Or  melt  in  passion  o'er  a  frisking  kid,  as  for  a 

**  son  T 
"  Methinks  a  young  bacon, 
"  Or  a  fine  little  smooth  horse-colt, 
''  Should  move  a  man  as  much  as  doth  a  son ; 
**  For  one  of  these,  in  very  little  lime, 
*'  Will  grow  to  some  good  use ;  whereas  a  soiv 
**  The  more  he  grows  in  stature  and  in  years, 
**  The  more  unsquared,''^  unbevded,  he  appear^ 
**  Reckons  his  parents  among  the  rank  of  fools^ 
"  Strikes  care  '^  upon  their  heads  with  his  iMd 

"riots, 
^  Makes  them  look  old  before  they  meet  with  age: 
*^  This  is  a  son ;  and  what  a  loss  were  this,  oonsi- 

**  dered  truly  ? 
^  Oh,  but  my  Horatio  grew  oat  of  reach  of  those 


■8«  Thy  hate  Is  love,  1618.  *•'  Twinnes,  1618.  «•  S3. 

"•  When,  1618.  «<.  33.  »w  No  omitted,  1618. 23. 33. 

>^  L<NNM<rr.— So,  in  Shakespeare's  Midsummer's  ffighU  Drsam^  A.  1.  S.  I. : 


"  O  happy  fah- ! 

"  Yoor  eyes  are  Lodi-^tars" 

Upon  this  pateage  Dr  Johnson  observes,  *'  This  was  a  compliment  not  nnfreqaent  amang  the  old  poets. 
<*  The  tode-star  is  the  leading  or  guiding  star,  that  is,  the  Poh-^ar.  The  amgoet  is,  for  (be  same  rcasoo, 
'*  called  the  lodt^tone,  either  because  it  leads  iron,  or  because  It  guides  iht  ^lor.  Milton  has  tl^  sant 
**  thought  In  VJUegro: 

^  Towers  and  battlements  he  sees 
*'  Bosom'd  hi|^h  in  tufted  trees, 
**  W^ere  perhaps  some  beauty  lies, 
**  Tbe  Cynosure  of  neighboring  eyes. 

'<  Davies  calls  Flltisbef  h  <  lode-stone  to  hearts,  and  lode-stone  to  all  eyes." 
See  also  iVf  r  Steevens's  N  ote  on  the  above  passaee. 
»»'  Wends. -Goes. 

^9*  This  speech,  in  inverted  commas,  omitted  also  in  the  second  edition. 
•93  UnleaviU'd,  16«3. 33.  >94  Cares,  1623  33. 
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'      /     '• 
^  Insatiate  hmnoars ;  he  loved  bis  loving  parents : 

^  He  was  my  contfort,  and  bis  inotber*s  joy, 
''  The  very  arm  that  <Ud  bold  up  our  bouse — 
"  Our  hopes  were  stored  up  in  him. 
'^  None  but  a  daauied  murderer  coald  hate  him. 
^  He  bad  not  seen  the  back  of  nineteen  years, 
^  Whea  bis  strons  arm  unhorsed  the  proud  prince 

/'Balthezar; 
^''  And  his  great  nund,  too  full  of  honour, 
'*  Took  him  us  to  mercy,  that  valiant  but  ignoble 

*'  Portiosale. 
*^  Well,  heaven  is  heaven  still ! 
^  And  there  is  Nemesis,  and  furies, 
^  And  things  called  whips, 
''  And  they  sometimes  do  meet  with  murderers: 
**  They  do  not  always  'scape, — that's  some  ^om- 
«  fort. 
I  ^  Aye,  aye,  aye,  and  then  time  steals  on,  and 
I  **  steals,  and  steak, 

"  *nU  violence  leaps  forth,  like  thunder 
^  Wrapt  in  a  ball  of  fire, 
^  And  so  doth  bring  confusion  to  them  all. 
^  Good  \mt^  have  ^ou:  I  pray  you  go, 
^  For  ril  leave  ^  if  you  can  leave  me  so." 
Good  leave  have  you ;  nay,  I  pray  you,  go^ 
For  rii  leave  you,  if  you  can  leave  me  so. 
S  Por/.  Pray  you,  whiob  is  the  '^'  next  way 

my  lord  the  duke's  ? 
J(Ker.  The  next  vay  from  me. 
%  Fort.  To  bis  house,  we  mean. 
Hiir.  O,  hard  by ;  'tis  yon  house  that  yoa 
3  Port.  You  could  not  tell  us  if  bis  son  i 

there. 
Bier.  Who,  my  lord  Lorenzo. 
1  Fort,  Aye,  sir. 

[He  go€i  in  at  one  Door,  an4  comes  out 
at  another. 
Hier.  O  forbear,  for  other  tnJik  for  us  far  fit- 
ter were; 
But  if  you  be  '^^  importunate  to  know 
The  way  to  him,  and  where  to  find  him  out, 
Then  list  to  me,  and  I'll  resolve  your  doubt : 
There  is  a  path  upon  your  left-hand  side,^ 
That  leadeth  from  a  guilty  conscience 
Unto  a  forest  of  distrust  and  fear, 
A  darksome  place,  and  dangerous  to  pass ; 
There  shall  you  meet  with  melancholy  thoughts, 
'^^  Wliose  Imieful  humours  if  you  but  uphold, 
It  will  conduct  you  to  despair  and  depUh ; 
Whose  rocky  clifis  when  you  have  once  b^eld, 
Within  a  hugy  dale  of  lasting  night, 
*^*  That  kindled  with  the  worid's  iniquities^ 
JDoth  cast  up  filthy  and  detested  fumes. 
Not  far  from  thence,  where  murderers  have  built 


^^f$ 


r 


An  habitation  for  their  cursed  souls. 
There  in  a  brazen  caldron,  fixed  by  Jove 
In  his  fell  wrath,  upon  a  sulphur  flame, 
Yourselves  shall  find  Lorenzo  bathing  him 
In  boiling  lead  and  blood  of  innocents. 

1  Fort.  Ha,  ha,  ha.  .     .    ,  ^         „ 

Hier.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Why  ha,  ha,  ha?  Farewell, 

good  ha,  ha,  ha.  [ExU. 

S  Foft.  Doubtless  this  man  is  passing  lunatic. 

Or  imperfection  of  his  age  doth  make  him  doat. 

Come,  let's  away,  to  seek  my  lord  the  duke. 

[Exeunt^ 

,nter  Hikronimo  with  a  Poinard  in  one  hand,] 
and  a  Rope  in  the  other.  | 

Hier.  Now,  sir,  perhaps  I  come  and  see  the 
king; 
Hie  king  sees  me,  and  fain  would  hear  ray  suit. 
Why  is  not  this  a  strange  and  '*»  seld  seen  thinj^ 
That  standers-by  with  toys  should  strike  me  mut^f 
Go  to,  I  see  their  shifts,  and  say  n«  more. 
Hieronimo,  'tis  time  for  thee  to  trudge : 
Down  by  the  dale  that  flows  with  purple  gore 
Standeth  a  fiery  tower;  there  sits  a  judg^ 
Upon  a  seat  of  steel,  and  molten  brass, 
And  'twixt  his  teeth  he  holds  a  fire-brand, 
That  leads  unto  the  lake  where  hell  doth  stand: 
Away,  Hieronimo,  to  him  begone, 
He'll  do  thee  justice  for  Horatio's  death. 
Turn  down  this  path,  thou  shalt  be  with  him 

straight ; 
Or  this,  and  then  thou  need'st  not  take  thy  breath, 
This  way,  or  that  way :  soft  qnd  fair,  not  so; 
For  if  I  hang  or  kill  myself,  let's  know. 
Who  will  revenge  Horatio's  murder  then? 
No^ Bfikfie  no ;  pardon  me, I'll  none  of  that. 

[fle  throwi  away  the  Dagger  and  Hotter. 
This  way  111  take,  and  this  way  comes  the  king. 

[He  takes  them  up  again. 
And  here  TQ  have  a  fling  at  him,  that's  flat ; 
And,  Balthezar,  I'll  be  with  thee  to  biiiig— 
And  thee,  Lorenzo—  here's  the  kmg,  nay,  stay ; 
And  here,  aye  here :  there  goes  the  hare  away,   f 

nter  King,  Ambassador,ChSTii.^,  and  LorekzoJ 

King.  Now,  shew  the  ambfissador,  what  Qur 

viceroy  saith : 
Hath  he  received  the  articles  we  sent  ? 
Hier.  Justice !  O  justice  to  Hieronimo. 
Lor.  Back,  see&t  thou  not  the  king  is  busy  ? 
Hier.  O,  is  he  so  ?  , 

King.  Who  is  he  that  interrupts  our  business? 
Hier.  Not  1 1  HieroDirao  beware,  ^  go  by,  go 

by. 


An 


«^5  iViwrl  omitted,  1618. 23. 3S.  '**  ImpoHoDC,  Ifll  8. 23. 

^97  Whose  palefol  bomonrB  If  yoa  but  behold,  W8. 23. 33.  *»*  That  s,  1618.  23. 33. 

'W  8eld.^An  usual  contraction  among  old  writen  for  seldom.  ^     «,  ^  ^    -^      . 

«»  Go  by,  go  ^.— This  line  is  ridiculed  by  Shakespeare  In  the  Induction  to  The  Taming  of  the  SAreiPr 
and  by  other  poets  of  the  tliQes. 
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i^    Amb»  Reitocrned  king,  be  haCb  received  and 
>  read 

Thy  kins}y  proffers,  and  tbj  promised  league ; 
Andy  a<«  a  Inan  eztremeU  overjoyed 
To  hear  his  son  so  princely  entertained, 
"Whose  death  he  had  so  solemnly  bewailed, 
This,  for  thy  farther  satisfaction 
And  kingl\  love,  he  kindly  lets  thee  know  ; 
First,  tor  the  marriage  of  liis  pniu*ely  soa 
With  Belimperia,  thy  beloved  niece, 
The  news  are  more  delightful  to  his  soul. 
Than  rayrrh  or  incense  to  ih'  offended  heavens : 
In  persnn  ihercfore  will  he  come  himself. 
To  see  rhe  marriage  rites  solemnized, 
And,  in  the  presence  of  the  ciurt  of  Spain, 
To  knit  a  sure  *°'  inextrii-able  band 
Of  kini>ly  K)ve,  and  everlasting  leagae. 
Betwixt  the  crowns  of  Spain  and  Portingale; 
There  will  he  give  his  crown  to  Baitbczar, 
And  make  a  queen  of  Btlimpeha. 

Ktng^  Brother,  how  like  you  this  our  vicero/s 
love? 

Cast,  No  doubt,  my  lord,  it  is  an  argument 
Of  honourable  care  to  ktep  his  friend. 
And  wondVous  zeai  to  Balthezar  his  son ; 
Nor  am  [  lea^t  indebted  to  his  grace. 
That  bends  his  liking  to  my  daughter  thfis. 

Amb.  Now  last,  dread  lord,  here  hatli  his  high- 
ness sent 
(Although  he  send  not  that  his  son  return) 
His  ransom  due  to  Don  Horatio. 

Hier,  Horatio  !  who  calls  Horatio? 

King,  And  well  remembered,  thank  his  ma- 
jesty : 
HfPre,  see  it  given  to  Horatio. 

Hier.  Justice!  O  justice!  justice!  gentle  king. 

King,  Who  is  that,  Hieronimo  ? 

Hier,  Justice  !  O  justice  I  O  my  son,  my  son  ! 
My  soil,  whom  nought  can  ransom  or  redeem. 

Lor,  Hieronimo,  you  are  not  well  advised. 

Hier.  Away,  Lorenzo,  hinder  me  no  more. 
Tor  thou  hast  made  me  bankrupt  of  my  bliss ; 
Give  me  my  son,  you  shall  not  ransom  him. 
Away,  ril  rip  the  bowels  of  the  earth, 

*r^— ^[He  dig^eth  with  his  Dagger, 
And  feiry  over  to  the  Elysian  plains, 
And  bring  my  son  to  shew  his  deadly  wounds. 
Stand  from  about  noe,  Til  make  a  pick-ax  of  my 
puinard, 


And  here  sorrender  op  my  marshalsiiip ; 
For  ra  go  marshal  up  ^  the  fieods  in  bdl, 
To  be  avenged  on  you  all  for  this. 

King.  What  means  this  outrage? 
Will  none  of  you  restrain  his  fury  ? 

Hier,  Kay,  soft  and  fairi  you  ahall  not  need  t0 
strive, — 
Needs  must  he  go  that  the  devils  drive.      [Exit, 

King,  What  acctdenc  hatb^^  hapt  Hieroni- 
mo?— 
I  have  not  seen  him  to  demean  him  so. 

Lor,  My  gracious  lord,  he  is  with  eitreme  pride. 
Conceived  of  young  Horatio  bis  son. 
And  covetcus  of  having  to  himself 
The  ransom  of  the  young  prince  Balthezar^ 
Distract,  and  in  a  manner  lunatic. 

King,  Believe  me,  nephew,  we  are  sorry  for't. 
This  IS  the  love  that  fathers  bear  tlietr  sous  i — 
But,  gentle  brother,  go  give  to  bun  this  gold. 
The  prince's  ransom ;  let  him  have  his,  due. 
For  what  he  hath,  H  >ratio  shall  not  want, 
Haply  Hieronimo  hath  need  thereof. 

Lor,  But  if  he  be  thus  ^^  helplessly  distract, 
Tis  requisite  his  oihce  be  resigned. 
And  given  to  one- of  more  discretion. 

King,  We  siiall  iiirrcase  bis  melancholy  so^ 
*Tis  best  **^  that  we  see  farther  in  it  first, 
Till  when,  ourself  will  exempt  the  place. 
And,  brother,  now  bring  in  the  ambassador. 
That  he  may  foe  a  witness  of  the  match, 
'Twixt  Balthezar  and  Belimperia; 
And  that  we  may  prefix  a  certain  time, 
Wherein  the  marriage  shall  be  solemnized, 
That  we  mety  have  thy  lord  the  viceroy  here. 

AmL  Therein  your  highness  highly  shall  con* 
tent 
His  majesty,  that  longs  to  hear  from  hence. 

King.  On  then,  and  hear  *^  you  lord  amba«Mi- 
dor.  [£j:eiiii^. 

I"  Enter  Jaques  and  Pedro. ^^^  I 

^  Ja^,  I  wonder,  Pedro,  why  our  master  thus 
''At  midnight  sends  us  with  our  torches  light, 
*'  When  roan,  and  bird,  and  beast,  are  all  at  rest, 
**  Save  those  that  watch  for  rape  and  bloody  mar- 
«  der. 
**  Fed.  O  Jacques,  know  thou  that  our  master's 
**  mind 
^  Is  much  ^^  distraught  since  his  Horatio  died. 


"'  Tnexecrable,  second  edition.- 

^°*  My,  161H.23.3.S. 

*°*  iiaplessly,  l6l«.  ^a.33. 

'^  Your,  1618.23  S:i. 


-Inexplicable,  1618. 9S.  ^:^. 

^^'J  Haptto,l6l«.  «3.SS. 
«^5  TjMt  omitted,  1618.  23. 33. 


^°7  this  >ceiie,  printed  in  inverted  copooas,  is  r^ected  by  Mr  Hawkus,  for  the  same  reasons  as  the 
former. 
^^  Dutraught.^Distraught  is  distracted.    So,  in  Jack  Drum's  Entertainment^  1610,  Sign.  G.  3. : 

*'  Alas,  kind  youth,  bow  came  be  thus  distraag/Uf'^ 
In  the  Second  Part  of  Jntonio  and  Mellida^  A.  3.  S.  2. : 

''  Alas,  my  son's  distraught.    Sweet  boy,  appease 
"  Thy  mntining  affections." 
Euphues  and  his  England,  41. :  **  Iffida  so  distraught  of  her  wits,  with  these  newesi  fell  into  a  fkenfie.'' 
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^  And  nof^  hit  a^  years  slioiild  deep  in  rest, 
**  His  heart  m  quiety  like  a  desjperate  many 
"  Grows  lunatic  and  childish,  for  his  son : 
**  Sometimes  as  be  doth  at  his  table  sit, 
''  He  speaks  as  if  Horatio  stood  bj  him. 
^  Then  starting  in  a  rage,  falls  on  the  earth, 
**  Cries  out,  Horatio !  where  is  my  Horatio  ? 
^  So  that  with  extreme  grief,  and  cutting  sorrow, 
**  There  is  not  left  in  him  one  inch  of  man. 
^  See^  here  he  comes. 

^  Enter  Hieronimo. 

^  Hier,  I  pry  through  every  crevice  of  each 
"wall, 
^Look  at  each  tree,  and  search  through  every 

<«  brake, 
^  Beat  on  the  boshes,  stamp  our  grand-dameearth, 
**  Dive  in  the  water,  and  stare  up  to  heaven : 
^  Yet  cannot  I  behold  mv  son  Horatio. 
^  How  now,  who's  there !  sprights !  sprights ! 
**  Fed.  We  are  your  servants  that  attend  vou, 

«  sir. 
^  Hier.  What  make  yon  with  your  torches  in  the 

"dark? 
"  PetL  You  bid  as  light  them,  and  attend  you 

•'here. 
**  Uier,  No,  no,  you  are  deceived,  not  I,  you 
**  are  deceived : 
^  Was  I  so  road  to  bid  you  light  your  torches  now  ? 
^  Light  me  your  torches  at  die  mid  of  noon, 
**  When  as  the  sun-god  rides  in  all  his  glory ; 
**  light  me  your  torches  then. 

•*  Fed,  Then  we  ***  bum  day-light 
**  Hier.  Let  it  he  burnt,  night  isa  murdVons  slut, 
**  That  would  not  have  her  treasons  to  be  seen : 
**  And  yonder  pale-faced  Hecate  there,  tlie  moon, 
^  Doth  give  consent  to  that  is  done  in  darkness : 
**  And  all  those  stars  that  gaze  upon  her  face, 
**  Are  *"^  aglets  on  her  sleeve,  pins  on  her  train  : 
^  And  those  tliat  should  be  powerful  and  divine, 
^Do  steep  in  darkness  wnen  they  most  should 
**  shine. 
^  Fed,  Provoke  them  not,  fair  ar,  with  tempt- 
"  ing  words, 
^  The  heavens  are  gracious,  and  your  miseries  and 

"sorrow 
/*  Make  you  speak  you  know  not  what. 


^  Hkr.  Villain,  thou  lytst !   and  thoa  dost 

**  nought 
"  But  tell  me  I  am  mad :  thou  lyest,  I  am  not  mad : 
"  I  know  thee  to  be  Pedro,  and  he  Jaques; 
"rU  prove  it  to  thee;  aad  were  1  mad,  how 

"could  I? 
"  Where  was  she  the  same  night,  when  my  Honn 

"  tio  was  murdered  ? 
"  She  should  have  shone :  search  thou  the  book : 
"  Had  the  moon  shone  in  my  bo/s  face,  ibere 

"  was  a  kind  of  grace, 
"  That  I  know,  na^  I  do  know  had  the  murderer 

"  seen  him, 
*'  His  weapon  woold  have  fallen,  and  cut  the  eartlw 
"  Had  he  been  framed  of  nought  hot  blood  and 

"death: 
"  Alack,  when  mischief  doth  it  knows  not  what, 
"  What  shall  we  say  to  mischief? 

Enter  Isabella. 

"  I$a,  Dear  Hieronimo,  come  in  a  doors. 
"  O  seek  not  means  so  to  increase  thy  sorrow. 

"  Hier,  Indeed,  IsidMilla,  we  do  nothing  here ; 
"  I  do  not  cry,  ask  Pedro  and  Jaques : 
"  Not  I  indeed,  we  arc  very  merry,  very  meny. 
"  Isa,  How  ?  be  merry  here  ?  be  merry  here  ? 
"  Is  not  this  the  place,  and  this  the  very  tree, 
"  Where  my  Horatio  died,  where  he  was  mur- 
"dered? 
"  Hier,  Was,  do  not  say  what:  let  her  weep 
it  out, 
"  This  was  the  tree,  I  set  it  of  a  kernel ; 
"  And  when  our  hot  Spain  could  not  let  it  grow, 
"  But  that  the  infant  and  the  humane  sap 
"  Began  to  wither,  duly  twice  a  morning 
"  Would  I  be  sprinkling  it  with  fountain  water: 
"  At  last  it  grew,  and  grew,  and  bore,  and  bore : 
"  Till  at  length  it  grew  J  gallows,  and  did  bear 

"  our  M)n : 
"  It  bore  thy  fruit  and  mine :  O  wicked,  wicked 
"  plant !    [One  knocks  within  at  the  Door. 
"  See  who  knocks  there  ? 
"  Fed.  It  is  a  painter,  sir. 
"  Hier,  Bid  him  come  in,  and  paint  some  com- 
"fort, 
"  For  surely  there's  none  lives  but  painted  com- 
"fort: 


^*^  Bum  day'ligkt,^-To  bum  day^Ugkt  was  a  proverbial  phrase  used  when  any  act  was  done  which 
would  be  Hholly  useless.     See  Merry  H^ives  of  Wtndsor,  A.  2.  S.  1.,  and  Romeo  andJuliUf  A.  1.  S.  4. 
Agaio,  in  Chorcbyard's  fVorthinen  of  WdU*^  p.  U6.  edit.  1776 : 

<*  To  Lodloe  now  my  mose  must  needes  retnrne, 
**  A  season  sliorc  no  long  discoune  dotb  crave : 
"  Tyme  rouleth  on,  1  dot  but  dtuf' tight  bume, 
**  And  many  things  iudeede  to  doe  i  have.** 

2nie  Curtain  Draieer  of  the  Worlds  16U,  p.  46. :  **  Oh  tbon  invalnable  Jewell  I  how  art  thou  m  this  age 
**  cast  upon  the  dunghill  ?  bow  dost  thou  bume  out  thy  day-light  to  these  thy  regardless  children  ?** 

*'**  Jglets,— An  aglet,  Mr  Pope  says,  is  the  tag  of  a  point,  bee  laming  of  the  Shrew,  A.  1.  8.  9. 
This  is  also  one  of  the  explanations  in  Barret's  Alvearie^  who  also  says,  An  aglet  is  aJeKeltinone's  cap, 
Segraentum  aureum.    Uonlle  ex  auro  vel  genmis  confectom. 
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''Let  turn  come  in,  one  knows  not  what  may 

^  chance : 
**  God's  wHl  that  1  should  set  this  tree, 
^  But  even  «o  masters,  ungrateful  servants,  reared 

"  from  nought, 
^  And  then  they  hate  them  that  did  bring  them  up. 


i  Enter  the  Painter. 


^  Paint.  God  bless  jou,  nr. 

**  Uier.  Wherefore?  why,  thou  scornful  villain ! 
^How,  where,  or  by  what  means,  should  [  be 
''blest? 

^  I$a.  What  would'st  tliou  have,  good  fellow  ? 

^  Paint.  Justice,  madam, 

**  Hier.  O  ambitious  beggar,  would'st  thou  have 
•*that, 
*  That  lives  not  in  the  world  ? 
**  Why,  all  the  undelvcd  mines  cannot  buy 
**  An  ounce  of  justice,  'tis  H  jewel  so  inestimable. 
**  I  tell  thee,  G^  hath  engrossed  all  justice  in  his 
''bands, 
.  ^  And  there  is  none  but  what  cosies  from  him. 

"  Paint.  O  then  I  se^  that  God  must  right  me 
f*  for  my  murdered  son. 

*f  Hier.  How !  was  thy  sou  murdered? 

'*  Paint.  At,  sir,  no  man  did  hold  a  son  so  dear. 

"  Hier.  What,  not  as  thine?  that's  a  lie, 
^  As  massy  as  the  earth :  I  had  a  son, 
*'  Whose  least  unvalued  hair  did  weigh 
"  A  thousand  of  thy  son's;  and  he  was  murdered. 

"  Paint.  Alas,  ar,  1  had  no  more  but  he. 

**  Hier»  Nor  1,  nor  I ;  but  this  same  one  of  mine 
"  Was  worth  a  legion.    But  all  is  one,T- 
"  Pedro,  Jaques,  go  in  a  doors ;  Isabella,  go> 
^  And  this  gpod  Ijellow  here,  and  I» 
"Will  range  this  hid^us  prphard  yp  and  down, 
*^  like  two  she  Ibns  Aaved'of  their  young. 
^  Go  in  a  doors,  I  say.  [Exeunt. 

*^  [The  Painter  and  he  tet  down. 
"  CxNne,  let's  talk  wisely  now  :— 
"  Was  thy  son  murdered  ? 

"  Paint.  Ay,  sir. 


^  Hier.  So  wa»  mine. 
*^  How  dost  thou  take  it?  art  thou  not  i 

''mad? 
"  Is  there  no  tricks  that  come  before  thine  eyes? 
"  Paini.  O  lord,  yes  sir. 
"  Hier.  Art  a  painter?  canst  paint  oie  m  tear, 
"  a  wound  ? 
"  A  groan,  or  a  sigh  ?  canst  paint  me  such  a  tree 
"asthis^ 
**  Paint.  Sir,  I  am  sure  you  have  heard  of  my 
"  painting : 
"  My  names  Bazardo. 

" Hier.  Basardo!  'fore  God  an  AueUeet  fel- 
"  low.    L<fok  yon,  sir, 
"  Do  you  see?  I'd  have  you  paint  me  my  gallery, 
"  In  your  oil  colours  matted^  and  draw  me  five 
"  Years  younger  than  1  am :  do  you  see,  sir  ?  let 

"five 
"  Years  gu :  let  them  go  like  the  marshal  of  Spaioy 
"  My  wife  Isabella  standing  by  me^ 
"  With  a  speaking  look  to  my  son  Horatio^ 
"  Which  should  intend  to  this,  or  some  such  like 

"purpose: 
"  God  bless  thee,  my  sweet  son ;  and  my  hand 
'^  Leaning  upon  his  head  thus,  sir ;  do  you  see?-^ 
"  May  it  be  done  ? 

"  Paint.  Very  well,  sir. 
"  Hier.  Nay,  I  pray  mark  me,  sir : 
"  Then,  sir,  would  I  have  you  pamt  i^e  tbif  ptit, 

**  this  very  tree : 
"  Canst  paint  a  doleful  cry  ? 
"  Paint.  Seemingly*  sir. 
"  Hier.  Nay,  it  ^ould  cry  t  but  all  is  one. 
"  Well,  sir,  paint  me  a  youdi  run  through  and 

^through 
"  With  villains'  swords,  hanging  upon  this  tree^ 
"  Canst  thou  draw  a  murderer  ? 
"  Paint.  I'll  warrant  jou,  sir; 
"  I  have  the  pattern  of  the  most  aotorioos  villains^ 
''  That  ever  lived  in  all  Spain. 
"  Hier,  O,  let  them  be  worse,  worse :  stretch 
"  thine  art, 
"  *f '  And  let  their  beards  be  of  Judas's  own  colour, 


^"  Jnd  Ut  ihtir  btards  he  ofJudais  awn  colour. — It  is  observed,  that  "  In  an  age  when  but  small  part 
<'  of  the  nation  could  read,  ideas  were  frequently  borrowed  fh>m  representations  ia  painting  or  tapeMry.** 
Leland,  in  hU  Collectanea,  asserts,  that  painters  constantly  represented  JudoM  the  traitor  with  a  nd  kemi^ 
Dr  Plot  s  Oxfordshire,  p.  153.,  says  the  same.  This  conceit  is  thought  to  have  arisen  in  Ha^ao^  from 
our  ancient  grudge  to  the  red'haired  Danes.  See  the  Motes  of  Mr  Steevens  and  Mr  1  oUet  to  Merry  fl^tocs 
of  Windsor,  A.  I.  S.4. 

To  the  instances  there  produced  may  be  added  the  following : 

Middleton*sCAa5feirat4/«/  Cheapside,  lasO:  "  What  has  he  given  her?  what  is  It  Gussip?  A  Mr 
"  high  standing  cup,  and  the  two  great  postle  spoons,  one  of  them  gilt.  Sare  that  was  Judas  with  tht  red 
«*  beard.'* 

Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  Sea  Voyage,  p.  104. : 

"  Methooght  a  sweet  young  man, 

"  In  years  some  twenty,  with  a  downy  chin, 

"  Promising  a  future  beard^  and  yet  no  rod  one^ 

"  Stole  slily  to  my  cabin  all  unbraced, 

"  Took  me  in  his  arms,  aid  kiss*d  me  twenty  times." 
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^  And  let  their  eye-browB  jetty  over:  in  any  case 

^obsenrethat; 
^  Then,  air^  after  some  violeBt  noise, 
^Bring  me  forth  in  my  shirt,  and  my  ^wn  under 

^my  arm, 
^  With  my  torch  in  my  hand,  and  my  sword 

**  reared  up  thus, 
^  And  «f ith  these  words : 
**  What  noi$e  kthiif  who  cmIU  Hiervnimof 
^  May  it  be  done* 

«  Paint  Yea,  sir. 

^  Hier.  WeU,  sir,  then  brin|  roe  forth,  bring 
f  me  through  alley  and  alley,  still  with  a  distract- 
^  ed  countenance  going  aloo^  and  let  my  hair 
^  heave  op  my  night-cap. 

^  Let  the  clouds  scowl,  make  the  moon  dark, 
^  the  stars  extinct,  the  winds  blowtng,  the  beHs 
**  tolling,  the  owls  shrieking,  the  toad»  croaking, 
^  the  minutes  jarring,  and  the  clock  striking 
••  twelve. 

^  And  then  at  last,  sir,  starting,  behold  a  man 
^  hanging,  and  tot'ring,  as  you  know  the  wind  will 
^  wave  a  man,  and  I  with  a  trice  to  cut  him 
•*down. 

**  And  looking  upon  him. by  the  advantage  of 
**  rov  torch,  find  it  to  be  my  son  Horatio. 
**  There  you  may  shew  a  passion,  there  you  may 

^  shew  a  passion ! 
**  Draw  like  like  old  Priaui  of  Troy, 
^  Crjring— the  house  is  a-fire,  the  house  is  a^fire.  i 
**  And  Uie  torch  over  my  head :  make  me  curse, 
^  Make  me  rave,  make  me  cry,  make  me  mad, 
**  Make  roe  well  again,  make  me  curse  hell, 
**  Invocate,  and  in  the  end  leave  me 
''  In.  a  trance,  and  so  forth. 

**  Paint,  And  is  this  the  end? 

^  Hier.  O  no^  tlM>re  is  no  end :  the  end  is  death 
^and  madness; 
'*  And  I  am  never  better  than  when  I  am  mad; 
**  Then  methinks  I  am  a  brave  fellow; 
**  Then  I  do  wonders,  but  reason  abuseth  me; 
**  And  there's  the  torment,  there's  the  hell : 
^  At  the  last,  sir,  bring  me  to  one  of  the  mur- 

"  derers ; 
**  Were  he  as  strong  as  Hector,  thus  would  I 
^  Tear  and  drag  him  up  and  down. 

**  [He  beati  the  Painter  in,  then  eome$  out 
^  Qgain^  with  a  Book  in  hii  hand!* 
Vindicta  mihi. 

Aye,  heaven  will  be  revenged  of  ever?  ill; 
Hor  will  they  su&r  murder  un-repaid: 


Then  stay,  Hieraftifrio;  attend  their  will, 

For  mortal  men  may  not  appoint*'^  their  time. 

Per  icelm  temper  tutum  est  Keleribus  iter. 

Strike,  and  strike  home,  where  Wrong  is  offsred 

thee ; 
For  evils  unto  ills  conductors  be, 
And  death's  the  worst  of  resolution ; 
For  he  that  thinks  with  patience  to  contend. 
To  quiet  life,  his  life  shail  easily  end. 

Fata  d  muerosjuvant,  habes  talutem  ; 
Fata  si  vitam  negant,  habet  sepulchrum 

If  destiny  thy  miseries  do  ease. 
Then  hast  thou  health,  and  happy  shalt  thou  be. 
If  destiny  deny  thee  life,  Hierommo, 
Yet  ^'^  shalt  thou  be  assured  of  a  tomb  y 
If  neither ;  yet  let  this  thy  comfort  be. 
Heaven  covereth  him  that  hath  no  bnnal. 
And,  to  conclude,  I  will  revenue  his  death : 
But  how  ?  not  as  the  vulgtnr  wits  of  men, 
With  open,  but  inevitable  ills, 
A»  by  a  lecret,  yet  a  certain  mean. 
Which  under  kindship  will  be  cloi^ed  best. 
Wise  men  will  take  tneir  opportunity. 
Closely,  and  safely,  fitting  things  to  rime. 
But  in  extremes  advantage  hath  no  time  r 
And  therefore. all  dines  fit  not  for  revengCi       * 
Thus  therefore  will  I  rest  me  in  unrest,    I 
Dissembling  quiet  in  uiiquietness ;  I 

Not  seeming  that  I  know  their  villainies,./ 
That  my  simplicity  may  make  them  thinll 
That  ignorantly  I  will  fet*'^  all  slip;  f 
For  ignorance  I  wot,  and  well  they  knowi 

Remedium  malorum  mors  est.    ! 

Nor  aught  avails  it  me  to  menace  them. 
Who,  as  a  wintry  storm  l^on  a  plain. 
Will  bear  me  down  with  their  nobility. 
No,  no,  Hieronimo,  thou  must  eiyoio 
Thine  eyes  to  observation,  and  tl^  tongue 
To  milder  speeches  than  thy  spirit  affords,  ^'^ 
Thy  heart  to  pariqpce,  and  thy  hands  to  rest. 
Thy  cap  to  courtesy,  ancj  thy  knee  to  bow, 
TiU  to  revenge  thou  know,  when,  where,  and  how. 

[A  noise  within. 
How  now !  vrhat  noise?  what  eoil  is  that  you 
keep? 

Enter  a  Servant* 
Ser.  Here  are  a  lort^^  of  poor  petitioners, 


Jllqf,  or  Merrjf  TWdb,  edit.  1686,  Sign.  S.  S. : 


" Ruflne  to  the  counter, 

<*  Fetch  me  reA^earded  icijeant,  1*11  make 
**  You  captalne  tbinke  the  devil!  of  bell  is  co 
**  To  fetch  yoa,  If  he  once  &sten  on  you." 


*»»  A  time,  1618.  «3.  SS. 

»'♦  It,  1618.  23.  HS. 

«^  Sort,— Sec  Note  to  Gammer  Qnrton't  IftedU^  p.  lOf . 


"3  Thou  sbalt,  1683.  S3. 

*^{  Spirito  affoord,  1618. 85. 33. 
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That  are  importmiate ;  and  it  sboold  please  you, 

That  you  should  plead  their"'  c^i3es  to  the  king, 
Hier.  That  I  should  plead  their  several  actions? 
Why  let  them  enter,  and  let  me  see  them. 

Enter  three  Citizens  and  an  Old  Man, 

1  Cit,  So,  I  tell  you  this,  for  learning,  and  for 
law. 
There's  not  any  advocate  in  Spain 
That  can  prevail,  or  will  tajce  half  the  pain, 
Thar  he  wiil,  in  pursuit  of  equity. 

Hier,  Come  near,  you  men  that  thus  importune 
me; — 
(Now  must  I  bear  a  face  of  gravity) 
For^*^  thus  1  used  before  my  marshalship^ 
To  plead  in  causes  as  Corri^idiir,— 
Come  on,  birs,  what's  the  matter? 
S  Cit.  Sir,  an  action. 
Hier,  Of  battery  ? 
1  Cit,  Mine  of  debt. 
Hier,  Give  place. 

S  Cit.  No,  sir,  mine  is  an  action  of  the  case. 
3  Cit,  Mine  an  EjecHone  firma  by  lease. 
Hier,  Content  you,  sirs ;  are  you  determined 
That  I  should  plead  your  several  actions  ? 

i  Cit.  Aye,  sb,  and  here's  my  declaratioo. 
*  2  Cit.  And  here  is  my  *'«  band. 
S.Cit.  And  here  is  my  lease. 

[  They  fifoe  him  Paperi. 
Hier.  But  wherefore  standi  ^^  yon  silly  man 
so  mute. 
With  mournful  eyes  and  hands  to  heaven  up- 
reared  ? — 
Come  hither,  father,  let  me  know  thy  cause. 
Senex.  O,  worthy  sir,  my  cause  but  slightly 
known. 
May  move  the  hearts  AT  warlike  Myrmidons. 
And  melt  the  corsick*^'  racks  with  ruthful^^ 
tears. 


Hier.  Say,  fkdier,  tell  ok  ivbat's  t%MU 

Senex.  No,  sir;  could  niy  woes 
Give  way  unto  my  most  distressful  wocdi^ 
Then  should  I  not  in  paper  (as  you  see) 
With  ink  bewray  what  blood  -begpui  in  me. 

Hier.  What's  her^f-^^ThshtOHhle  st^plkatm 
of  Don  BazultQyJbr  his  mwrdertd  um. 

Senex.  Ay^,  sir. 

Hier.  No,  sir,  it  was  my.  ranrdtt^  aoo !  Oh  ny 
son. 
Oh  my  son.  Oh  my  son  Horatio ! 
But  mine,  or  thine,  Baiuko,  be  conteDt. 
Here  take  my  handkerchief,  and  wipe  thine  ejes. 
Whiles  wretched  I  in  thy  mishaps  may  see 
The  lively  pourtr^iit  of  my  dying  self. 

[  He  drmweth  out  a  bioody  Napki», 
O  no,  not  this,  Horatio,  this  was  thine : 
And  when  I  dyed  it  in  thy  dearest  bkiod, 
rhis  was  a  token  'twixt  thy  soul  and  roe, 
That  of  thy  death  revenged  I  should  be. 
But  here,  take  this,  and  this^ — what,  my  purse? 
Aye,  this,  and  that,  and  all  of  them  are  thine: 
For  all  as  one  ave  our  extremities. 

1  Cit.  Oh,  see  the  kindness  of  Hieronimo ! 

3  Cit.  This  gentleness  shows  him  a  iteutlemao. 

Hier.  See,  see,  oh  see  thy  shame,  UieromoM ; 
See  here  a  loviOg  father  to  hit  son ; 
Behold  the  sorrows  and  the  sad  laments. 
That  he  delivereth  ^^  for  his  son-'s  decease. 
If  love's  ***  eflfects  so  strive  in  lesser  things. 
If  love  enforce  such  moods  in  meaner  wits, 
If  love  express  ^^  such  power  in  poor  estates; 
Hierouimo, — when  as  a  raging  sea. 
Tost  with  the  wind  and  tide,  o  ertumeth  then 
The  upper  billows,  course  of  waves  to  keep, 
Whilst  lesser  waters  labour  in  the  deep  : — 
Then  shamest  thou  not,  Hicrooim<\  to  neglect 
The  sweet  ***  revenge  of  thy  Horatio  ? 
lliough  on  this  earth  justice  will  not  be  found, 
I'll  down  to  bell,  and,  in  this  pasiioD, 


»'7  Causes,  l«2S.  33.  *'*  Thb,  1618.  «3. 3H. 

^'9  Band. — Thw  was  altered  to  bond  in  the  former  edition.  Band  was,  however,  the  mamier  in  whJHi 
jthe  word  was  formerly  written,  and  I  imagine  pronounced.  See  several  instaaces  in  Mr  Steevens's  Kote 
on  The  Comedy  oj  Errors^  A.  4.  ^.  2. 

Agahi,  Churchyard's  ChaUenge,  p.  15^. : 

<*  Since  feith  could  get  no  credit  at  Ms  hand, 
*'  1  seat  him  word  to  come,  and  sue  my  hand.*' 

Beanmontaiid  Fletcber*s  Nobi  OentUman.  Vol.  VI II.  edit.  177H,  p.  S89. : 

"  Take  up  iett  any  use;  give  bandf  or  land, 
'  *<  Or  might>  statutes.*' 

*«>  Stand  you,  '618.93.33. 

■**'  Corsick —  I  he  Cilossary  to  Gawain  Douglases  Virfft%  explains  the  word  corssy  to  be  hig^odiedi  c#f- 
sick  is  thertfore  largr^  hugcy  great.  In  Churchyard's  ChaUenge,  p  37.  we  have  the  substantive  conies,  fot 
stotUingSy  protuherancta. 

'*  And  conks  rose>  that  made  a  nunbg  sore.** 

*"  Rueful,  1618.  «3. 38.  "'  Delivered,  1618. 23.  3S, 

»**  Love,  161'*.  ^  Enforce,  1618.  tX  33. 

»»♦  Swift,  1618. 23.  ^. 
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Kjwck  at  the  cKsmal  ga«M  of  Plato's  oovrt, 
Getting  by  force  (as  once  Akides  did)  "' 
A  troop  of  furiet,  and  tonnentifig  haga, 
To  torture  Dun  Loremo  and  the  rest. 
Yet,  lebt  the  triple-headed  porter  should 
Deoy  my  pn<»iftc  to  the  slimy  strond. 
The  Tbradaii  poet  thou  shalt  counterfeit.^— 
Cotne  on,  ***  old  father,  be  my  Orpheus ; 
And  if  thou  oao*8t  ^^  no  notes  upon  the  harp, 
Then  sound  the  burden  of  thy  sore  heart's  grief 
Till  we  do  gain,  that  Proserpme  may  grant 
Bevenge  on  them  that  murdered  my  son. 
Then  will  I  rend  and  tear  them  thus,  and  thus, 
Shivering  their  limbs  in  pieces  with  my  leetli. 

[T^0ur*  the  Paper t. 

1  Cit,  O,  sir,  my  declaration !         ^  ' 

[Exit  HiEaojriMO^  and  they  t^er, 

2  Cit,  Save  my  bond. 

Enter  Hieroniuo. 

5  Cit,  Save  my  bond. 

d  Cit.  Alas,  my  lease !  it  cost  me  ten  pound ; 
And  you,  my  lord,  have  torn  the  same. 

Hier.  That  cannot  be,  I  gave  it*^°  never  a 
wound; 
Shew  roe  one  drop  of  blood  fallen  from  the  same : 
How  is  it  possible  I  should  slay  it  then  ? 
Tosh,  00 ;  run  after,  catch  me  if  you  can. 

\Exeunt  all  but  the  Old  Man. 

Bazulto  remaint  till  HiERONfMo  enters  againf, 
who  staring  him  in  thejace  spcaktth, 

Hier,  And  art  thou  come,  Horatio,  from  the 
depth, 
To  ask  for  justice  in  this  upper  earth, 
To  tell  thy  father  thou  ar^nrerenged. 
To  wring  more  tears  from  Isabella's  eyes, 
Whose  lights  are  dimned  with  overlong  laments  ? 
Go  back,  my  son,  complain  to  .^ciis. 
For  here's  no  justice ;  gentle  boy,  be  gone, 
For  justice  is  exiled  from  the  earth  : 
Hieronkno  #111  bear  tliee  company. 
Thy  mother  cries  on  righteous  Rhadamant, 
For  just  revenge  against  tbe  murderers. 

Box,  Alas,  my  lord,  whence  springs  this  trou- 
bled speech? 

flier.  But  let  me  look  on  ray  Horatio. 
Sweet  boy,  how  *'*  art  thon  *2*  changed  in  death's 

black  shade  I 
Had  Proserpine  no  pitjr  on  thy  youth, 
But  suflfered  thy  fair  crimfton-coloured  spring. 
With  withered  winter  to  be  blasted  thus  ? 


Horatio,  ^^'  thou  art  older  tiian  thy  father : 
Ah,  ruthless  fate !  that  favour  thus  transforms ! 

Baz,  Ah,  my  good  lord,  I  am  not  your  young 
son. 

Hier,  What,  not  my  son  ?  thou  tlujn  *^  a  fury 
art, 
Sent  from  the  empty  kingdom  of  black  niglu, 
To  summon  me  to  make  appearance 
Before  grim  Minos  and  just  Rhadsunaut, 
To  plague  Hieronimo  that  is  remiss, 
And  seeks  not  vengeance  for  Horauo's  death. 

Baz»  I  am  a  grieved  mau,  and  not  a  ahost, 
That  came  for  justice  for  my  murdered  son. 

Hier.  Aye,  now  I  know  thee,  now  thou  nam'st 
thy  son : 
Thou  art  the  lively  image  of  my  grief. 
Within  thy  face,  my  sorrows  1  may  see : 
Thy  eyes  are  gura'd*^^  with  lears,*thy  cheeks  are 

wan, 
Thy  forehead  troubled,  and  thy  muttering  lips 
Murmur  sad  words  abruptly  broken  off. 
By  force  of  windy  si^hs  thy  spirit  breathes, 
And  all  this  sorrow  nsetli  for  thy  son : 
And  self-samo  sorrow  feel  I  for  my  son. 
Come  in,  old  man,  thou  shalt  to  Isabel : 
Lean  on  my  arm ;  I  thee,  thou  me,  shalt  stay,    . 
And  thou,  and  I,  and  she,  will  sing  a  song; 
Three  parts  in  one,  but  all  of  discords  framed : 
Talk  not  of  dinrds,  but  let  us  now  be  gone, . 
For  witli  a  cord  Horatio  was  slain.         {Exeunt, 

/  Enter  King  pfSpain^  the  Duke^  Viceroy,  andl 
I     Lorenzo,  Balthezar,  Don  Pedro,  and  Be-J 

(         LIMPEllIA.  I 

King.  Go,  brother,  'tis  the  Duke  of  Castile' 
cause; 
Salute  the  Viceroy  in  our  name. 

Cast,  f  go. 

Vice,  Go  forth,  Don  Pedro,  for  thy  nephew's 
sake. 
And  greet  the  Duke  of  Castile. 

Fed.  Itsliallbeso.*36 

King,  And  now  to  meet  these  *^'  Portingales ; 
For  as  we  now  are,  so  sometimes  were  these. 
Kings  and  commanders  of  ihe  western  Indies. — 
Welcome,  brave  Viceroy,  to  the  court  of  Spain^ 
And  welcome  all  his  honourable  train. 
Tis  not  unknown  to  us,  for  why  you  come,  /a  f^  ^ 
Or  have  so  kingly  crost  the  raging  seas  ;, .    (f  \ ,  I    "^ 
SufiScetir*'*  It  in  this,  we  r££e  tneTroth^      I  ^     .t*     ' 
And  more  than  common  love  you  lend  to  us.      ^  ^  *  '     *' 
So  is  it  that  mine  honourable  niece 


**'  r>id^  omitted,  1618.  *^  P«,  emttted,  1618. 23.  S3. 

***  CmCit  fM  a<rfei— i.  e.  says  Mr  Hawkins, "  understandest  not  j  hast  no  koowledge  of,  or  power  in.'* 
So,  Spenser,  and  others. 


*3o  Them,  1618  «S.  33. 

*'*  Tbonart,  169^.83. 

*5*  Then  thou,  1633. 

^36  ^,  ,ic,  1618.— Be  dooei  sir,  1633. 

"^38  Saflked,  1618.83.33. 

VOL.  I. 


*^»  Hoto,  omitted,  1618. 
*"  Older,  1618.^3.33 
^3S  Dimmed,  |6I8.  i%.  33. 
W3^  The,  1618.  «3.  33. 
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(For  it  beseems  us  now  that  it  be  kno^rn) 

Already  is  betrothed  to  Bolthtzar; 

Aufi,  by  appointment  and  our  condescent, 

To-morrow  arc  they  *^^  to  be  married. 

To  this  intent  we  entertain  thyself, 

Thy  followers,  their  pleasure,*^  and  our  peace. 

Speak,  men  of  Portingale ;  shall  it  be  so  ? 

If  nvc,  jay  so ;  if  not,  say  flatly,  no. 

Vac,  Renowned  king,  1  come  not  as  thou  tbink'st, 
With  doubtful  followers,  unresolved  men, 
But  such  as  have  upon  thine  articles 
Confirmed  thy  motion,  and  contented  rae. 
Know,  sovereign,  1  cuine  to  solemnize 
The  marriage  of  thy  well-beloved  niece, 
Fair  Belimperia,  with  my  Bnltheznr; 
With  thee,  my  son,  whom  sith  I  live  to  see. 
Here  take  my  crown,  I  give  it  her  and  thees 
And  let  me  live  a  solitary  life, 
In  ceaseless  prayers, 

To  think  how  strangely  heaven  bath  thee  pre- 
served. 

King,  See,  brother,  see,  how  nature  strives  in 
him  ! 
Come,  worthy  Viceroy,  and  accompany 
Thy  friend,  with  thine  extremities ; 
A  place  more  private  fits  this  princely  mood. 

Vice.  Or  here,  or  where  your  highness  thinks  it 
good. 
[Exeunt  all  hut  CastiLe  and  Lorenzo. 

Cast.  IVay,  stay,  Lorenzo,  let  me  talk  with  you ; 
See'st  thou  this  cnieriainmeiit  of  those  kings? 

Lor.  I  do,  my  lord,  and  joy  to  see  the  same. 

Cast.  And  knowest  thnu  why  this  ntceting  is? 

Lor.  For  her,  n)y  lord,  whom  Dalihezar  doth 
love, 
And  to  confirm  the  promised  marriage. 

Cast.  She  is  thy  sister. 

Lor.  W  ho,  Bc-limperia  ?  Aye,  my  gracious  lord ; 
And  this  is  the  day  that  I  liave  longed  so  happily 
to  «ee. 

Cast.  Thou  wouId*&t  be  loth  that  any  fault  of 
thine 
Should  intercept  her  in  her  happiness? 

J^fr,  IJeavcnH  will  not  let  Lorenao  err  so  much. 

Cant,  Why,  then,  Lorenzo,  listen  to  my  words. 
It  is  suspected,  and  reported  too, 
'J'hat  ihon,  L(»renzo,  wrongest  Hieroniroo, 
And  in  his  suits  towards  his  majesty 
Siiil  kccp*st  him  back,  and  seek'st  to  cross  bis  suit. 

Lor.  Tliat  I,  my  lord  ? 


Cast.  I  tell  thee,  sod,  myself  have  heard  itsaid^ 
When  (to  my  sorrow)  1  have  been  a<^hamed 
To  answer  for  thee,  though  ibou  art***  my  sou. 
liorenzo,  know'st  thou  not  the  common  love. 
And  kindness  that  Hieronimo  hath  won 
By  his  deserts,  within  the  court  ofl^ain? 
Or  seest  thou  not  the  king  my  brother's  care 
In  his  behalf,  and  to  procure  his  health? 
Lt>renzo,  should*st  thou  thwart  his  passions, 
And  he  exclaim  against  thee  to  the  king. 
What  honour  wcrc't  iu  this  assembly. 
Or  what  ft  scandal  were't  among  the  kiogs^ 
To  hear  Hieronimo  exclaim  on  thee  ? 
Tell  me,  and  look  thou  tell  me  truly  too^*** 
Whence  grows  the  ground  of  this  report  in  court? 

Lor.  My  lord,  it  lies  nut  in  Lorenzo's  power 
To  stop  the  vulgar,  liberal**^  of  their  tongues; 
A  small  advantage  makes  a  watei^brcach. 
And  no  roan  lives,  that  long  contentcth  all. 

Catt.  Myself  have  seen  ihee  busy  to  keep  back 
Him  and  his  supplications  from  the  king. 

Lor.  YonrselC,  my  lord,  have  seen  liis  passions. 
That  ill-hescemed  the  presence  of  a  king; 
And,  for  I  pitied  him  in  his  distress, 
I  held  him  thence  with  kind  and  courteous  words, 
As  free  from  malice  to  Hieronimo^ 
As  to  my  soul,  my  lord. 

A  Catt.  Hieronimo,  my  son,  mistakes  thee  then. 
Lor.  My  gracious  father,  believe  me,  so  he  doth. 
It  what's  a  silly  man,  distract  in  mind, 
To  think  upon  the  murder  of  his  son  ? 
Alas?  how  e^sy  is  it  for  him  to  err? 
But,  for  his  satisfaction,  and  the  world's, 
'  Twere  good,  my  lord,  that  *^  Hieronimo  and  I 
Wire  reconciled,  if  he  misccmstrue  me. 

Cast.  Lorenzo,  tho^i  hast  said,  it  shall  be  so.— 
Go  one  of  you,  and  call  Hieronimo. 

J  Enter  Baltuezar  and  BllimperiaA 
L  Come,  Belimperia,  Baltliezar's  content; 
My  sorrow's  case,  and  sovereign  of  my  bli;^ 
Sith  heaven  hath  ordained  thee  **^  to  be  mine, 
Disperse  those  clouds  and  melancholy  looks, 
And  clear  *^  them  up  with  those  thy  sun-bright 

Wherein  my  hope  and  heaven's  fair  beauty  lies. 

Bel.  My  looks,  my  lord,  are  fitting  for  my  love; 
Which,  new  begun,  can  show  no  brighter  yet. 

Bal.  New  kindled  flames  should  burn  as  morn- 
ing sun. 


'*>''  They  arc,  1033.  *^  Plcasuies,  16^.  33. 

'^'  Wert,  !6i8  2.S.  S3.  *♦*  Too,  omitled,  t61S.  23.  .33. 

^^^  Liberal — Liberal,  in  our  ancient  writcn,  is,  as  here,  frequently  used  to  signify  licentious, 
I'irld's  IVonimi*  a  Weathercock : 


So,ia 


"Next  that,  the  fame 

Of  your  neglect  and  liberal  talking  foogue, 

Wbich  breeds  my  hoooar  an  eternal  wroog.^ 


'-^  That,  omitted,  1 653. 33. 
-•Ki  Cheare,  16iB.2S.  y;i. 


^s  Heaven  hatb  thee  ordained,  1623.  33. 
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Bel.  Bot  not  too  fast,  lest  heat  and  sdl  be  done. 
I  8ee»  my  lord,  my  father. 

BaL  Truce»  my  love,  I  will  go  salute  him. 

Catt,  Welcome,  Baltliezar;   welcome,   brave 
prince, 
The  pledfie  of  Castile's  peace ; 
And  welcome,  Belimperia. — llov  now,  girl  ? 
Why  com'st  tbou  sadly  to  salute  us  thus  ? 
Concent  thyself,  for  I  am  satisfied. 
It  is  not  now  as  when  Andrea  livfid, 
We  have  forgotten  and  forgiven  that. 
And  thou  art  graced  with  a  happier  love. — 
But,  Bulthczar,  here  comes  Hlcronimo. 
X*U  have  a  word  with  him. 

Enter  Hierokiuo  and  Servant, 

Uier,  And  whcrc's  the  duke  ? 

Serv,  Yonder. 

Hier,  Even  so :  what  new  device  hath  they  de- 
vised tro? 
Pocas  palabras,  ^^  mild  as  the  lamb : 
Vstf  I  will  be  revenged  ?  ^^  no,  I  am  not  the  man. 

Cast,  Welcome,  iiierooimo. 

Lor.  Welcome,  llieronimo. 

BaL  Welcome,  Hieronimo. 

Hier,  My  lords,  I  thank  yon  for  Horatio. 

Cast.  Hieronimo,  the  reason  tliat  I  sent 
To  speak  with  you,  is  this. 

Hier.  What,  so  short  ? 
Then  Til  be  gone,  I  thank  you  for't. 

Cast.  Nay,  stay,  Hieronimo : — go  call  him,  son. 

Jj}r.  Hieronimo,  my  father  craree  a  word  with 
you. 

Hier.  With  me,  sir  ?  why,  my  lord,  I  tliought 
you  had  done. 

Lor,  No ;  would  he  had  ! 

Cast.  Hieronimo,  I  hear 
You  fmd  yourself  aggrieved  at  my  son, 
Bficause  vou  have  not  access  unto  the  king; 
And  say  tis  he  that  intercepts  your  suits. 

Hier,  Why,  is  not  this  a  miserable  thing,  my 
lonl  ? 

Cast,  Hieronimo,  I  hope  you  have  no  caus^ ; 
And  would  be  lotb  that  one  of  your  deserts. 
Should  once  have  reason  to  suspect  ray  son, 
Considering  how  I  think  of  you  myself. 

Hier,  Your  son  Lorenzo !  whom,  my  noble  lord  ? 
The  hope  of  Spain  ?  mine  Imnourable  friend  ? 
Grant  me  the  combat  of  them,  if  they  dare ; 

[Draws  out  his  Sword. 
ni  meet  him  face  to  face  to  tell  me  so. 


These  be  the  scandatous  reports  of  such. 
As  love  not  me,  and  hate  my  lord  too  much. 
Should  I  suspect  Lorenzo  would  prevent 
Or  cross  my  suit,  that  loved  my  son  so  well  ? 
My  lord,  I  am  ashamed  it  should  be  said. 

Lor^  Hieronimo,  I  never  gave  you  causf. 

Hier.  My  good  lord,  I  know  you  did  not. 

Cast.  There  pause ; 
And,  for  the  satisfaction  of  the  world, 
Hieronimo,  frequent  my  homely  house. 
The  Duke  of  Castile,  Cyprian's  ancient  seat; 
And  when  thou  wilt,  use  me,  my  sun,  and  it : 
But  here,  before  Pt  ince  Balthezar  and  me. 
Embrace  each  other,  and  be  perfect  friends. 

Hier.  Aye  marry,  my  lord,  and  shall ; 
Friends,  quoth  he ;  see,  TU  be  friends  with  you 

all; 
Especially  >vith  you,  my  lovely  lord : 
For  divers  causes,  it  is  fit  fo^  us 
That  wjb  be  friends ;  the  world  is  suspicious. 
And  men  may  think  what  we  imagine  not. 

BaL  Why  this  is  friendly  done,  Hieroniifio. 

Lur.  And  thus,  I  hope,  old  grudges  are  forgot. 

Hier.  What  else  ?  it  were  a  shame  it  should 
not  be  so. 

Cast.  Come  on,  Hieronimo,  at  my  renuest. 
Let  us  intrcat  your  company  to-day.       lExeunt. 

Hier.  Your  lordship's  to  command.— Piia  ! 
Keep  your  way. 

*^  Mi !  cfii  mi  fa  plu  carrezze  che  non  suole 
Tradito  mi  ha,  o  tradir  mi  vuole.         [Exit. 

Enter  Ghost  and  Revenge, 

"  Ghost.  Awakej  Erictho ;  Cerberus,  awake ! 
"  Solicit  Pluto,  gentle  Proserpine, 
<^  To  combat  Acheron  and  Erebus  in  hell, 
"  For  ne'er  by  Styx  apd  Phlegcton, 
**  Nor  ferried  Charon  to  the  tiery  l^kes, 
"  Such  fearful  sighu,  as  poor  Andrea  see. 
*'  Revenge,  awake ! 

"  *5o  ji^^  Awake,  for  why  ? 

^  Qhost.  Aw^ke,  Ilevenge,  for  thou  art  ill  ad- 
vised 
"  To  s)eep ;  awake !  what,  thou*^'  art  warned  to 
watch  ? 

^'  Rev.  Content  thyself,  and  do  not  trouble  me. 

**•  Ghost.  Awake,  Revenge !  if  love,  as  love  hath 
bad, 
"  Have  yet  the  power  or  prevalence  in  hell : 
**  Hieronimo  with  Lorenzo  is  joined  in  league, 
<<  And  intercepts  our  passage  to  revenge ; 


'^>\ 


\ 


**7  Pocas  poZoAra^— These  words  are  given  to  the  Tinker  in  (he  Indactioo  to  the  Taming  ofth^  Shrifc 
io  order  to  ridicule  tbem. 
^^  Hist,  1  will  be  revenged,  16!)3. 
**^  Jff,  chi  mi  fa  f  Put  corr^tta  che  non  svle 

Tradito  viha  otrade  vule. — Quartos. 
*^  Revenge.  Awake,  for  why  ?--omitted,  1618. 2S.  33. 
>$'  7A<m,  omitted,  1618.  83. 3i. 
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<*  Awake,  Revenge !  or  we  are  woe-be-gone.*** 
'*  Rev,  Thus  worldlings  groand  what  they  have 
dreamed  npon. 
"  Content  thyself,  Andrea,  though  I  sleep, 
**  Yet  is  ***  my  mood  soliciting  their  souls : 
"  Suffice  it  thee  that  poor  Hieronimo 
**  Cannot  forget  hid  son  Horatio. 
"  Nor  dies  lievcn^e,  although  he  sleep  a  while : 
"  For  in  unquiet,  quiftness  is  feigned,*'* 
**  And  slumbering  is  a  common  worldly  wile. 
**  Behold,  Andri»a,  for  an  instance,  how 
*<  Revenge  hath  slept,  and  then  imagine  thou, 
^  What  'tis  to  be  subject  to  destiny. 

Enter  a  Dumb  Shaw, 

"  Ghat.  Awake,  Revenge  I  reveal  this  mystery. 


^  Rev,  The  two  first,  the  nuptial  tordies  bore, 
^  As  brightly  *''  burning  as  the  mid-day's  son: 
"  But  after  tbera  doth  Uymen  hie  as  fast, 
**  Clothed  in  sable,  and  a  safiron  robe, 
*^  And  blows  them  out,  and  queucbeth  tbem  widi 

blood, 
<<  As  discontent  that  things  cnntioue  sou 

**  Ghost.  Sufficetb  me  tby  meanings  llIMle^• 
stood, 
^'And  thanks  to  ^^  tbee,  and  those  inferasl 

powers, 
^  That  will  not  tolerate  a  lover^s  woe. 
«  Rest  thee,  for  I  will  sit  to*'^  see  the  rest 
••  RcD.  Then*"  ai^gue  not,  for  tliou  hast  diy 
request. 

[ExtMUt.' 


ACT  V. 


Enter  Belimpcri4  and  Hieronimo. 


Bel.  Is  this  the  lore  thou  bear'st  Horatio  ? 
Is  this  the  kindness  that  thou  counterfeit'st  ? 
Arc  these  the  fruits  of  thy  incessant  tears  ? 
Hieronimo,  are  these  thy  passions. 
Thy  protestations,  and  thy  deep  laments. 
That  thou  wert  wont  to  weary  men  withal  ? 
Oh,  unkind  father !  oh,  deceitful  world  ! 
"With  what  excuses  can'st  thou  shew  thyself? 
With  what  dishonour,  and  the  hate  of  men, 
From  this  dishonour,  and  the  hate  of  men ; 
Thus  to  neglect  the  loss  and  life  *'^  of  him. 
Whom  both  my  letters,  and  thine  own  l>elief. 
Assures  thee  to  be  causeless  slaughtered  ? 
Hieronimo,  for  shame  !  Hieronimo, 
Be  not  a  history  to  after-times 
Of  such  uiii^mtitudc  unto  thy  son ; 
Unhappy  motliers  of  sucli  children  then. 
But  monstrous  fathers  to  forget  so  soon 
The  death  of  those,  whom  they  with  care  and  cost 
Have  tendered  so,  thus  careless  should  be  lost. 
Myself,  a  stranger  in  respect  of  tbee, 
So  liived  his  life,  as  still  I  wish  their  deaths. 
Nor  shall  his  death  be  unrevcnged  by  mc« 
Although  I  bear  it  out  for  fashion*s  **°  saJce ; 
For  here  I  swear,  in  sight  of  heaven  and  earth, 
Should'st  thou  neglect  the  love  thou  should'bt  re- 
tain, 
And  give  it  over,  and  devise  no  more. 
Myself  should  send  their  hateful  souls  to  hell, 
That  wrought  his  downfal,  with  extremest  death. 


Hier.  But  may  it  be,  that  Belimperia 
Vows  such  revenge  as  she  hath  deigned  to  say  ? 
Why  then  I  see  that  heaven  applies  our  drift, 
And  all  the  saints  do  sit  soliciting 
For  vengeance  ou  those  cursed  murderers. 
Madam,  'tis  true,  and  now  I  find  it  so : 
I  found  a  letter,  written  in  your  name. 
And  in  that  letter,  how  Horatio  died. 
Pardon,  O  pardon,  Belimpena, 
My  fear  and  care  in  not  beiieviug  it ; 
Nor  think  I  thoughtless  think  upon  a  mean, 
To  let  his  death  be  unrevengcd  at  full : 
f And  here  I  vow,  so  you  but  give  consent, 
lAnd  will  conceal  my  resolubon, 
b  will  ere  long  determine  of  their  deaths, 
V  hat  causeless  thus  have  murdered  my  son. 

BeL  Hieronimo,  I  will  consent,  conceal. 
And  aught *^'  that  may  efiect  for  thine  avail 
Join  wiui  thee  to  revenge  Horatio*8  death. 

Hier.  On,  *^  then ;  whatsoever  I  devise. 
Let  me  intreat  you,  grace  my  practices : 
For  why,  the  plot's  already  in  my  head.— 
Here  diey  are. 

if  £)t/er  Baltokzar  tfiuf  LoRENzai 

Bat  How  now,  Hieronimo?  what,  courting  Be- 
limperia? 
Hier,  Aye,  my  lord,  sucb  courting  as  I  firomise 
you. 
She  hath  my  h^art :  but  you,  my  lord,  have  bers. 
Lor,  But  now,  Hieronimo,  or  never,  we  are  to 
intreat  your  help. 


•**  Woe  begoM-^Lmt  in  woe. 
*"  Id,  1618.  2a.  33. 
*"  Bright,  1618. -^S.  S3. 
*"  Uoto,  l6\8.v':ir.3S, 
»w  Life  and  loss,  1618. 23.  88. 
^  What,  16J3. 


*^^  Foond,  1618.  23. 38. 
*5«  UntQ^I6l8.93.8S. 
*5t  Thus,  1618. 

^  O  then,  1618. 23. 38. 
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Bier.  Mj  hdpf  wbyv  my  good  lords, 
jourselres  of  me ; 
For  yoQ  have  given  me  cause,  aje,  bj  mj  faith  ^^ 
have  700. 

BaL  It  pleased  jon,  at  the  entertaiiuiient  of  the 
ambassador, 
To  grace  the  king  so  much  as  with  a  show: 
Now  were  your  study  so  well  furnished, 
As  for  the  passinc  o^  the  first  night's  sport. 
To  entertain  my  father  with  the  tike, 
Or  any  such  like  pleasing  motion, 
Assure  yourself  it  would  content  them  well. 

Hier.  Is  this  all? 

Lor,  Aye,  this  is  all. 

Hia*:  Why,  tlien,  Vi\  fit  you,  say  no  more. 
*^  When  I  was  young,  I  gave  ray  mind. 
And  plied  myself  to  fruitless  poetry ; 
Which,  though  it  profit  the  professor  nought. 
Yet  is  it  *^  passii^  pleasiug  to  the  world. 

Lor,  And  how  for  that  ? 
.    Hier,  Marry,  my  good  lord,  thus : 
lAnd  yet  methmks  you  are  too  quick  with  us. 
[When  in  Toledo,  there  I  studied, 
kt  was  my  chance  to  write  a  tragedy, 
see  here,  my  lords,  [Showi  them  a  Book, 

Which,  long  forgot,  I  found  this  other  day ; 
Now  would  your  lordships  favour  me  so  much 
As  but  to  grace  me  with  your  acting  it, — 
I  mean  each  one  of  you  to  play  a  part, — 
Assure  you  it  will  prove  most  passing  strange, 
And  wondrous  plausible  to  the  assembly. 

BaL  What,  would  vou  have  us  play  a  tragedy  ? 

Hier,  Why,  Nero  thought  it  no  disparagement ; 
And  kings  and  emperors  have  ta'en  deli^t^ 
To  make  experience  of  their  wits  in  plays. 

Lor,  Nay,  be  not  angry,  ^ood  Hieronimo, 
The  prince  but  asked  you  a  question. 

BaL  In  faitb,  Hieronimo,  and  you  be  in  earnest, 
1*11  make  one. 

Lor.  And  I  another. 

Hier.  Now,  my  good  lord,  could  you  intreat 
Your  sister  Belimperia  to  make  one : 
For  what's  a  play  without  a  woman  in*t  ? 

BeL  Little  intreaty  shall  serve  me,  Hieronimo ; 
For  I  must  needs  be  employed  in  your  play. 

Hier.  Why  this  is  well :  I  tell  you,  lordlings, 
It  was  determined  to  have  been  acted 


fiy  gentlemen  and  wbelan  Km; 
Such  as  could  teU  what  to  speak* 

BaL  And  now  it  shall  he  *^  pl^r^d  by  princ^l 
and  courtiers. 
Such  as  can  cell  how  to  speak ; 
If,  as  iyii^r  coumry  manner, 
You^^mR'^t  let  us  know  the  argument 
yy^'  That  shall  I  roundly.-  The  chronicles  of 
^  y^     Spain 

^Record  this  written  of  a  knight  of  ^^  Elhodest 
He  was  betrothed,  and  wedded  at  the  length. 
To  ouK  Perseda,  an  Italian  dame. 
Whose  beauty  ravished  ail  that  her  beheld ; 
Especially  the  soul  of  Solyroan, 
Who  at  the  marriage  was  the  chtefest  guest. 
By  sundry  means  sought  Solyman  to  win 
Perseda's  love,  and  could  not  gain  the  same; 
Then  Van  "he  break  his  pfission  to  a  friend. 
One  of  his  Bashaws,  whom  he  held  full  dear; 
Her  bad  this  Bashaw  lung  solicited. 
And  saw  she  if  as  not  otherwise  to  be  won 
But  by  her  husband's  death,  this  knieht  of  Rhodes ; 
Whom  presently /by  treachery  he  slew  t 
She,  stirred  with, an  evceeding  hate  therefore^ 
As  cause  of  this  slew  Solyman ; 
And,  to  escape  the  Bashaw's  tyranny. 
Did  stab  herself :— and  this*^  the  tragedy. 

Lor.  Aye,  sir. 

BeL  But  say,  Hieronimo,  what  then  became  of 
him 
That  was  the  Bashaw  ? 

flier.  Marry,  thus :  Moved  with  remorse  of  lut 
misdeeds, 
Ran  to  a  mountain  top,  and  ^^  hung  himself. 

Bal.  But  which  of  us  is  to  perform  that  part  ? 

Hier,  O,  that  will  I,  my  lords,  make  qo  doubt 
of  it, 
111  play  the  murderer,  I  warrant  yon ; 
For  I  already  have  conceited  that. 

BaL  And  what  shall  I? 

Hitr,  Great  Solyman,  the  *7*  Turkish  emperor. 

Lor.  And  I? 

Hier.  Erasto,  the  knight  of  Rhodes. 

Be/.  And  I? 

Hier.  Perseda,  chaste,  and  resolute. — 
And  here,  my  lords,  are  several  abstracts  drawn^ 
For  each  of  you  to  note  your  parts, 


*^5  Honour,  1618.  «3.  8S. 

^M  Whtn  1  wu  y^MMf ,  &c.-«Bcn  Jonoo,  whOias  iMth  boM  said,  perfenacd  tlie  part  of  HieronimOy 
hath  borrowed  this  tbooght.    See  Every  Man  in  his  Humour y  A.  1.  b.  1 : 

'*  Myself  was  once  a  student,  and,  indeed. 
Fed  with  the  tetf^same  humour  he  is  now, 
Dreamiag  00  Boagfat  but  idle  poetry. 
That  flrnitlcM  aad  oaprofltable  art. 
Good  ante  none,  but  least  to  the  professon." 


w  It  If,  I6W. 

^7  Oftbe  Rhodes,  1618. 

>*9  Haoged,|6i8.23.3S. 


^  Said,  1618.  23. 33. 
•«  Thb  Is,  1618.  -^3. 33. 
»7o  That,  1618. 


510 


SPANISH  TRAGEDY. 


[Anonymous. 


And  act  it  as  occasion's  ofiered  you. 
You  must  provide  a  Turkish  cap, 
i9^  black  mustachio,  and  a  faulctuon. 

[Gives  a  Paper  to  Balthezar. 
You  with  a  cross,  like  to*^*  a  knight  of  Abodes; 
[Give$  onother  to  Loeenzo. 
And,  madam,  you  must  attire  yourself, 

[Gives  Beliicperia  another. 
like  Pbebe,  Flora,  or  ihe  huntress,  *'* 
Which  to  your  discretion  shall  seem  best. 
As  for  me,  my  lords,  TU  look  to  one, 
And  with  the  ransom  that  the  Viceroy  sent, 
So  furnish  and  perform  this  tragedy, 
*^^  As  all  the  world  shall  say,  U^erooimo 
Was  liberal  in  gracing  of  it  so. 

fiaL  Hieronimo,  metbinks  a  comedy  were  bet- 
,,.,.*—     ter. 

Hier.  A  comedy!   fie!  comedies  are  fit  for^ 
common  wits,* 
But  to  present  a  kingly  tfoop  withal. 
Give  me  a  stately-written  tragedy ; 
^Tragadia  cothurnata,  fitting  kings, 
cTontaining  nuitter,  and  not  common  things. 
My  lords,  all  this  must  be  perforbied. 
As  fitting  for  the  first  night's  revi^iing. 
The  Italian  tragedians  were  so  sharp  of  wir, 
That  in  one  hour's  meditation, 
They  would  perform  any  thing  in  action* 
'   Lor,  And  well  it  may,  for  I  hare  seen  the  like 
In  Paris,  'mongst  the  French  traj!edians. 

Hier.  In  Paris  !  mass,  and  well  remen)bered, 
There's  one  thing  more  that  rests  for  us  to  do. 

Bal.  What's  that,  Hieronimo  P  forget  not  any 
thing. 

Hier,  £ac!i  one  of  us  n)ust  act  bis  part 
In  unknown  languages. 
That  it  may  breed  the  *^*  more  variety : 
As  you,  my  lord,  in  Latin ;  I  m  Greek ; 
You  in  Italian ;  and,  for  because  I  know 
That  Belimperia  hath  practised  the  French, 
In  rourtly  French  shall  all  her  phrases  be. 

BeL  You  mean  to  try  my  cunning  then,  Hiero- 
nimo. 

Bal.  But  this  will  be  a  mere  confusion, 
And  hardly  shall  >ye  all  be  understood. 

(Hier.  It  must  he  so ;  for  the  conclusion 
8hall  prove  the  invention,  and  all  was  good : 
And  I  myself  m  an  oration, 
And  with  a  strange  and  wonderous  show  besides, 
That  I  will  have  ther^  behind  a  curtain. 
Assure  thyself,  shall  make  the  matter  known : 


\Tj  'Since 


I 


And  all  shall  b»  conckded  in  one  scene. 
For  there's  no  pleasure  ta*eu  in  tediousness. 

BaL  How  like  you  this  ? 

Lor.  Why  thus,*  my  lord,  we  must  resolve 
To  sooth  bis  humours  up. 

BaL  On  then ;  *^*  Ifieronimo,  farewell  till  soon. 

Hier.  You'll  ply  this  gear  ? 

Lor,  1  warrant  you. 

[Ereunt  all  but  Hieronimo. 

Hier.  Whv  so; ^^^  now  shall  I  see  the  fall  of 
Babylon, 
Wrought  by  the  heavens  in  this  confusion. 
And  if  the  world  like  not  this  tragedy, 
Hard  is  the  hap  of  old  Hieronimo.  [Exit, 

Enter  Isabella,  with  a  Weapon* 

!sab.  Tell  me  no  more,  O  monstrous  hoinicides ! 
ince  neither  piety,  nor  pity,  moves 
The  king  to  justice  or  compassion, 
I  will  revenge  myself  upon  this  place, 
*'^  Where  thus  they  murdered  my  beloved  too. 

^     -5;  [She  cuts  down  the  Arbour, 
Down  with  these^anches,  and  these  loathsome 

boughs, 
Of  this  unfortunate  and  fatal  pine, 
Down  with  them,  Isabella,  rent  tliem  op. 
And  burn  the  roots  from  whence  the  rest  is  sprung. 
I  will  not  leave  a  root,  a  stalk,  a  tree, 
A  bough,  a  branch,  a  blossom,  nor  a  leaf, 
No,  not  an  herb  within  this  garden-plot. 
Accursed  complot  of  my  misery  ! 
Fruitless  for  ever  may  this  garden  be, 
Barren  the  earth,  and  blissless^^^  whosoever 
Imagines  not  to  keep  it  unmanured. 
An  eastern  wind,  commixed  with  noisome  airs. 
Shall  blast  the  plants,  and  the  young  saplings : 
The  earth  with  serpents  sliall  lie  pestered. 
And  passengers,  for  fear  to  be  intect, 
Shall  stand  aloof;  and  looking  at  it,  tell, 
There,  murdered,  died  the  son  of  Isabel. 
Aye,  here  he  died,  and  here  I  him  embrace. 
See  there  his  ghost  solidls'^^^  with  his  wounds 
Revenue  on  her  that  should  revenge  his  death. 
Hieronimo,  make  haste  to  see  thy  son ; 
For  sorrow  and  despair  hath  dted  me, 
To  hear  Horatio  plead  with  Rhadamant 
Make  haste,  Hieronimo ;  to  hold  excused  ^^ 
Thy  negligence  in  pursuit  of  their  deaths. 
Whose  hateful  wrath  bereaved  him  of  his  breatik 

I  Ah  nay,**'  thou  dost  delay  their  deaths, 
Forgiv'st  the  murderers  of^thy  noble  son. 


*7«  To,  omifted,  1618.  *7^  The  Mmfrwf,— I.  e.  Diana.    Hawkins. 

»73  That,  16^3.  3S.  «74  The,  omitted,  1618.  «S.  33. 

*7J  i)  then,  1033.  *76  j^  ^bv,  I6:}3. 

*77  Where  they  murdered,  161 8.  S3.— Where  they  have  murdered,  1633. 

»78  BIcssleas,  J6I8.  «3. 33.  ^79  Solicited  with  his  wounds,  1618.  «3  ^ 

aso  xo  bold  exclude,  I61d,  23. 33.  »««  Ha,  1618. 83. 33. 
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And  none  bat  I  bestir  me  to  no  end : 
And  as  I  curse  this  tree  from  farther  fruity 
So  shall  my  womb  be  cursed  for  his  sake ; 
And  with  this  weapon  will  I  wound  the  breast, 
The  hapless  breast  that  ^ve  Horatio  suck. 

^"^^[She  stabs  herself. 

Enter  Hieronimo,  he  knocks  up  the  Curt4unt 
Enter  the  Duke  of  Castile. 

Cast,  How  now,  Hieronimo,  where's  your*** 
fellows, 
That  you  take  all  this  pain  ? 

Hier.  O,  sir,  it  is  for  the  aathor*s  credit, 
To  look  that  ail  things  may  go  well ; 
|f  But,  good  my  lord,  let  me  intreat  your  grace 
f  To  give  the  king  the  copy  of  the  play ; 
W^  This  is  the  argument  of  what  we  show. 
Cast.  I  will,  Hieronimo. 
Hier.  One  thing  more,  my  good  ^•^  lord. 
Cast.  What's  that? 
Hier.  Let  me  intreat  your  grace, 
That  when  the  train  are***  past  into  the  gallery, 
You  would  vouchsafe  to  throw  me  down  the  key. 
Cast.  I  will,  Hieronimo.  [Exit  Castile. 

Hier,  What  are  you  ready,  Balthezar? 
Bring  a  chair  and  a  cushion  for  the  king. 

Enter  Baltuezab  with  a  Chair. 

/Well  done,  Balthezar,  hang  up  the  title; 
Our  scene  is  Rhodes.    What,  is  your  beard  on  P 

Bal.  Half  on,  the  other  is  in  my  hand. 

Hier,  Dispatch  for  shame !  are  you  so  long? — 
[Exit  Balthezar. 
Bethink  thyself,  Hieronimo, 
Recal  thy  wits,  recount  thy  former  wrongs, 
Thou  hast  received  by  murder  of  thy  son. 
And  lastly,  though  not  least,  how  Isabel, 
Once  his  mother,  and  my  dearest  wife, 
All  woe-bcgone  **^  for  him,  bath  slain  herself. 
Behoves  thee  then,  Hieronimo,  to  be  revenged ! 
The  plot  is  laid  of  dire  reveuge. 
On  then,  *^^  Hieronimo,  pursue  revenge ; 
For  nothing  wants,  but  acting  of  revenge.    [Exik 

(Enter  Spanish  King,  Viceroy,  Duke  ofCastilA 
and  their  Train,  | 

King,  Now,  Viceroy,  shall  we  see  the  tragedy 
Of  Sol  y man  the  Turkish  emperor. 
Performed  of  pleasure  by  your  *•'  son  the  prince, 
My  nephew,  Don  Lorenzo,  and  my  niece  ? 

Vice.  Who,  Belimperia  ? 

King.  Aye,  and  Hieronimo,  our  marshal, 


At  whose  request  tfiey  deign  *••  to  do't  tbenn 

selves ; 
These  l>e  our  pastimes  in  the  court  of  Spain. — 
Here,  brother,  you  shall  be  the  lK>ok-keeper ; 
This  is  the  argument  of  that  they  sliow. 

[Gives  him  a  Book, 

IOentlemen,  this  play  of  Hieronimo,  in  sundry 
languages,  was  thought  good  to  he  set  down 
in  English  more  largely,  for  the  easier  under* 
standing  to  every  public  reader. 


k 


Enter  Balthezar,  BelimpEria,  and  Hiero- 1 

MIMO.  / 

Bal,  Bashaw,  that  Rhodes  is  ours,  yield  heavens 
the  honour. 
And  holy  Mahomet  our  sacred  prophet : 
And  be  thou  graced  with  every  excellence. 
That  Solyman  can  give,  or  thou  desire. 
But  thy  desert  in  conquering  Rhodes  is  less, 
Than  in  reserving  this  fair  Christian  ***  nymph, 
Perseda,  blissful  lamp  of  excellence. 
Whose  eyes  compel  like  powerful  adamant 
The  warlike  bean  of  Solyman  to  wait. 

King,  See  Viceroy,  that  is  Balthezar  your  son, 
That  represents  the  emperor  Solyman : 
How  well  he  acts  his  amorous  passion  ! 

Vice.  Aye,  Belimperia  hath  taught  him  that 

Cast.  That's  because  his  mind  runs  all  on  Be* 
limperia. 

Hier,  Whatever  joy  earth  yields,  betide*^  your 
majesty. 

Bal.  Earth  yields  no  joy  without  Perseda's  lov«;. 

Hier,  **'  Let  then  Perseda  on  your  grace  at- 
tend. 

BaL  She  shall  not  wait  on  me,  but  I  on  her, 
Drawn  by  the  influence  of  her  lights,  I  yield ; 
But  let  my  friend  the  Rhodian  knight  come  forth,, 
Erastus  dearer  than  my  life  to  me. 
That  he  may  see  Perseda  my  beloved. 

Enter  Lorenzo. 

King,  Here  comes  Lorenzo — ^Look  upon  the 
plot. 
And  tell  roe,  brother,  what  part  plays  he  ? 

Bel.  Ah,  my  Erastus,  welcome  to  Perseda. 

Lor.  Thrice  happy  is  Erastus  that  thou  livest; 
Rhodes'  loss  is  nothing  to  Erastus*  joy, 
Sith  his  Perseda  lives,  his  life  survives. 

BoZ.  Ah,  Bashaw,  here  is  love  betwixt  Erastua 
And  fair  Perseda,  sovereign  of  my  soul. 

Hier.  Remove  Erastus,  mighty  Solyman^ 


*«*  Thy,  1618. 93.  S3. 
*»*  Is,  l6lM.23.y3. 
*»«  On  them,  1618.  SS.  33. 
*»»  DcDie,  1618. 
»?^  Betiode,  1618. 


*«3  Good  my,  I6S3. 

*»*  Woe  ft«^onc— See  P.  608.  Note. 

*»7  Our,  161 H.^.  33. 

*89  Christittn,  omitted,  1633. 

«'«  Then  let,  1618. 23. 3J. 
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And  then  Penedft  wilt  be  qwckljr  won. 

BaL  Erastas  is  ray  friend,  and  while  lie  lives 
Per&eda  never  will  remove  her  love. 

Hier,  Let  not  £rafitu»  live  to  grieve  great  Solj- 
roajn 

Bal,  Dear  is  Erastus  in  our  princely  eye. 

Hier.  But  if  he  he  your  rival,  let  him  die.        \ 

Bal.  Why,  let  him  die ;  so  love  coi 
ine; 
Yet  ftfieve  I  that  Erastas  should  so  die. 

Hier,  Erastusv  Solyman  saluteth  thee, 
And  leta  thee  wit  by  me  his  highticss'  w'tll, 
Mhich  isy  that  thou  should'st  be  thus  employed] 

y^Ql^lStabt  him. 

BeL  Ah  me,  Erastus ! — See,  Solyman,  Erastus 
slain. 

BaL  Yet  liveth  Solyman  to  comfort  thee. 
Fair  queen  of  bcaoty,  let  not  favour  die, 
But  with  a  gracious  eye  bebokl  his  grief. 
That  with  Perseda's  beauty  is  increased. 
If  by  Pcrseda's  grief  be  not  released. 

BeL  Tyrant,  desist  solicitiag  vain  suits ; 
Kelentless  are  mine  ears  to  thy  laments. 
As  thy  butcher  is  pitiless  and  base, 
Which  siezed  on  mv  Erastus,  harmless  knight ; 
Yet  by  thy  power  thou  thinkest  to  commamJ, 
And  to  thy  power  Perseda  doth  obey ; 
But  were  she  able,  thus  she  would  revenge 
Thy  treacheries  on  thee,  ignoble  prince; 

hf\\^[StQb$him. 
And  on  herself  she  would  be  £us  revenged. 

lhj^Staksk€r$elf. 

King,  Well  said,  old  marshal,  tms  was  bravely 
done. 

Hier,  But  Belimperia  plays  Perseda  well.. 

Vice,  Were  this  in  earnest,  Belimperia?     ^^ 
You  would  be  better  to  my  soa  than  so. 

King,  But  now  nhat  follows  ^^  for  Hierommo  ? 

Hier,  Marry  this  follows  fior  Hieronimo ; 
Here  break  we  oGT  our  sundry  languages, 
And  thus  conclude  I  in  our  vulgar  tongue; 
Haply  you   think  (but   bootless  *^^   are  your 

thoughts) 
That  this  is  faliulously  counterfeit. 
And  that  we  do,  as  all  tragedians  do. 
To  die  to*day,  for  fashioning  our  scene. 
The  death  of  Ajax,  or  some  Roman  peer. 
And  in  a  minute  starting  up  again, 
Kevive  to  please  to-morrow*s  audience ; 
No,  princes ;  know»  I  am  Hieronimo, 


The  hopeleie  father  of  a  hapleas  loi^ 

Whose  tongue  is^^  tuned  to  tell  his  Imtest  tak, 

Not  to  excuse  gross  errors  in  the  play. 

I  see  your  looks  urge  instance  of  thoee  wosda— 

Behold  the  reason  urging  me  to  this. 

>    y[He  ihemi  Ait  dead  Sm, 
here  my  show, lookon  this  spectacle ; 
'Here  lay  my  hope,  and  here  my  hope  hath  end : 
Here  lay  my  hear^  and  here  my  heart  was  slain ; 
Here  lay  my  treasure,  here  my  treasure  lost; 
Here  lay  my  bliss,  and  here  my  biiss  bereft; 
But,  hope,  heart,  treasure,  joy,  and  blin^ 
All  fled,  fail'd,  died;  yea,  aUdecay'd  with  this. 
From  forth  these  wounds  came  breath  that  gate 

me  life; 
They  murder'd  me,  that  made  these  fiital  mukx 
The  cause  was  love,  whence  grew  this  mortal  hate^ 
The  hate,  Lorenxo  and  jToung  Balthexar, 
The  love,  my  son  to  Belimperia ; 
But  night,  the  coverer  of  accursed  crimes, 
With   pitchy  silence   hush'd  ^'  these   traitors 

harma^ 
And  lent  them  leave,  for  they  had  ^  sorted  lei- 
sure. 
To  take  advantage  in  my  garden-plot^ 
Upon  my  son,  my  dear  Horatio; 
There  merciless  they  butchered  up  my  boy. 
In  black  dark  night,  to  pale  dim  cniel  death. 
He  shrieks,  I  heard ;  and  yet  methiuks  I  bear 
His  dismal  outcry  edie  in  the  air ; 
With  soonest  speed  I  hasted  to  the  nois^ 
Where  hanging  on  a  tree  I  found  mv  son. 
Through  girt  with  wounds,  and  sbuighter^d  as  yon 

And  grieved  I,  think  you,  at  this  spectade  ? 
Speak,  Portiagale,  whose  loss  ^^'  resembles  miae, 
It  thou  caa*st  weep  noon  thy  Baltheiar, 
Tis  like  I  ^^  wailM  for  my  Horatio.— 
And  you,  my  lord,  whose  reconciled  son 
Marched  in  a  net,  and  thuaght  himself  unseen. 
And  rated  roe  for  brain-sick  lunacy, 
^^  With— God  amend  that  mad  Hieronimo; 
How  can  you  brook  our  play's  catastrophe  ? 
And  here  behold  this  bloody  handkerchief. 
Which  at  Horatio*s  death  I,  weeping,  dipt 
Within  the  river  of  his  bleeding  wounds, 
It,  as  propitious,  see,  I  have  '^^  reserved. 
And  never  hath  it  left  my  bloody  ^'  heart. 
Soliciting  remembrance  of  ray  vow. 
With  these,  O  these  accursed  murderers ; 


*»*  For  omitted,  1618. 2S.  33.  *53  Be,  1618. 23.  33. 

*9*  Turned,  1618.  *«  The  traitVoua  I6i3.  33. 

^^  Sorted,-^To  tort  U  t^  ehm^  or  aekei.    As,  hi  the  Third  Part  Of  Hmry  VI,  A.  5.  S.  6  : 


Ford*8  Lovt*$  Mehncholy : 


*^  Resemble,  1618.  «3. 
*5>9  Which,  1618.  ?3.  33. 
3<^'  Bleeding,  1623.  33. 


For  I  will  sort  a  pitchy  day  for  thee.* 


We  shall  sort  time  to  take  more  notice  of  bin,*' 
»98  .Waile,  1633. 
^^  Preserved,  1618.  S3.  33. 
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Which  now  performed,  my  heart  is  satis6ed. 

Aod  to  this  end  the  Bashaw  1  became. 

That  might  revenge  me  on  Lorenzo's  life ; 

Who  therefore  was  appointed  to  the  part. 

And  was  to  represent  the  kni{;ht  of  Rhodes, 

That  I  might  kill  him  more  conveniently :-— •   . 

So,  Viceroy,  was  this  Balthczar  thy  son^ 

That  Solyman,  which  Belimperia, 

In  person  of  Pcrseda.  murdered. 

Solely  appointed  to  tnat  tragic  par^ 

Tbat  she  might  slay  him  that  oHended  her. 
Poor  Belimperia  miss'd  her  part  in  this ; 

For  though  the  story  sailh,  she  should  have 
died, 

Yet  I  of  kindness,  and  of  care  to  her, 

Did  otherwise  determine  of  her  end ; 

But  love  of  him,  whom  they  did  hate  '^  too 

much, 
>id  urge  her  resolution  to  be  such.— 
thd,  princes,  now  behold  Hieronimo^ 

Author  and  actor  in  this  tragedy. 

Bearing  his  latest  fortune  in  his  fist; 

And  will  as  resolute  conclude  his  part 

As  any  of  the  actors  gone  before. — 

And,  ^^  gentles,  thus  I  end  my  play ; 

Urge  no  more  words,  I  have  no  more  to  say. 

-^■^^Tfle  runneth  to  hang  himself. 
King,  O  hearken.  Viceroy — Hold,Hieronimo-^ 

Brother,  my  nephew  and  thy  son  are  slain. 
Vice,  We  are  betray'd — my  Balthezar  is  slain. 

Break  ope  the  doors— run,  save  HieronimO. 

SThey  break  in,  and  hold  HrsaoNiMO. 
o  but  inform  the  king  of  these  eventr. 
Upon  mine  honour,  thou  shalt  have  no  harm. 
Hier,  Viceroy,  I  will  not  trust  thee  with  my 
life. 
Which  I  this  day  have  offered  tp  my  son. 
Accursed  wretch  !  why  3°*  stay'st  thou  him  that 
was  resolved  to  die? 


Xing.  Speak^  traitot* !  damned  bloody  murder^ 
er,  speak  ? 
For  now  I  have  thee,  I  will  make  thee  speak. 
Why  hast  thou  done  this  undeserving  deed? 
Vice.  Why  hast  thou  murdered  my  Balthezar  ? 
Cast,  Why  hast  thou  butchered  both  my  chil- 
dren thus? 
"  Bier.  But  are  you  sure  that  they  are  dead  ? 
*'  Cast,  Aye,  slain  too  sure'. 
**  Hier.  What,  and  yqur*s  too  \ 
"  Vice,  Aye,  all  are  dead;  not  one  of  them 

"  survive. 
"  Hier.  Nay,  then  I  care  not.— Come,  and  we 
**  shall  be  friends : 
"  Let  us  lay  bur  heads  together. 
**  See,  here  s  a  goodly  noose  will  hold  them  all. 
**  Vice.  O  damned  devil !  how  '**^  secure  he  is ! 
**  Hier,  Secure  !  why  dost  thoii  wonder  at  it  ? 
"  I  tell  thee.  Viceroy,  this  day  I  have  seen  re^ 

«  venj^e, 
^  And  in  that  sight  am  growp  a  prouder  monarchy 
**  Ttian  ever  sate  under  the  crown  of 'Spain. 
^  Had  I  as  many  lives  as  there  be  stars, 
f  As  many  heavens  to  go  to  as  those  fives, 
^  l*d  give  them  all,  aye,  and  my  soul  to  boot, 
**  But  I  would  see  thee  ride  in  this  red  pool. 
•*  Cast.  Speak,  who  were  Uiy  confederates  ixi 

«this? 
*^  Vice.  That  was  thy  daughter  Belimperia; 
"  For  by  her  hand  ray  balthezar  was  slain : 
"  1  saw'her  stab  him.'' 

Hier,  O  good  words. — As  dear  to  me  was  my 
Horatio, 
As  yours,  or  yours,  or  yours^  my  lord,  to  youi 
My  guiltless  son  was  by  Lorenzo  slain, 
And  by  Lorenzo  and  that  Balthezar 
Am  I  at  last  revenged  thoroughly; 

3<=6  avenged 
ictions. 


Upon  whose  souls  may  heavens  be  yet^ 
3°'  With  greater  far  than  these  aiflictii 


^  So,  16?3,  83.  3^  Gentries,  I6«3.  83.  304  Staid'st,  1623. 33. 

3°'  Secure. — ^*  In  the  lense  of  the  Latin,  securua — eecurus  admodam  de  bello  animi  securi  homo.  A  nc- 
gtigent  security  arising  from  a  contempt  of  the  otyect  opposed.*' 

Dr  Warbarton*8  Note  on  TroUua  and  CreuidOy  A.  4.  S.  5.  See  also  Dr  Fanner's  Note  on  the  same 
passage* 

»°6  Revenged,  1618. 93.  33. 

3^7  fFith  greater  far  than  these  amictions^^ln  the  second  edition,  instead  of  what  is  printed  ki  inverted 
commas,  the  dialogue  goes  on  in  tbts  maooer : 

Cast,  But  who  were  thy  confe<1erates  In  this  ? 

Vice.  That  was  thy  daughter  Belim|^eria; 
For  by  her  hand  my  Balthezar  was  slain : 
I  saw  her  stab  him. 

King.  Why  speak^st  thoa  not  ? 

Hier.  What  lesser  liberty  can  kings  afford 
Than  harmless  silence  ?  then  afford  it  me  : 
Sufficetb,  1  may  not,  nor  I  will  not  tell  thee. 

King.  Fetch  forth  the  torturto.— 
Traitor  as  thou  art,  I'll  malce  thee  tell. 

Hier,  Indeed,  thou  ma^'st  torment  me,  as  his  wretched  son 
Hath  done  in  mordVing  my  Horatio ; 
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'^  Methinkty  since  I  grew  '^  inward  with  revenge, 
**  I  cannot  look  with  scorn  enough  on  death. 
**King.  What,  dost^^  thon  mock  ui,  slave? 

"  brins  tortures  forth. 
^  Hier.  Do,  do,  do,  and  mean  time  1*11  torture 
**  you : 
^  You  had  a  son,  as  I  take  it,  and  your  son 
^*  Should  have  been  married  to  your  daugfiter: 

**  ha,  was't  not  so  ? 
^  Yon  had  a  son  too,  he  was  my  liegc^s  nephew : 
^  He  was  proud  and  politic ;  had  he  lived, 
**  He  might  ha*  come  to  wear  the  crown  of  Spain : 
^  I  think  'twas  so;— 'twas  I  that  killed  him : 
**  Look  you,  this  same  hand  was  it  that  stabbed 
^  His  heart — do  jou  see  this  hand? 
^  For  one  Horatio,  if  you  ever  knew  him  ? 
f  A  youth,  one  that  tliey  hanged  up  in  his  father*& 

**  garden, 
**  One  that  did  force  your  valiant  son  to  ^Id, 
^  While  your  valiant  son  did  take  him  prisoner. 
^  Vice,  fie  deaf,  my  senses,  I  can  hear  no  more. 
'^King.  Fall,  hoiven^and  cover  us  with  thy  sad 

"ruins. 
**  Out.  Roll  all  the  world  within  thy  pitchy 

«  doud. 
"  Eier.  Now  do  I  applaud  what  I  have  acted. 
«  3IO  3/11114;  01^1  Q^^  fnontis. 

"  Now  to  express  the  rapture  of  my  part, 
"  First  take  my  tongue,  and  afterward  my  heart. 
— -N^*  [He  biies  out  bit  Tongue.'' 
Kinf.  O  n)onstrous  resolution  of  a  wretda ! — 
See,  Viceroy,  lie  hath  bitten  forth  his  tongue. 
Rather  than  to  reveal  what  we  required. 
Coit.  Yet  can  he  write. 
King,  And  if  in  this  he  satisfy  us  not, 
We  will  devise  th*  extremest  kind  of  death 
That  ever  was  invented  for  a  wretch. 

[He  makes  Sigmfor  a  Knife  to  mend  his 
Pen. 
Cmst.  O,  he  would  have  a  knife  to  mend  his 

pen. 
Vice.  Here,  and  advise  thee  that  thou  write  the 
troth.— 
Look  to  my  brother,  save  Hieronimo. 
^^.....^He  wUh  the  Knife  stabs  the  Duke  and 
/      himself. 


King.  What  ase  hadi.  ever  heard  SQch  i 
strous  deeds? 
My  brother,  and  the  whole  succeeding  hope 
That'"  Spain  expected  after  my  decease- 
Go  bear  his  bodv  hence,  that  we  may  moan 
The  loss  of  our  beloved  brother's  death, 
Tliat  he  may  be  entombed,  whatever  befml : 
I  am  the  next,  the  nearest,  last  of  alL 

Vice.  And  thou,  Don  Pedro,  do  the  like  for  Ot 
Take  op  our  hapless  son,  untimely  slain : 
Set  me  with  him,  and  he  with  woful  n^e^ 
Upon  the  main-mast  of  a  ship  unmanned^ 
And  let  the  wind  and  tide  hale  me  along 
To  Sylla^s  barking  and  untamed  gulph; 
Or  to  the  loathsome  pool  of  Acheron, 
To  weep  my  want'"  for  my  sweet  Balthexar: 
Spain  hath  no  refuge  for  a  Portingalc.    [  Exeunt 
[The  Trumpets  sound  a  Dead  March  ;  the 
King  of  Spain  mourning  after  his  Br^ 
the/s  Bo^:  and  the  Kin^  cf  Portiw 
gale  bearing  the  Bo(fy  qfhu  Som. 

Enter  Ghost  and  Revexos. 

Ghost.  Aye,  now  my  hopes  have  end  in  their 
efllects. 
When  blood  and  sorrow  finish  my  denres. 
Horatio  murdered  in  his  father's  bower; 
Vile  Serberine  by  Pedringano  slain ; 
False  Pedringano  baneed  by  quaint  device; 
Fair  Isabella  by  herself  misdone ; 
Prince  fialthezar  by  Belimperia  stabbed ; 
The  Duke  of  Castile,  and  his  wicked  son, 
fioth  done  to  death  by  old  Hieronimo; 
My  Belimperia  fallen,  as  Dido  fell ; 
And  good  Hieronimo  slain  by  himself: 
Aye,  these  were  spectacles  to  please  my  sooL 
Now  will  I  beg  at  lovely  Proserpine, 
That  by  the  virtue  of  her  princely  doom, 
I  may  consort  my  friends  in  pleasing  sort^ 
And  on  my  foes  work  just  and  sharp  revenge, 
ril  lead  my  friend  Horatio  througjb  those  fields^ 
Where  never-dying  wars  are  still  indnred. 
Ill  lead  fair  Isabella  to  that  train 
Where  pity  weeps,  but  never  feeleth  pain. 
rU  lead  my  Belimperia  to  those  joys 
That  vestal  virgins  and  fair  queens  poeeeig» 


Bat  never  thalt  thou  force  me  to  reveal 

The  thing  which  I  have  vow'd  inviolate  i 

And  therefore,  in  despite  of  all  thy  threats. 

Pleased  with  their  deaths,  and  eased  with  their  revenge, 

Fint  take  my  tongue,  dec. 

^^  Jnssard^Ue.  intimats.    Bo,  In  the  Makeonteni^  A. 4.  S.9«t 

**  Come,  we  must  be  iawon^  thon  and  I  all  one." 

The  Bevengers  Tragedy,  A.  %.  i 

'<  My  lord,  most  sure  on*t  i  for  'twas  spoke  by  one, 
«^  That  b  most  tnoard  with  the  duke's  son's  lust.** 


)^  Thm  omitted,  1023. 33. 

3'^  ZViific  inert  cods  mama,  1618.- 

3»  Of,  1618.  <S.  .13. 

8 


-iVime  mens  cade  mamu^  1023. 33. 
3"  Of,  16i3.  33. 


^ 
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ni  lead  Hieronhno  where  Orpheus  plays, 
Adding  sweet  pleasure  to  eternal  days. 
But  say.  Revenge,  (for  thou  must  help,  or  none,) 
Against  the  rest  how  shall  my  hate  be  shewn  ? 
BifV*  This  hand  shall  hale  them  down  to  deep- 
est bell. 
Where  '"'  none  but  furies,  bugs,  "♦  and  tortures 
dNvell. 
Gkott  Then,  sweet  Revenge,  do  this  at  my  re- 
quest. 
Let  me  be  judge,  and  doom  them  to  unrest 
liCt  loose  poor  Titius  from  the  vulture's  gripe. 
And  let  Don  Cyprian  supply  his  room : 
Place  Don  Lorenzo  on  Izion's  wheel, 
And  let  the  lovers'  endless  pains  surcease ; 


Juno  foreets  old  wrath,  and  grants  him  ease. 
Hang  Balthezar  about  Chimera's  neck, 
And  let  him  there  bewail  his  bloody  love. 
Repining  at  our  joys  that  are  above. 
Let  Serberine  go  roul  the  fatal  stone. 
And  take  from  Si^phus  his  endless  moan. 
False  Pedrineano,  tor  hb  treachery, 
Let  him  be  dragf^  throug^h  boiling  Acheron, 
And  there  live,  dying  still  ra  endless  flames. 
Blaspheming  Gods,  and  all  their  holy  names. 
Rev.  Then  haste  we  down  to  meet  thy  friends 
and  foes; 
To  place  thy  friends  in 'ease,  the  rest  in  woes : 
For  here,  though  death  "^  bath  end  their  nnsery, 
I'll  there  bc^  their  endless  tragedy. 


THE  SPANISH  TRAGEDY, 

OnUaming  the  LamaOahU  Murder  of  Hoeatio  and  Beuhpima; 
with  the  Pitifid  Death  qfOld  Hibvomimo. 


To  the  Tone  of—Queen  Dido. 


You  that  have  lost  your  former  joys^ 
And  now  in  woe  your  lives  do  lead : 
Feeding  on  nought  but  dire  annoys^ 
Thinking  your  griefs  all  grief  exceed : 
Assure  yourselves  it  is  not  so : 
Lo  here  a  sight  of  greater  woe. 

Hapless  Hieronimo  was  my  name, 
On  whom  fond  fortune  smiled  long ; 
But  now  her  flattering  smiles  I  blame, 
Her  flattering  smiles  hath  done  me  wrong. 
Would  I  had  died  in  tender  years,-<- 
Tben  had  not  been  thb  cause  of  tears. 


I  Marshall  was  m  prime  of  years, 
And  won  great  honour  in  the  field; 
Until  that  age  with  .silvered  hairs, 
Myaged  head  had  overspread : 
Then  left  I  war,  and  staid  at  home^ 
And  gave  my  honour  to  my  son. 

Horatio^  my  sweet  only  child, 
Prickt  forth  by  fame's  aspiring  wmgs,' 
Did  so  behave  him  in  the  field, 
That  he  prince  Balthesar  captive  brings; 
And  with  great  honour  did  present 
Him  to  the  king  incontinent. 


3<3  Nought,  1618. 2S.SS. 

3>^  A^a.— Terron.    8o»  In  JrdM  of  Feomkam  t 

"  Nay  then  let's  go  sleepe  ^  when  hugt  and  feaies 
**  Shall  kill  ou^  ooun^  with  their  fancies  worke,** 

Churchyard's  ChaUmg$t  p.  180.  ^ 

<«  And  la  their  place  came  CnrfU  Utgget, 

**  At  blacke  as  any  pUche : 
««  With  beUies  big,  and  s^mggfaig  dngfes, 

*<  More  iothsome  than  a  witch." 

Churchyard's  WartMuu  of  WuUt,  p.  16.  edit.  1776 : 

«  Akyndofsound,tbatniakesaharlbignoyse, 

«  To  fearc  young  bafcies,  ^U  bnite  of  tugge$  apd  toyes, 

3>s  Doth,  1623.  SS. 
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The  Duke  ofCasttle'a  daughter  then 

Desired  Horatio  to  relate 

The  death  of  her  l)eIoved  friend, — 

Her  love  Andrea's  woeful  fate : 
But  when  she  knew  who  had  him  slain, 
She  vowed  she  would  revenge  the  same. 

Then  more  to  vex  prince  Balthezar^ 
Because  he  slew  her  chiefest  friend, 
She  chose  my  son  for  her  chief  flower,— 
Thereby  meaning  to  work  revenge. 

But  mark  what  then  did  straight  befall, 
To  turn  my  sweet  to  bitter  gall. 

liOrenzo  then,  to  find  the  cause, 
Why  that  his  sister  was  unkind ;   . 
At  last  he  found,  within  a  pause, 
How  he  might  sound  her  secret  mind : 
Which  for  to  bring  well  to  effect. 
To  fetch  her  man  he  doth  direct. 

Who  being  come  into  his  sight, 
He  threatneth  for  to  rid  his  life. 
Except  straightways  he  should  recite, 
His  sister's  love, — the  cause  of  strife.  . 

Compelled  therefore  t'  n'nfold  his  rohid; 

Said — with  Horatio  she's  combined. 


The  villain  then,  for  hope  of  gun, ' 

Did  straight  convey  them  to  the  place 

Where  tl^se  two  lovers  did  remain. 

Joying  in  sight  of  others  face; 
And  to  their  foes  they  did  impart 
The  place  where  they  should  joy  their  heart. 

Prince  Balthezar,  with  his  comperes. 
Enters  my  bower  all  in  the  night. 
And  there  my  son  slain  they  uprear. 
The  more  to  work  my  ereater  spight ; 

But  as  I  lay  and  t<>ok  repose, 

A  voice  I  heard,  whereat  I  rose. 

And  finding  then  liis  senseless  formy 

The  murderers  1  sought  to  find. 

But  missing  them  I  stood  forlorn, 

As  one  amazed  in  his  mind ; 
And  rent  and  pulled  my  silvered  hair, 
And  cnrsed  axra  damned  each  thing  was  there. 

And  that  I  would  revenge  the  same, 
J  dipt  a  napkin  in  his  blood. 
Swearing  to  work  their  woful  bain. 
That  so  had  spoiled  my  chiefest  good : 

And  that  I  would  not  it  forjget, 

It  always  at  my  heart  I  kept. 


THE  SECOND  PART. 


To  the  tame  Tune. 


Then  Isabella,  Aiy  dear  wife. 

Finding  her  son  bereaved  of  breath, 

And  loving  him  dearer  than  life. 

Her  own  hand  straight  doth  work  her  death. 
And  now  their  d^ths  doth  meet  in  one. 
My  griefs  are  come,  my  joys  are  gone. 

Then  frantickly  I  ran  about, 
Filling  the  air  with  mournful  groans, 
Because  1  had  not  yet  found  out 

/The  murtherers  to  ease  to  moans. 
I  rent  and  tore  each  thing  I  got. 
And  said,  and  did,  I  knew  not  what. 

Thus  as  I  passed  the  streets,  hard  by 
The  puke  of  Castile's  house,  as  then 
A  letter  there  I  did  espy. 
Which  shewed  Horatio's  woful  end ; 
Which  Belimperia  forth  had  flung. 
From  prison,  where  they  kept  het  strong. 

Then  to  the  wurt  forthwith  I  went, 
And  of  the  king  did  justice  crave; 
But  by  Lorenzo's  bad  intent, 
I  hindred  was,  which  made  me  rave. 
Then  vexed  more  I  stamped  and  frowned, 
And  with  my  poinard  ript  the  ground. 


But  false  Lorenzo  put  roe  out. 

And  told  the  king  then  by  and  by> 

That  frantickly  I  ran  about. 

And  of  mv  son  did  always  cry. 

And  said,  'twere  good  I  would  resign 
My  marshalship,  which  grieved  my  Inind. 

The  Duke  of  Castile  hearing  then, 
How  I  did  grudge  still  at  his  son. 
Did  send  for  me  to  make  us  friends, 
To  stay  the  rumour  then  begun : 
Whereto  I  straightway  gave  consent, 
Although  in  heart  I  never  meant. 

Sweet  Belimperia  comes  to  me. 

Thinking  my  son  I  had  forgot. 

To  see  me  with  his  foes  agree. 

The  which  I  never  meant,  God  wot; 
But  when  we  knew  each  other's  mind. 
To  whrk  revenge  a  mean  I  find 

Then  bloody  Balthezar  enters  in. 

Entreating  me  to  shew  some  sport 

Unto  his  father  and  the  king. 

That  to  his  nuptial  did  resort. 
Which  gladly  I  prepared  to  shew, 
Because  I  knew  'twould  wori^  thior  woe. 
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And  from  tbe  chronicles  of  Spain, 

I  did  record  Erastus  life. 

And  how  the  Turk  had  him  so  slain. 

And  straight  revenge  wrought  hy  bds  wife. 
Then  for  to  act  this  tragedy, 
I  gave  their  parts  imm^ately. 

Sweet  Beliroperia  Balthezar  kiUs, 
Because  he  slew  her  dearest  friend. 
And  I  Lorenzo's  blood  did  spill. 
And  eke  his  soul  to  hell  did  send. 

Then  died  my  foes  by  dint  of  knife. 

But  Bclimperia  ends  her  life. 

Then  for  to  specify  my  wrongs, 
With  weeping  eyes  and  mournful  heart, 
I  shewed  my  son  with  bloody  wounds. 
And  eke  the  murtherers  did  impart ; 

And  said — ipy  son  was  as  dear  to  me 
.   As  thine,  or  thin^  though  kings  you  be. 

But  when  they  did  behold  this  thing, 
Now  I  had  slain  their  only  sons. 
The  duke,  the  viceroy,  and  the  king. 
Upon  me  aU  they  ftraisht  did  run. 
To  torture  me  tbiey  do  prepare. 
Unless  I  should  it  straight  declare. 


But  that  I  would  not  tell  it  then. 
Even  with  my  teeth  I  bit  my  tongue. 
And  in  despite  did  give  it  them, 
That  me  with  torments  sought  to  wrong. 
Thus  when  in  age  I  sought  to  rest, 
Nothing  but  sorrows  me  opprest. 

They  knowing  well  that  I  could  write. 

Unto  my  hand  a  pen  did  reach. 

Meaning  thereby  I  should  recite 

The  aumors  of  this  bloody  fetch. 
Then  fained  I  m^  pen  was  naught, 
And  by  strange  signs  a  knife  I  sought. 

But  when  to  me  they  gave  the  knife, 
I  killed  the  duke  then  standing  by. 
And  eke  myself  bereaved  of  life, 
For  I  to  see  my  son  did  hie. 
The  kings  that  scorned  m^r,  griefs  before. 
With  nought  can  they  their  joys  restore. 

Here  have  vou  heard  my  tnigic  tale. 
Which  on  Horatio's  death  depends, 
Whose  death  J  could  anew  bewail. 
But  that  in  it  the  murderers  ends. 
For  murder  God  will  bring  to  lieht. 
Though  long  it  be  hid  from  maivs  sight 


Frintcd  at  London  for  U.  Gosson. 


EDITIONS. 


Op  this  Play,  Mr  Hawkins  says,  there  are  many'Editions,  viz.  1603, 1615, 1618, 1623, 1633;  and 
one  without  a  date,  '*  printed  by  Edward  Allde,  amended  of  such  gross  blunders  as  passed  in  the 
^  first."  None  of  these  several  Editions  have  come  under  my  notice,  except  those  of  1623  and 
1633;  but,  by  comparing  the  collation  of  Mr  Hawkins  with  these  copies,  I  can  so  far  bear  testimo- 
jiy  to  that  gentleman's  accuracy,  as  to  think  myself  wanlinted  to  follow  his  Edition  of  this  Play,  as 
printed  tin  the  Origin  of  the  EngUih  Drama^  Vol.  XL  Mr  Hawkins  printed  from  AlldeV  Edition, 
compared  with  those  of  1618, 1633,  and  1633. 

The  foregoing  Ballad  is  printed  from  a  Black  Letter  Copy  m  the  valuable  Collection  of  Tbomat 
Pearsonj  Ew}.    It  seems  to  have  been  written  after  the  Play. 


THE  HONEST  WHORE, 


Thomas  Dekxar  wfx>te  in  the  rejgn  qfJamei  the  First,  He  wat^  unft  Langhmney^  mnrtfimtrnM 
for  the  contention  he  had  with  Ben  Sofnumfoir  the  bayes^  than  for  any  great  reputatum  he  had  gmm- 
ed  by  his  own  writings.  He  was,  however,  not  destitute  of  genius  ;  and  among  his  contemporariet,  ae> 
veral  of  whom  joined  with  him  in  writing,  was  mttcA  estemed,  enecialfy  by  Richard  Brome^  who  air 
ways  gave  him  the  title  of  Father.  We  Tcnow  very  few  particuutrs  concermnghim,  Oldys  seye^  he 
was  in  the  King*s  Bench  Prison  from  the  year  161S  to  tdWf  if  not  longer.  We  ma^  therefore  cmt- 
clude,  that,  like  the  generality  of  his  poetical  friends,  he  was  in  indigent  eirenmstaneei.  At  what 
time  he  died  we  do  not  know  with  certainty  ;  hut  the  same  writer  st^  he  was  alive  m  16S8,  and  at 
that  time  full  threescore  years  of  age.  From  a  passage  in  the  dedication  to  Match  me  in  Loiidoiiy 
published  in  1631,  it  mm  be  conjectured  that  he  was  oUUr  than  Oldys  imagines^  as  he  there  seqfs,  **  I 
have  beene  a  priest  in  ApolloU  temple  many  years,,  my  voyce  is  decaying  with  my  age."  He  was  m  Wh 
luminous  writer ;  and,  besides  a  great  number  if  pamphlets,  qfwhitM  a  list  is  karet^er  given  rfaf 
many  as  can  at  present  be  discovered,  he  wrote  the  following  pleys : 

I.  **  The  Pleasant  Comedie  of  Old  Fortunatvs.  As  it  was  plaied  before  the  Queen^s  M^estit 
^  this  Christmas,  by  the  Right  Honourable  the  Earle  of  Nottingham,  Lord  High  AdmsraU  ofEng' 
**  land  his  Servants,  4to,  1600." 

9.  <*  Satiro-mastix,  or  the  Untrussing  of  the  Humorous  Poet.  As  it  hath  bin  presented  pubKke^ 
**  by  the  Right  Honourable  the  Lord  Chcanberlinne  his  Servants  ;  and,  ^privatefyt  by  the  Cmldren  7f 
••  Paules,  160«,  4fo,— 1610,  4*0." 

S.  jR^e  Honegt  Whore,  with  the  Humours  of  the  Patient  Man  and  the  Longing  Wife,  1604^  ^tor- 
1615,  4fo,— 1616,  4/0,-1635,  ito. 

4.  Westward  Hoe.  As  it  hath  beene  divers  times  acted  by  the  Children  of  Paules,  Writtea  by 
Thomas  Decker  and  John  Webster,  1607,  4f  o. 

5.  Northward  Hoe.  Sundry  times  acted  by  the  Children  of  Paules.  By  Thomoi  D^ker  and  Join 
Webster,  1607,  4fo. 

6.  The  Famous  Hist  on/  of  Sir  Thomas  Wyat ;  with  the  Coronation  of  Queen  Mary,  and  the  coming' 
in  of  king  PhiUp.  As  %t  was  plaied  Inf  the  Queen^s  Mt^estie*s  Servants.  Written  hy  Thoauu  Dc> 
kers  and  Jfohn  Webster,  1607,  4to. 

7.  'Hie  Whore  of  Babylon.    Acted  6y  the  Princes  Servants,  1607, 4to. 

■  '  S.  **  Ifit  b^  not  good,  the  Divel  is  in  it.  A  new  Play.  As  it  hath  bin  lately  acted,  with  great  ap» 
^plause,  by  the  Queenes  Majestu^s  Servants,  at  the  Red  Bull,  161S,  Ato." 

9.  "*  The  Second  Part  of  the  Honest  Whore,  with  the  Humors  of  the  Patient  Man^  the  Lnpatient 
**  Wife :  the  Honest  Whore  perswaded,  by  strong  arguments,  to  tume  Curtisan  afaine;  her  brave 
**  renting  those  arguments!  and,  lastly,  the  Omicall  Passages  of  an  Italian  BrtdemeU,  where  the 
**  Scene  ends,  1630, 4to.** 

10.  **A  Tra^Comedy,  called.  Match  mee  in  London.  As  it  hath  beene  often  presented ;  first, 
^  at  the  Bull  %n  Saint  John^s  Street ;  and  lately  at  the  Private  House  in  Drury-Lane,  caUik  the 
*Phcenix,1631,4<o.'' 

II.  The  Wonder  of  a  Kingdome,  4to,  1636. 

He  also  joined  with  Massinger  in  ujriting  The  Virgin  Martyr;  with  Rowley  and  Ford,  In  The 
Witch  of  Edmonton;  Middleton  and  Rowley,  in  The  Roaring  Girl ;  and  with  Ford,  in  The  Sun's 
Darling. 
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A  complete  Uitcfike  etverulpan^fhUti,  puhUihed  by  a  writer  who  iofreouentfy  employed  the  prees, 
i$  scarce  to  be  expected,    Thefolmring  is  more  perfect  than  any  one  which  hath  yet  appeared : 

L^The  WonderfuU  TearCy  1608.  Wherein  i$  ihewed  the  Picture  of  London,  lying  ticke  of  the 
^  Plague.  At  the  ende  qfallj  (Uke  a  merry  Epilogue  to  a  dull  Pl^O  certaine  Tales  are  cut  out  in 
^  sundry  fashions,  of  purpose  to  shorten  tie  lives  of  long  Winter  mghts,  that  lye  watching  in  the 
*  darkejor  us,  4to,  160Sr 

Reprinted  in  Phoenix  Britannicus,  1731,  VoL  I.  p.  87. 

S.  ^  The  whole  Magnificent  Entertainment  Riven  to  King  James,  Qu^en  Anne  Aii  W'^e,  and 
^  Henry  Frederick  the  Prince,  upon  thedayofhis  Mqfcsties  triumphant  passage  (from  the  Tower) 
^  throufh  his  Honourable  Citie  and  Chamber  of  London,  the  15th  rf  March,  1603,  as  well  by  the 

English  as  by  the  Strangers;  with  the  Speeches  and  Songs  delivered  in  the  several  Pageants ;  and 

those  Speeches  thai  before  were  published  in  Latin,  now  newly  set  forth  in  English,  by  Thomas 
^  Dekker,  4to,  teOA." 

3.  **  News  from  Hell;  brought  by  the  DiveVs  Carrier,  ^^to,  1606/^  VU  running  title  «f,Tlie  Di- 
vePt  Answere  to  Pierce  Pennjlesse. 

4.  **  Uke  Seven  Deadly  Sinnestf  London,  drawn  in  seven  seoerall  Coaches  through  the  seven  severali 
^  Gates  i^the  Citie  ;  bringing  the  Plague  with  them,  4to,  1606.'' 

5.  Jests  to  make  you  Merryer,  4io,  1607. 

6.  A  Knighfs  Conjuringdone  in  Earnest,  discovered  in  Jest,  4to,  1607. 

7.  The  Dead  Term,  or  Westminster  Complaint,  ^c.  4to,  1608. 

8.  The  Guls  Home  Booke,  4to,  1609.  This  treats  of  the  humours  and  fashions  of  the  times  among 
the  gallants  and  PauVs  walkers ;  also  at  the  ordinaries,  playhouses,  taverns,  ^c.  See  an  extract  from 
it  in  the  last  editum  of  Shakespeare,  1778. 

9.  Troja  noTa  Triumphant  at  the  receiving  Sir  John  Swinnerton,  Knight,  into  the  City  of  London^ 
4to,  1612. 

10.  ^  ne  Belman  cf  London  ;  brining  to  light  the  most  notorious  Villanies  that  are  now  prao* 
*^  tised  in  the  Kingdome,  Ath  edition,  1616, 4to.^ 

There  was  an  edition  of  tkispamptdet  as  early  as  in  1608» 

11.  *"  Dekkar  hU  Dream,  4to,  1690.** 

19.  ^  Villanies  discovered  by  Candle-li^ht,  and  the  helpe  of  a  new  Cryer,  called,  O  Per  se  O;  60- 
*^  ingan  addition  to  the  Belmtm*s  Second  iTight  Walke ;  and  laying  open  to  the  World  of  those  abuses^ 
**  which  the  Belman  (because  he  went  i^the  darke)  could  not  see.  With  Canting  Songs,  and  other 
^  new  Conc^ts,  never  before  printed.    Newly  corrected  and  enlarged  by  the  Author,  1690,  4toJ' 

13.  Thomas  qf  Reading,  or  the  Six  Worthys  Teamen  qfthe  West ;  now  six  times  corrected  and  en* 
larked,  1632. 

He  was  also  the  author  of  a  pamphlet,  the  title-page  of  which  was  woanting  in  the  only  copy  I  have 
seen  of  it.  The  running  titles  of  the  different  parts  ofxt  are^  A  Strange  ifone  Race;  The  Divil'a 
Last  Will  and  Testament ;  oni  The  Bankrout's  Banquet. 
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Matheo,  ' 
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Bellafromti  the  Honest  Whore, 

A  Bawdt 


THE  HONEST  WHORE- 


ACTI. 


SCENE  L^Enter  at  one  Door  a  Funeral,  a  Co* 
ronet  lying  on  the  Hearse,  'Scutcheons  and  Gar- 
lands hanging  on  the  sides ;  attended  6y  Ga8- 
PARo  Trebatzi  Duke  of  Milan,  Castrvcbio, 
SiNEzi,  PiORATTo,  Fluello,  and  others  at 
another  Door, 

fnter  Hipolito  in  discontented  appearance ; — 
Matheo,  a  Gentleman,  his  Friend,  labouring 
to  hold  him  back. 

Duke,  Behold  yon  comet  shews  his  head  again ! 
Twice  hath  he  thus  at  cross-turns  thrown  on  us 
Prodigious '  looks ;  twice  hath  he  troubled 
The  waters  of  our  eyes.  See,  he's  turned  wild  ! — 
Go  on,  in  God's  name ! 

AIL  On  afore  there,  ho ! 

Duke,  Kinsmen  and  friends,  take  from  your 
manly  sides 
Your  weapons,  to  keep  back  the  desperate  boy 
From  doing  violence  to  the  iimocent  dead. 

Hip,  I  pr'ythce,  dear  Matheo, — 

MatH,  Come,  you're  mad. 

Hip,  I  do  arrest  thee,  murderer !  set  down, 
Viilainsy  set  down  that  sorrow,  'tis  all  mine ! 

Duke,  I  do  beseech  you  all,  for  my  blood*8 
sake. 
Send  hence  your  milder  spirits,  and  let  wrath 
Join  in  confederacy  with  yoiir  weapons'  points ; 
If  he  proceed  lo  vex  us,  let  your  swords 
Seek  out  his  bowels;  funeral  grief  lothes  words. 

AIL  Set  on. 

Hip.  Set  down  the  body. 

Math,  O,  my  lord. 
You're  wrong : — ^i'the  open  street ! — You  see  she's 
dead. 

Hip,  I  know  she  is  not  dead. 


Duke,  Frantic  young  man. 
Wilt  thou  believe  these  gentlemen  ?  pray  spedL 
Thou  dost  abuse  my  child,  and  mock^st  the  teaT9 
That  here  are  shed  for  her.    If  to  behold 
Those  roses  withered  that  set  oat  her  cbeeki; 
That  pair  of  stars,  that  gave  her  body  li^bt. 
Darkened  and  dim  for  ever;  all  those  nvera,    .. 
That  fed  her  veins  with  warm  and  crimson  streams, 
Frozen  and  dried  up ; — if  these  be  signs  of  death. 
Then  is  she  dead    Thou  unreligious  youth ! 
Art  not  ashamed  to  empty  all  these  eyes 
Of  funeral  tears ;  (a  debt  due  to  the  dead. 
As  mirth  is  to  the  living;)  sham'st  thou  not 
To  have  them  stare  on  thee?    Hark,  tfa«ti  art 

cursed. 
Even  to  thy  face,  by  those  that  scarce  can  spok. 

Hip,  My  lord. 

Duke,  What  would'st  thou  have  ?  is  she  not 
dead? 

Hip.  Oh,  yon  ha*  killed  her  by  your  cmdtj. 

Duke,  Aclmit  I  had,  thou  kill'st  her  now  again ; 
And  art  more  savage  Uian  a  barbarous  Moor.  ^ 

Hip,  Let  me  but  kiss  her  pale  and  bloodlesi  Up. 

Duke,  O,  fie,  ^  fie ! 

Hip.  Or,  if  not  touch  her,  let  me  look  on  ber. 

Math,  As  you  regard  vour  honour ! 

Hip,  Honour!  smoke! 

Math,  Or,  if  you  loved  her  liviog,8pare  her  now. 

Duke.  Aye,  well  done,  sir;  you  play  the  gen- 
tleman: 
Steal  hence ;  'tis  nobly  done;  away !  Fll  join 
My  force  to  ybur's,  to  stop  this  violent  torment. 
Pass  on.  \ Exeunt  wpith  Ana^ 

Hip.  Matheo,  thou  dost  wound  me  more — 

Math.  I  give  you  phyaic^  noblo  fHond,  not 
wounds. 


'  Prodigiotii-^\,  e.  portentous;  so  defonaed  at  to  be  taken  for  a  fitretoktn  ofmriL  See  Dr  Jahai«i% 
and  Mr  Stecvem^t  Notes  on  King  John,  A.  3.  8.  1. 

^  A  barbarous  Jtfoor,— I  suspect  there  is  an  allusion  here  to  the  characlcr  of  Awoa  the  Jfoer,  inTtUM 
Aodrooicus. 
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Duke,  Oby  well  said,  well  €lone ;  a  true  gentle- 
man; 
Alack !  I  know  the  sea  of  lovers  rage 
Conies  rushing  with  so  strong  a  tide,  it  beats 
And  bears  down  all  respects  ok'  life,  of  honour, 
Of  friends,  of  foes.    Forget  her,  gallant  youth, 
flip.  Forget  her? 
Duke,  Nay,  nay,  but  be  patient : 
For  why?  death's  hand  hath  hued  a  strict  divorce 
^wizt  her  and  thee.   What's  beauty  but  a  corse  f 
What  but  fair  sand-dust  are  earth's  purest  forms  ? 
Queens'  bodies  are  but  trunks  to  put  in  worms. 
Math.  Speak  no  more  sentences,  my  good  lord, 
but  slip  hence;  you  see  they  are  but  fits;  ni 
rule  him,  I  warrant  ye.    Aye,  so,  tread  gingerly ; 
your  grace  is  here  somewhat  too  long  already. — 
%blood  !  the  jest  were  now,  if,  having  ta'en  some 
knocks  o*ihe  pate  already,  he  should  get  loose 
again,  and,  like  a  mad  ox,  toss  my  new  black 
cloaks  into  the  kennel.    I  must  humour  his  lord- 
ship.— My  lord  Uipolito,  is  it  in  your  stomach  to 
go  to  dinner?  [Exit  Duke. 

Hip,  Where  is  the  body  ? 
Math.  The  body,  as  the  duke  spoke  very  wise- 
ly, is  gone  to  be  wormed. 
Hip.  I  cannot  rest;  I'll  meet  it  at  next  turn. 
I'll  see  how  my  love  look^. 

[Matheo  holds  him  in*s  arms, 
Maih.  How  your  love  looks !  worse  than  a 
scarecrow.    Wrestle  not  with  me:  ^  the  great 
fellow  gives  the  fall  for  a  ducat. 
Hip.  I  shall  forget  myself. 
Math.  Pray  do  so ;  lejive  yourself  behind  your- 
self, and  go  whither  you  will.    'Sfoot !  do  you 
long  to  have  base  rogues,  that  maintain  a  Saint 
Anthony's  fire  in  their  noses  by  nothing  but  two- 
penny ale,  make  ballads  of  you  ?  If  the  duke  had 
hut  so  much  metal  in  him,  as  is  in  a  cobler's  awl, 
he  would  ha'  been  a  vexed  thing;  he  and  his 
train  had  blown  you  up,  but  that  their  powder 
has  taken  the  wet  of  cowards :  you'll  blood  three 
potties  of  Alicant,  ^  by  this  light,  if  you  follow 
em ;  and  then  we  shall  have  a  hole  made  in  a 
wrong  place,  to  have  surgeons  roll  thee  up,  like 
a  baby,  in  swaddling  clouts. 

Hip.  What  day  is  to-day,  Matheo? 
Math,  Yea,  marry,  this  is  an  easy  question : 
why,  to-day  is,  let  mc  see,  Thursday. 
Hip,  Oh,  Tliursday ! 

Math.  Here's  a  coil  for  a  dead  commodity ! 
'sfoot,  women,  when  they  are  alive,  are  but  dead 
commodities ;  for  you  shall  have  one  woman  lie 
upon  many  men's  hands. 

Hip*  She  died  on  Monday  then. 

Math.  And  that's  the  oMist  villainous  day  of  all 


the  week  to  die  in ;  and  she  was  well,  and  eat  a 
mess  of  water-gruel,  on  Monday  morning. 

Hip.  Aye  ?  it  cannot  be 
Such  a  bright  taper  should  burn  out  so  soon. 

Math,  O,  yes,  my  lord.  So  soon  !  why,  [  ha' 
known  them  at  dinner  have  been  as  well,  and  had 
so  much  health,  that  they  were  glad  to  pledge  it ; 
yet,  befoi*e  three  o*dock,  have  been  found  dead 
drunk. 

fli/>.  On  Thursday  buried !  and  on  Monday  died ! 
Quick  haste,  hfr  lady  :  sure  her  wiuding-bheet 
Was  laid  out  'fore  her  body ;  and  the  womiSy 
That  now  must  feast  with  her,  were  even  be&poke. 
And  solemnly  invited,  like  strange  guests. 

Math,  Strange  feeders  Uiey  are  indeed,  my 
lord ;  and,  like  your  jester,  or  young  courtier^ 
will  enter  upon  any  man's  trencher  without  bid- 
ding. 

Hip.  Cursed  be  that  day  for  ever,  that  robbed 
her 
Of  breath,  and  me  of  bliss !  henceforth  let  it  stand 
Within  the  wizard's  book  (the  kalendar) 
Marked  with  a  marginal  finger,  to  be  chosen 
By  thieves,  by  villains,  and  black  murderers, 
As  the  best  day  for  them  to  labour  in. 
If  henceforth  this  adulterous  bawdy  world 
Be  got  with  child  with  treason,  sacrilege, 
Atheism,  rapes,  treacherous  friendship,  perjury, 
Slander  (the  beggar's  sin),  lies  (the  sin  of  fools^ 
Or  any  other  damned  impieties, 
On  Nlonday  let  them  be  delivered. 
I  swear  to  thee,  Matheo,  by  my  soul. 
Hereafter,  weekly,  on  that  day  I'll  glew 
Mine  eye- lids  down,  because  they  shall  not  gaM 
On  any  female  cheek ;  and  being  locked  up 
In  my  close  chamber,  there  I'll  meditate 
On  nothing  but  my  Infelice's  end. 
Or  on  a  dead  man's  scull  draw  out  mine  own. 

Math.  You'll  do  all  these  good  works  nOw  ev^ 
ry  Monday,  because  it  is  so  bad ;  but  I  hope  up- 
on Toesc&y  moroiug  I  shall  uke  you  with  a 
wench. 

Hip.  If  ever,  whilst  frail  blood  through  my 
veins  run. 
On  woman's  beams  I  throw  affection, 
Save  her  that's  dead ;  or  that  I  loosely  fly 
To  the  shore  of  any  other  waiting  eye. 
Let  me  not  prosper,  heaven  !  I  will  be  true. 
Even  to  her  dust  and  ashes ;  could  her  tomb 
Stand,  whilst  I  lived  so  long,  that  it  might  rot. 
That  should  fall  down,  but  she  be  ne'er  forgot. 

Math.  If  you  have  this  strange  monster,  ho- 
nesty, in  your  bell v,/ why  so  jig-makers'  and 
chroniclers  shall  pick  somethine  out  of  you ;.  but 
and  I  smell  not  you  and  a  bawdy-house  out  with- 


3  The  great  feliow  gives  the  fall  for  a  dueat,^Sce  As  you  like  it,  A.  I.  8. «. 

♦  Three  pottUs  of  Jlicant. ^Thlsw\ne  appears  to  have  been  a  favourite  liquor  at  the  time  Dekkar 
wrote.  BlooDt,  io  his  Qlossogi aphioy  says,  ft  is  called  from  *'  Alicante,  the  chiefest  town  of  Marcia  iii 
»paio,  where  great  store  of  mulberries  grow,  the  iuicc  whereof  makes  the  true  AUcant  wine." 

s  Jigmakers^h  «•  ballad-makers,    dee  Mote  ''  to  Edsoard  IL 
VOL.  I.  3  U 
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tYi  (hef^  ten  days,  let  my  nose  be  as  bi^  as  an  | 
"  '   '  '"         ni  follow  your  lordship,  I 


[Exeunt. 


English  bag-puddiri^. 
hougli  it  b€  to  the  place  aforenamed. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Fusttgo,  in  tome  font mtic  tea  tuit,  at  one 
DooTy  a  Porter  meett  him  at  another, 

Tutt.  How  now,  porter,  will  she  come? 

Porter.  If  I  may  trust  a  woman,  sir,  she  will 
come. 

Fust,  There's  for  thy  pains ;  God-a-mercy,  if 
ever  I  stand  in  need  of  fl  wench  that  will  come 
with  a  wet  finger,  porter,  thou  shalt  earn  my 
money  before  any  Ciarissimo  in  Milan ;  yet  so, 
God  sa'  me,  she's  mine  own  sister,  bocjy  and 
soul,  as  I  am  a  Christian  gentleman.  Farewell, 
111  ponder  till  she  come:  thou  hast  been  no 
baivd  in  fetching  this  woman,  1  assure  thee. 

Porter.  No  matter  jf  I  had,  sir;  better  men 
than  porters  are  bawds. 

Futt.  O  God,  sir,  many  that  have  borne  offi- 
ces.— But,  porter,  art  sure  thou  went*st  into  a 
true  house  ? 

Porter.  I  think  fo,  for  I  met  with  no  thieves. 

Futt.  Nay,  but  arc  sure  it  was  my  sister  Viola? 

Porter.  I  am  sure,  by  all  superscriptions,  it 
was  the  party  you  cyphered. 

Fvtt.  Not  very  tall  ? 

Porter^  Nor  .very  low,  a  middling  woman. 

Fust.  'Twas  she,  faith,  'twas  she;  a  pretty 
plump  cheek,  like  mine. 

Porter.  At  a  blush,  a  little  very  much  like  yoa. 

Fust.  Godso,  I  would  not  for  a  ducat  she  had 
kicked  up  her  heels,  for  I  ha'  spent  an  abomina- 
tion this  voyage;  marry,  I  did  it  amongst  sailors 
and  gentlemen. — There's  a  little  modicum  more, 
porter,  for  making  thee  stay:  farewell,  honest 
porter. 

Porter.  I  am  in  your  debt,  sir;  God  preperve 
you.  [Exit. 

Fiitt.  Not  so  neither,  good  porter :  Godslid ! 
yonder  she  comes. 

Enter  Viola. 

Sister  Viola,  I  am  glud  to  see  ^ron  stirring ;  'tift 
news  to  have  me  here,  is't  not,  sister  ? 

Viofa.  Yes,  trust  roe ;  I  wondered  who  should 
be  so  l)oId  to  send  for  me.  Vou  are  welcome  t6 
Milan,  brother. 

Ftitt.  Troth,  sister,  I  lieard  you  were  married 
'  to  a  xery  rich  chu^  and  I  was  very  sorry  for  it^ 


that  I  had  no  better  clothes,  and  that  made  mc 
send  ;  for,  you  know,  we  Milaners  love  to  stmt 
upon  Spanish  leather.  And  how  does  all  oor 
friends  r 

Vioia.  Very  well;  you  ha'  travelled  eooi^ 
now,  I  trow,  to  sow  your  wild  oats. 

kr  Fust,  A  pox  on  'em ;  wild  oats !  I  ha'  not  an 
oat  to  throw  at  a  horse.  Troth,  sbter,  I  ba'  soweri 
ray  oats,  and  reaped  two  hundred  ducats,  if  I  had 
'em  here.  Marry,  I  must  entreat  you  to  lend  noe 
some  tfiirty  or  forty,  till  the  ship  come ;  by  diis 
hand,  ni  discbarge  at  my  day,  by  this  haoa. 

Viola.  These  are  your  old  oaths. 

Fust.  Why,  sister,  do  you  think  111  forswear 
my  hand  ? 

Viola,  Well,  well,  you  shall  have  them.  Put 
yourself  into  better  fashion,  because  I  most  em- 
ploy you  in  a  serious  matter. 

Fust.  I'll  sweat  like  a  horse,  if  I  like  the  mat- 
ter. 

Viola.  You  ha'  cast  off  all  your  old  swaggering 
humours  ? 

Fust.  I  had  not  sailed  a  league  in  that  great 
fishjipond  (the  sea)  but  I  cast  up  my  very  gall. 

riola,  I  am  the  more  sorry,  for  I  must  em- 
ploy a  true  swaggerer. 

Fust.  Nay,  by  this  iron,  sister,  they  shall  find 
I  am  powder  and  touch-box,  if  they  put  fire  ODce 
into  me. 

Viola.  Then  lend  me  your  ears. 

Fust.  Mine  ears  are  your's,  dear  sister. 

Viola^  I  am  married  to  a  man  that  has  wealth 
enough,  and  wit  enough. 

Fust.  A  linen  draper,  I  was  told,  sister. 

Viola.  Very  true,  a  g^ve  citizen ;  I  want  no- 
thing that  a  wife  can  wish  from  a  husband ;  bot 
here's  the  spite,  he  has  not  all  things  belonging  to 
a  man. 

Fust.  God's  my  life,  he's  a  very  ^  mandrake ; 
or  else  (God  bless  us)  one  o'  these  whiblins,  and 
that's  worse ;  and  then  all  the  children  that  be 
gets  lawfully  of  yoqr  body,  uster,  are  bastards  by 
a  statute. 

Viola.  0,  you  run  over  me  too  fast,  brother. 
I  have  heard  it  often  said,  that  he  who  cannot 
,be  angry  is  no  man.  I  am  sure  my  hosbaud  is  a 
man  ^  in  print  for  all  things  else,  save  only  in  this, 
no  tempest  can  move  him. 

Fust.  'Slid,  would  he  had  been  at  sea  widi  ns, 
he  should  ha'  been  moved  and  moved  again;  for 
I'll  be  sworn,  la,  our  drunken  ship  reel'd  like,  a 
Dutchman. 


^  Mandrake.'^**  A  plant  bearing  yellow  round  apples ;  the  root  of  it  is  great  and  white  like  a  radbh 
root,  and  is  divided  into  two  or  more  parts,  growing  sometimes  like  the  legs  of  a  man."  'Blovat^s  G2ii»- 
aographia. 

See  Atr  Ple^ens's  Note  on  the  Second  Part  of  Henrp  IV.  A.  3.  S.  8. 
•  7  In  print. ^  I  xactly,  perfectly.   So,  In  Lavgh  and  lie  dnwne^  or  the  World's  FoU^,  1605.  Sign.  D.  S  :— 
**  Mis  looks  were  fo  demiilr,  }kn  words  were  so  in  prints  bis  graces  so  in  order,  and  his  conceits  so  ia 
tone,*' Ac. 

See  also  the  Ndtia  of  IAt  Stecveos  and  Air  tyrwbitt  on  loves  Labour  Lost,  p.  4l9,  edit.  1778. 
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Viola,  No  loss  of  goo^  can  increase  in  bim  a 
wrinkle ;  no  crabbed  language  make  his  coimte- 
luuice  sour ;  the  stubbornness  of  no  senrant  shake 
him ;  he  has  no  more  gall  in  him  than  a  dove,  no 
move  sting  than  an  ant ;  musician  will  be  never 
be,  (yet  I  find  much  music  in  htm,)  but  he  loves 
no  frets  ;  and  is  so  free  from  anger,  that  m&ny 
times  I  am  ready  to  bite  off  my  tongue,  because 
it  wants  that  virtue  which  all  women's  tongues 
have,  to  anger  their  husbands :  brother,  mine  can 
by  no  thunder  turn  him  into  a  sharpness. 

Fust,  Belike  his  blood,  sister,  b  well  brew'd 
then. 

Viola,  I  protest  to  thee,  Fusdgo,  I  love  him 
most  affectiouately ;  but  I  know  not — I  ha'  such 
a  tickling  within  roe — such  a  strange  longing; 
nay,  verily,  I  do  long. 

Fust.lhen  you're  witb child, sister,  b^  all  signs 
and  tokens ;  nay,  I  am  partly  a  physician,  and 

Sartly  something  else.  [  ha'  read  *  Albertua 
lagnus,  afid  Aristotle's  problems. 

Ftb/a.  You're  wide  a'the  bow-hand  still,  brother; 
roy  longings  are  not  wanton,  but  waywanr)  :■  I  long 
to  have  my  patient  husband  eat  up  a  whole  por- 
capine,  to  the  intent  the  bristling  quills  may  stick 
about  his  lips  like  a  Flemish  mustachio,  and  be 
shot  at  me ;  I  shall  be  leaner  than  the  new  moon,' 
unless  I  can  make  him  horn-mad. 

Fust,  'Sfoot,  half  a  quarter  of  an  hour  does 
that :  make  him  a  cuckold. 

Viola.  -Fob,  be  would  count  such  a  cut  oo  un- 
kindness. 

Fust.  The  honester  citizen  be.  Then  '  make 
him  drunk,  and  cut  off  his  beard. 

Viola.  Fie,  fie ;  idle,  idle ;  he's  no  Frenchman, 
to  fret  at  the  loss  of  a  little '°  scal'd  hair.  No, 
brother,  thusit  shall  be ;  yon  must  be  secret; 

Fust.  As  vour  midwife,  I  protest,  sister,  or  a 
borbeT'eiHIgeon. 


Viola,  itepair  to  the  Tortoise  here  in  St  Ciiris- 
topher's  street,  I  will  sepd  yqu  mpnev;  turn 
yourself  into  a  brave  man :  instead  of  the  arms 
of  your  snstressy  let  .your  sword  and  ypur  mili« 
tary  scarf  bang  about  your  neck. 

Fust,  1  must. have  a  great. horseman's  tFr^nch 
feather  too,  sister. 

Viola.  O,  by  any  means,,  to  shew  your  light 
head,  else  your  hat  will  sit  like  a  coxcomb ;  to  be 
brief,  you  must  he  in  all  points  a  most  teirihle 
wide  mouth'd  swaggerer. 

Fust.  Nay,  for  swaggering  points  let  me  alone. 

Viola.  Resort  then  to  pur  shop,  and  (in  my 
husband's  presence)  kiss  fne,  snatch  rings,  jewels, 
or  any  thing,  so  you  give  it  back  again,  Mother, 
in  secret. 

Fust,  By  this  hand,  sister. 

Viola.  Swear  as  if  you  came  but  new  from 
knighting. 

Fust.  Nay,  Til  swear  after  400  a  year. 

Vtpla.  Swagger  worse,  tha^  a  lieutenant  among 
fresh-water  soldiers;  call  me  your  love,  your 
ingle,  your  cousin,  or  so ;  but  sister,  ,^t  no  hand. 

Fust.  No,  no,  it  shall  be  cousin,  or  rather  cuz ; 
that's  the  gulling  word  between  the  citizens'  wives 
and  their  old  dames  that  man  'em  to  the  garden ; 
to  call  you  one  o'mine"  aunts,  sister,  were  as 
good  as  call  you  errant  whore ;  no,  no,  let  me 
alone  to  couzen  you  rarely. 

Viola,  He  has  heard  I  have  a  brother,  but  ne- 
ver saw  him,,  therefore  put  on  a  good  face. 

Fust.  The  best  in  Milan,!  warrant 

Viola.  Take  up  wares,  but  pay  nothing ;  rifle 
my  bosom,  roy  pocket,  my  purse,  the  l>oxes  for 
money  to  dice  withal;  but, ^, brother, ^oU  must 
give  all  back  again  in  secret. 

Fust.  By  this  welkin  that  here  roars,  I  will,  or 
else  let  me  never  kpow  what  a  secifet  is.  Why, 
sister,  do  you  think  I'll  '^  coney-catch  ^ou  when 


*  JHertus  M^gnm. —  i.  e.  de.8ecretis  Mttlierum.    8. 

9  Make  him  drunk,  and  cut  •ffhis  k€ard.^To  cot  off  the  hair  of  any  person  was,  in  onrjiutbor^s  time,  a 
mark  of  disgrace,  and  esteemed  a  very  great  Midignity.  From  the  following  passage  in  a  Pamphlet,  cal- 
led *'  The  admirable  deliverance  of  iQ6  Christiaiis,  by  John  Aeynard,  Knglljibniao,  from  the  captivity 
"  of  the  Turkes,  who  had  been  Gally-slaves  many  years  in  Alexandria,  leOS."  Sign.  B.  2.  it  seems  to 
have  been  a  practice  made  use  by  the  Turks,  towards  their  prisoners,  **  hither  were  these  Christians 
brought  {  the  first  villany  and  indignitle  that  was  done  nntothem,  was  the  shaving  off  att  the  hayre  both 
oj  heade  and  beard,  thtreby  to  rob  them  of  those  omamenU  which  all  Christiams  make  much  of,  becaute  they  best 
become  them," 

*^  Sealed  hair.-^.  e.  scattered,  or  dispersed  hair.  Mr  Lamhe,  in  his  Notes  osi  FUddfn  Field,  observes, 
that  the  word  scale  is  used  in  the  North  in  the  above-mentioned  sense.  See  also  Mr  8teevens*s  Aote  on 
Coriofafittff. 

"  Aunis.'^Aunt  was  a  cant  word  for  a  woman  of  no  virtne,  generaUv  for  a  bawd.  So,  in  Dekker*s 
Bel-^man^s  Nigkt-wdkes,  Sign.  G  :  <'  Be  not  so  gold,  be  not  so  dull  hi  understanding  t  do  thou  but  follow 
aloofe  those  two  tame  pigeons,  and  thou  sbalt  find,  that  her  new  uncle  lies  by  it  all  that -nights  to  ^ke 
kit  kins* woman  one  of  mine  aanto."  ^ee  also  Mr.  Steeveos^s  ^  ote  on  Winter\  Tale,  A.  4.  S.  8. 

"*  Coneyrcatch.'^Con^f'Catch  is  to  cheat  or  defraud.  So,  a  coney-<alcher  was  the  common  name  of  a 
,cAmI  or  sharper.  Jn.  Blunt  Master  Qvnstable,  IQOii,  A.  4.  Cnrvetto  says :  **  Felony  ?  you  conycatchfng 
slavey"  To  which  Frisco  replies :  '*  Coney-catchmg  will, bear  an  action.  VUcpm/'catch  yon  for  this." 
Robert  Green,  who,  Dr  Johnson  observes,,  wa^  one  onhe  first  amopgst.us  who  made  a.  tri^de  of  writing 
Pamphlets,  ptibli^hed  sevefal  dcscribmg;  the  diff^^rcnt.  modes  of  cheating  or  cony-co^pAtng,  used  in  his 
time. 
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yoa  are  my  counn  ?  God's  my  ]ife>  then  I  were  ' 
a  stark  JAss.  l^lf  1  fret  not  bis  guts,  '^  heg  me  for 
a  fool.  \ 

Viola,  Be  circumspect,  and  do  so  then.    Fare- 
well. 
Futt  The  Tortoise,  sister  f  III  stay  there ;  forty 
ducats.  [Exit. 

Viola,  Thither  FU  send:  this  law  can  none 
deny ; 
Women  must  have  their  longings,  or  they  die. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  in. 

Gaspako  the  Duke^  Doctor  Benedict,  two  Ser-, 
vantt. 

Duke,  Give  charge  that  none  do  enter,  lock  the 
doors; 
And,  fellows,  what  your  eyes  and  ears  receive. 
Upon  your  lives  trust  not  the  gadding  air 
To  carry  the  least  part  of  it. — ^I'he  glass,  the  boor 
glass. 

Doet.  Here,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Ah,  'tis  near  spent 
But,  doctor  Benedict,  does  your  art  speak  truth? 
Art  sure  the  soporiferous  stream  will  ebb, 
And  leave  the  crystal  banks  of  her  white  body 
Pure  as  they  were  at  first,  just  at  the  hour? 

Doct.  Just  at  the  hour,  my  lord. 

Duke,  Uncurtain  her. 
Softly,  sweet  doctor.    What  a  coldish  heat 
Spreads  over  all  her  body ! 

Doct,  The  vital  spirits,  that  by  a  sleepy  charm 
Were  bound  up  fast,  and  threw  an  icy  rost 
On  her  exterior  parts,  now  'gin  to  break ; 
Trouble  her  not,  my  lord. 

Duke,  Some  stools.    You  called 
For  music,  did  you  not  ?  oh,  ho,  it  speaks, 
It  speaks.    Watch,  sirs,  her  waking,  note  tltose 

sands. 
Doctor,  sit  down :  a  dnkedom  that  should  weigh 

mine 
O^fn  down  twice,  being  put  into  one  scale, 
And  that  fond  desperate  boy  Hipolito 
ISIiiking  the  weight  up,  should  hot  (at  my  hands) 
Buy  her  i*  the  t'other,  were  her  state  more  light 
Than  her's  who  makes  a  dowry  up  viith  alms. 
Doctor,  ril  starve  her  on  the  Appenine, 
Ere  lie  shall  marry  her.    I  must  confess, 
Hipolito  is  nobly  born  :  A  man, 
Did  not  mine  enemies  blood  boil  in  his  veins, 
Whom  I  would  court  to  be  my  son-in-law ; 


But  princes,  whose  high  spleens  for  empire  fweU, 
Are  not  with  easy  art  made  parallel. 

2  iSfT.  She  wakes,  my  lord ! 

Duke,  Look,  Doctor  Benedict. 
I  charge  you,  on  your  lives,  raaiMain  for  Cmth 
Whate'er  the  Doctor  or  myself  aver ; 
For  you  shall  bear  her  hence  to  Berpuno. 

Inf,  Oh  God,  what  fearful  dreams  ! 

Lady.  Ladv. 

la/:  Ha?  ' 

Duke,  Girl ! 
Why,  Infelida !  How  is*t  now  ?  ha,  speak. 

Inf,  Fm  well.— What  makes  this  Doctor  here  ? 
Fm  well. 

Duke,  Thoii  wert  not  so  e*en  now.  Sidcneaa't 
pale  hand 
Laid  hold  on  thee  even  '^  in  the  deadstof  feast- V^' 

And  when  a  cup,  crown*d  with  thy  lover^s  health, 
Had  touch*d  thy  lips,  a  sensible  cold  dew 
Stood  on  thy  cheeks,  as  if  that  death  had  wept 
To  see  such  beauty  alter'd. 

Inf,  I  remember 
I  sat  at  banquet ;  hut  felt  no  snch  change. 

Duke,  Thou  hast  forgot  then  how  a  messenger 
Came  wildly  in,  with  this  unsavory  news^ 
That  he  was  dead.. 

Inf.  What  messenger  ?  who's  dead  ? 

Duke.  Hipolito.    Alack,  wring  not  thy  hands ! 

Inf.  I  saw  no  messenger ;  heard  no  such  news. 

lioct.  Trnst  me  you  did,  sweet  lady. 

Duke,  La*  you  now. 

9  Ser,  Yes,  indeed,  madam. 

Duke,  La'  you  now  'tis  well,  God  knows. 

Inf.  You  have  slain  him,  and  now  you'il  mur- 
der me. 

Duke,  Good  Infelicia,  vex  not  thus  thyself; 
Of  this  the  bad  report  before  did  strike 
So  coldly  to  thy  heart,,  that  the  swift  currents 
Of  life  were  all  frosen  up— 

In/,  It  is  untrue, 
Tis  most  untrue.    O  most  unnatural  father  I 

Duke,  And  we  had  much  ado^  by  art's  best 
cunning, 
To  fetch  life  back  a^in. 

Doct,  Most  certain,  lady. 

Duke.  Why  la*  you  now ;  yoall  not  believe  ine. 
Friends, 
Sweat  we  not  all  ?  bad  we  not  much  to  do  ? 

9  Ser,  Yes  indeed,  my  lord,  much. 

Duke.  Death  drew  such  fearful  pictures  in  thy 
face. 


'3  Beg  m§for  afooL^SW  William  Blackstone,  in  his  CommmtarUs,  vol.  f.  p.  SOS,  says  :  <<  By  the  old 
cororaon  law  there  to  a  writ  de  idiota  inquirendo^  to  enquire  wh#ber  a  man  be  an  idtot  or  oot :  which 
must  be  tried  by  a  jury  of  twelve  men ;  and,  if  they  find  blm  punu  idiota^  the  profits  of  his  lands,  and 
the  custody  of  bis  person,  may  be  granted  by  tbe  king  to  some  sufctiect  who  has  interest  enough  to  obtahi 
tbeiD."  And  he  observes,  that  this  power,  thnogh  of  late  very  rarely  exerted,  is  still  alluded  to  la  com- 
mon speech  by  that  usual  enpression  of  hegging  a  man  for  a  fool. 

»*  In  the,  deadMf  offtaiting^  I.  e.  in  the  midit;  taken  froffl  the  vulgar  eypresiioD  conceniliig  night,  say- 
ing in  <A€  dead  o/nt^Ar,  for  the  middle  of  it    S.  F. 
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That,  were  Hipolito  alive  MMfi» 
*'  I'd  kiieel  and  woo  the  noble  |;entleinan 
To  be  thy  husband.    Now  I  sore  repent 
Mj  sharpness  to  him,  and  his  family. 
Nay,  do  not  weep  for  him :  we  all  must  die. 
Doctor,  this  place  where  she  so  oft  hath  seen 
His  lively  presence,  haunts  her :  does  it  not? 
Doct  Doubtless,  my  lord,  it  does. 
Duke,  It  does,  it  does. 
Therefore,  sweet  girl,  thou  shalt  to  Bergamo. 
I  Inf.  Even  where  you  will :  in  any  place  there's 
L^         woe. 

J)uke.  A  coach  is  ready ;  Bergamo  doth  stand 
In  a  most  wholsome  air;  sweet  walks;  there's 

deer. 
Aye,  thou  shall  hunt  and  send  us  renison. 
Which,  like  some  goddess  in  the  Cyprian  groves. 
Thine  own  fair  hand  shall  strike.— Sirs,  you  shall 

teach  her 
To  stand,  and  how  to  shoot :  aye,  she  shall  hunt 
Cast  off  this  sorrow.    In,  girl,  and  prepare 
This  night  to  ride  away  to  Bergamo. 

Inf,  O  roost  unhappy  maid !  [Exit, 

jiuke.  Follow  it  close* 
No  words  that  she  was  buried,  on  your  lives, 
Or  that  her  ghost  walks  now  after  she  is  dead ; 
I'll  hang  you  if  you  name  a'  funeral. 

1  Ser.  I'll  speak  Greek,  my  lord,  ere  I  speak 

that  deadly  word. 
S  8er,  And  1*11  speak  Welch,  which  is  harder 
than  Greek.  \  Exeunt, 

Duke.  Away,  look  to  her. — Doctor  benedict, 
Did  you  observe  how  her  complexion  altered 
Upon   his  name  and  death?  01  would  'twere 
true! 
Doct.  It  may,  my  lord. 
Duke.  May !  How  ?  I  wish  his  death. 
Doct.  And  you  may  have  your  wish :  say  but 
the  word, 
And  'tis  a  strong  spell  to  rip  up  his  grave. 
I  have  good  knowledge  with  Hipolito : 
lie  calls  me  friend ;  I'll  creep  into  his  bosom. 
And  stiug  him  there  to  death :  poison  can  du't. 
Duke.  Perform  it ;  1*11  create  thee  half  mine 

heir. 
Doct,  It  shall  be  done,  although  the  fact  be 
foul. 


Dafte.  Greatness  hides  nn;  the  gdlt  noon  my 
soul  [Kxeuni. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Castrucbio,  Pioratto,  and  Fluello. 

Cast.  Siguier  Pioratto,  signior  Fluello,  shall's 
be  merry  ?  shall's  play  the  wag  now  ? 

Fluel.  Aye,  any  thmg  that  may  beget  the  child 
of  laughter. 

Cast.  Troth,  I  have  a  prettjr  sportive  conceit 
new  crept  into  my  brain,  will  move  excellent 
mirth. 

Pior.  Let's  ha't,  le^s  ha*t ;  and  where  shall  the 
scene  of  mirth  lie  ? 

Cast.  At  signior  Candido's  house,  the  patient 
man ;  nay,  the  monstrous  patient  man.  They  sav 
his  blood  is  immoveable;  that  he  has  taken  all 
patience  from  a  man,  and  all  constancy  from  a 
woman. 

Fluel.  That  makes  so  many  whores  now-adays.. 

Cast.  Aye,  and  so  many  knaves  too. 

Phr,  Well,  sir. 

Cast.  To  conclude;  the  report  goes,  he's  so 
mild,  so  afiable,  so  suffering,  that  nothing  indeed 
can  move  him.  Now,  do  but  think  what  sport 
it  will  be  to  make  this  fellow  (the  mirror  of  pa- 
tience) as  angry,  as  vext,  and  as  mad  as  an  Eng- 
lish cuckold. 

FlueL  O !  'twere  admirable  mirth,  tluit :  but 
how  will't  be  done,  signior  ?      ' 

Cast,  Let  me  alone ;  1  have  a  trick,  a  conceit, 
a  thing,  a  device  will  sting  hitn,  'faith,  if  he  have 
but  a  thimbleful  of  blood  in  his  belly,  or  a  spleen 
not  so  big  as  '^  a  tavern  token. 

Pior.  Thou  stir  him!  thou  move  him!  thou 
anger  him !  Alas !  I  know  his  approved  temper. 
''Thou  vex  him !  why  he  has  a  patience  above. \ 
man's  injuries;  thou  may'st  sooner  raise  a  spleen  l 
in  an  angel  than  rough  humour  in  him.  Wbn 
I'll  give  you  instance  for  it:  this  wonderfully 
tempered  signior  Candido  upon  a  time  invited 
home  to  his  house  certain  Neapolitan  lords,  of 
curious  taste,  and  no  mean  palates,  *'  conjuring 
his  wife  of  all  loves,  to  prepare  cheer  fitting  for 
such  honourable  trenchermen.  She  (just  of  a 
woman's  nature,  covetous  to  try  the  uttermost  of 


>'  rd  JbiceL— All  the  editions  read  Ftt  kneel 

■7  J  taoem  token. — Daring  the  reigo  of  Que^n  Elizabeth,  and  from  thenceforward  to  that  of  Charles  ■ 
the  Second,  very  little  brass  or  copper-money  was  coined  by  authority.  For  the  convenience  of  trade, 
vIctaallerB  and  other  tradesmen,  wliboat  any  restriction,  were  therefore  permitted  to  coin  small  money, 
or  tokens  as  they  were  railed,  which  were  used  for  change.  These  tokens  were  very  small  pieces,  and 
probably  at  flrrt  coined  chiefly  by  tavern-keepers  i  from  whence  the  expression  a  tavern  token  might 
have  been  originally  derived.  Amongst  other  cant  phrases  to  describe  draokenness,  it  appears  fi^m 
Philocothonitta,  1635,  p.  60.  that  to  swallow  a  tavern  token  was  one.  8o  c;ob,  in  Evenf  Man  in  hii  Hw- 
fiiotcr,  A.  1.  8.  4.  says,  in  answer  to  Master  Matthew*s  question :  *'  Was  he  dniuk  ?**  **  Drank,  sir  ?  yon 
hear  not  me  say  so.  I'erbaps  he  swallowed  a  tavem  token^  or  some  inch  device,  sir,  I  have  nothing  to 
do  withal." 

f  >  Conjuring  his  wife  of  all  loves^See  Kete  05  to  Qammsr  Gurt9n$  Needle,  p.  1901 
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,  and -dunking  mtlitltoi^fhe  Mart  of 
.lib  humour)  willinglj  neglected  the  preparation, 
and  became  unfurnish'd  not  onlj  otdmnty,  but 
of  ordinary  dishes.  He  (aceorduie  to  the  mild- 
neas  of  his  breast)  entertained  the  lords,  and  with 
.coartfy  discoarae  begoUcd  the  time,  as  niueh  as  a 
jtitizen  might  da  To  oondade;  th^  werehuiigrj 
lords.  For  there  came  no  meat  in ;  their  stomacN 
Arere  plainlj  giilfd,  and  their  teeth  deluded,  and 
(if  anger  could  have  seized  a  man^  there  was 
flatter  enough,  Yaith,  to  vex  any  citizen  in  the 
world,  if  he  were  not  too  much  made  a  fool  by 
lib  wife. 

FlueL  Aye,ni  swear  for't:  'sfi»ol,hadttbeen  niy 
case,  I  should  ha'  played  mad  tricks  with  my 
.wife  and  family;  first,  I  would  ha'  spitted  the 
jneo,  stewed  the  maids,  and  baked  the  mistress, 
and  so  served  them  in. 

Fior.  Why,  'twould  ha'  tempered  any  blood 
but  his; 
And  thou  to  rex  him ;  thoo  to  anger  him 
"With  some  poor  shallow  jest ! 

Catt,  Sl>{ood,  signior  Pioratto  (you  that  dis- 
^jaraga  mv  [conceit)  1*11  wage  a  hundred  ducats 
upeci  the  h^  oo't,  that  it  mores,  frets  him,  and 
^Is  hioL 

Pior.  Done:  'tb  a  lay;  '*  join  golls  on't. 
Witness  signior  Flaello. 

Cmt.  Witness :  'tb  done. 
.Come  follow  me  '•  the  house  is  not  far  ofE 
Til  thrust  him  from  hb  humour,  rex  his  breast,^ 
And  win  an  hundred  ducats  by  one  jest. 

[Extunt, 

SCENE  V. 

Xnter  Camdido's  Wife,  Geoboe,  and  two'Pren^ 
iicet  in  the  Shop. 

Wife.  Come  you,  put  up  your  wares  in  good 
crder  here :  do  you  not  think,  you,  one  pieoe  cast 
this  way,  another  that  way,  you  had  need  have  a 
<|«tient  master  indeed  ? 

Geo.  Aye,  111  be  sworn,  for  we  have  a  curst 
mistress. 

Wife.  You  mumble !  Do  you  mumble  ?  I  would 
-your  master  or  I  could  be  a  note  more  angry : 
'.for  two  patient  folks  in  a  house  spoil  all  the  ser- 
vants that  ever  shall  come  under  them. 

1  'Prentice.  You  patient!  aye,  so  is  the  devil 
when  he  b  bonwaad. 

Enter  CAsraucHio,  Flueixo,  and  Pioeatto. 

Ail  three.  Gentlemen,  what  do  you  lack  ?  what 
is't  yon  buy?  See  fine  bollands,  fine  cambricks, 
'finelawns. 

Geo.  What  b't  voo  lack  ? 

S  'Prentice.  What  is't  you  buy? 

Ca$t.  Where's  ngnior  Candido,  thy  master  ? 


Geo.  Faith,  signior,  h^a  a  Htile 
he'll  appear  ipreaently. 

Cast.  FqUow,  let's  see  a  lawn,  a  choioe  one, 
sirrah. 

Gao.  The  best  in  all  Milan,  gpodeman,  and  chb 
b  the  piece.  I  can  fit  you,  icentlemen,  with  tine 
calheoee  too  for  doublets;  the  only  sweet  fMbian 
now,  most  delicate  and  courtly :  a  meek  gentle 
callioo,  cot  upon  two  doable  afiaUe  taflbtaa :  ah, 
most  neal^  feat,  and  ^uaonatchabW. 

MueL  A  notable  volnble^ongned  villain. 

Pior.  I  warrant  this  fellow  was  never  begot 
without  much  prating. 

Ca$t.  What,  and  b  thb she,  say'at  thoo? 

Geo.  Aje,  and  the  purest  she' that  ever  yon 
fingered  sinoe  yon  were  a  geatleman :  look  how 
even  she  is;  look  how  dean  she  b;  ha!  aseven 
as  the  brow  of  Cynthia,  and  as  dean  as  your  tons- 
and-heirs  when  they  ha'  spent  alL 

Cast.  Puh  !  thou  talk's^^Poz  on't,  'ds  rough. 

Geo,  How  !  Is  she  rough?  Bat,  if  you  bid  pox 
on't,  sir,  'twill  take  away  the  rouf^mess  presently. 

Fluel.  Ha,  signior,  has  he  fitted  your  Frandi 
curse? 

Geo.  Look  you,  gentlemen,  here's  another; 
compare . then,  I  pray:  comparm  VirgiUam  emm 
HomerOy  compare  viigins  with  harlots. 

Caf(.  Puh:  I  ha'  seeo-better ;  and  as  you  term 
them,  evener  and  cleaner. 

Geo.  You  may  see  farther  foryoor  miod,.bat 
trust  me  you  shall  not  find  better  for  your  body. 

Enter  Candido. 

Cast.  O !  here  he  comes :  let's  make  as  tiK>Mg)i 
we  pass. 
Come,  come,  we'll  try  in  some  other  shop.       ^ 

Can.  Ifow  now?  what's  the  matter? 

Geo.  The  |entlemen  find  fault  with  this  lawn; 
fall  out  with  It,  and  without  a  cause  too. 

Can.  Without  a  cause ! 
And  that  makes  you  to  let  'em  pass  aw^. 
Ah,  may  I  crave  a  word  with  you,  gentlemen? 

Flutl  HecalUus. 

Cuit.  Makes  the  beUer  for  the  jest. 

Can.  I  pray  come  near.  You're  veiy  welcome, 
gallants; 
Pray  pardon  my  man's  rudeness,  for  I  fear  me 
He's  talk'd  above  a  'prentice  with  yon. — Lawns ! 
Look  you,  kind  gentlemen— this! — no: — Aye, 

thbs 
Take  this,  upon  my  honest-dealing  faith. 
To  be  a  true  weave ;  not  too  hard,  nor  slack. 
But  e'en  as  far  from  falsehood,  as  from  black. 

Cast.  Wdl,  bow  do  you  rate  it  ? 

Can,  Vtrj  conscionably ;  eighteen  shillings  a 
yard. 

Cast.  That's  too  dear.  How  many  yards  does 
the  whole  pieoe  contain,  think  you  ? 


r" 


'^  Join  goUs-^i  e.  bands. 
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dm,  Wby^  9tmm  sefeaCeeo  Turd^  I  tlMil^  or 
thereabouts.  How  much  would  senrg  your  turn,, 
I  pray? 

€ms^  Why,  let  mt  see— wodd  it  were  belter 
too! 

Can,  Tra4b,  'tis  the  best  in  MiUn,  at  few  words. 

Cast,  Weil ;  let  me  have  then — a  whole  pemy- 
worth. 

Can,  Ha,  ha !  you're  a  merry  genUemaQ. 

Cast,  A  penn'orthy  I  say* 

Can.  Ortawo! 

Cmtt,  Of  lawn?  aye,  of  lawn,  a  penn'orth, 
^blood,  do'st  not  hear?  a  whole  peanWh :  are 
you  deaf? 

Con,  Deaf!  no,  sir:  bat  I  must  tell  you, 
Our  wares  do  seldom  meet  such  costoraers. 

Ca$t,  iNa^,  .an  yon  and  your  lawns  be  so 
squeamish,  fare  you  welL 

Can,  Pray  stay ;  a  word,  pray  signior !  for  what 
purpose  is  it,  I  beseeoh  you? 

Ca$t,  *Sblood,  what's  that  to  you?  Ill  ha?e  a 
penn'orth. 

Can,  A  penny-worth !  why  you  shall :  IH  serve 
you  presently. 

2  'Prentiu,  *Sfoot,  a  penny-worth,  mistress  I 

MUtreu,  A  penny-worth  \  call  you  these  gen- 
tlemen? 

Catt.  No,  no;  not  there. 

Can,  What  then,  kind  gentleman  ?  what,  at 
this  comer  here? 

Cait,  No,  nor  there  neither ; 
nr  have  it  just  in  the  middle,  or  else  not 

Can,  Just  in  the  middle  !---ha— 70U  shall  too : 
what. 
Have  you  a  single  penny  ? 

Catt,  Ves,  here's  one. 

Can,  Lend  it  me,  I  pray. 

FlueL  An  excellent  followed  jest 

Wife  What,  will  he  spoil  the  kiwn  now  ? 

Can,  Patience,  good  wife. 

Wife,  Aye,  that  patience  makes  a  fool  of  you. 
Gentlemen,  you  might  ha'  found  some  other  citi- 
zen to  have  made  a  kind  gull  on,  besides  my  hus- 
band. 

Can,  Pray,  nntlemen,  take  her  to  be  a  woman ; 
Do  not  regard  her  language^  O !  kind  soul. 
Such  wor&  will  drive  away  my  customers. 

Wife,  Customers  with  a  murrain !  Call  you 
these  customers  ? 

Can,  Patience,  good  wife. 

Wife.  Pox  o*  jour  patience ! 

Geo,  'Sfoot,  mistress,  I  warrant  these  are  some 
cheating  companions. 

Can.  Look  vou,  gentlemen,  there's  your  ware ; 
I  thank  you,  I  have  your  money  here ;  pray  know 
my  shop,  and  let  me  have  four  ciMtem. 

Wife,  Custom,  quotb-a ! 

Can.  Let  me  take  more  of  your  money. 

Wife.  You  had  need  so. 

Tier.  Hark  in  thine  ear;  thoo'st  lust  an  hun- 
dred ducats. 

Ca$U  Well,  well^  I  know't :  ist  posuble  that 
Homo 


Should  be  noirmaB,iiorwooma?DOt  enoe  nu>v'd; 
No,  not  at  such  aa  injury,  not  at  all  I 
Sttte  he's  a  pigeon,  fiw  m  hafr  no-gidl. 

FlueL  Come,  come^  you're  angry,  though  yov 
smother  it; 
You're  vex'd,  iYaith---confess. 

Can,  Why,  gentlemen, 
Should  yon  conceit  me  to  be  vex'd  or  moved  ) 
He  has  my  ware,  I  have  his  money  foFt; 
And  that's  no  argument  I  am  angry :  no^ 
The  best  logician  cannot  prove  me  so. 

FlueL  Oh  !  but  the  hateful  name  of  a  penny 
worth  of  lawn, 
And  then  cut  out  i'  the  middle  of  the  piece, 
Pah !  I  guess  it  by  myself;  t'would  move  a  lamb^ 
Were  he  a  linennclraper ;  t'would,  i'faith. 
Can.  Well,  give  me  leatve  to  answer  yoo  for 
that; 
W<B're  set  here  to  please  all  customers. 
Their  humours  and  their  fancies— -offiuid  none : 
We  get  by  many,  if  we  lose  by  one. 
May  be  his  mind  stood  to  no  more  than  that ; 
A  penn'orth  serves  him  :  and  'mongst  trades  'ti# 

found. 
Deny  a  penn'orth,  it  may  cross  a  pound. 
Oh  !  he  that  means  to  thrive,  with  patient  eye    j 
Must  please  the  devil,  if  he  come  to  buy.         J 
FlueL  O  wonderous  man,  patient  *hwe  wro^  i 
or  woe! 
How  blest  were  men,  if  women  could  be  so ! 
Can,  And  to  express  how  well  my  breast  is 
pleased. 
And  satisned  in  aJl-^eorge,  fill  a  better. 

[Exit  Georoe. 
Ill  drink  unto  that  gentleman  who  lately  . 
Bestowed  his  money  with  me* 

Wife,  God's  mv  tife. 
We  shall  have  all  our  gains  drunk  out  in  beakers^ 
To  make  amends  for  pennyworths  of  lawow 

Enter  Gzorgb. 

Can.  Here,  wife,  beg^  you  to  the  gentlfmaa 

Wtfe,  I  begin  to  him ! 

Can.  Georsa>  fill  up  again  : 
'Twas  my  fault,  my  hand  shook.    \ExH  Geoack. 

Fior,  How  strangely  this  doth  show ! 
A  patient  man  linked  with  a  waspish  shrew. 

FlueL  A  nlver-and-gjUt  beaker!  I  have  » 
trick  to  work  upon  that  beaker ;  sure  'twill  fret 
him :  it  cannot  choose  but  vex  him.  Signior 
Castruchio,  in  pity  to  thee,  I  have  a  conceit  will 
save  tb;^  hundred  ducats :  'twill  do't^  and  work 
him  to  impatience. 

CaMt,  Sweet  Fluello,  I  should  be^beontiful  to 
that  conceit 

FUteL  Well,  'tis  enoo^ 

Enter  George. 

Can,  Here,  gentlemen,  to  you, 
I  wish  your  custom ;  ypu're  exceeding  welcome: 


5«r- 


THE  HONEST  WHORE. 


[Dbkkar« 


Ca$t,  ^  I  fJedge  joa,  ftignior  Candido— Here 
you,  that  must  receive  au  huudred  ducats. 

Phr,  rii  pledge  tbera  deep,  iYaitb,  Castrachio, 
S^iibr  Fluello. 

Fluel.  Come;  play'toflf:  tome, 
I  am  your  last  man. 

Can.  George,  supply  the  cup. 

FiueL  So,  so,  good  honest  Ueorge !  . 
Here,  Sigiiior  Candido,  all  this  to  you. 

Can.  Oh,  you  must  pardon  me,  [  use  it  not 

FlueL  Will  you  not  pledge  me  then? 

Can,  Yes,  but  not  that : 
Great  love  is  shuwn  in  little. 

FlucL  filurt  on  your  sentences— 'Sfoot,  you 
shall  pledge  me  all. 

Can,  Indeed  I  shall  not. 

FiueL  Not  pledge  me  ?  *SbIood,  I'll  carry  away 
the  beaker  then. 

Can,  Tlie  beaker !  Oh,  that  at  your  pleasure,  sir* 

Fluel,  Now  by  this  drink  [  will. 

Cait.  PJedice  him,  be*ll  do*t  else. 

FlueL  So:  I  ha'  done  you  right "  on  my  thumb 
nail. 
What,  will  you  pledge  me  now  ? 

Can,  You  know  roe,  sir,  I  am  not  of  that  sin. 

FiueL  Why,  then  farewell : 
111  boar  away  the  beaker,  by  this  light 

Can,  That  s  as  you  please,  'tis  very  good. 

FlueL  Nay,  it  doth  please  me ;  and  as  you  say, 
'tis  a  very  good  one :  farewell,  signior  Candido. 

Piar.  Farewell,  Candido. 

Can,  You're  welcome,  gentlemen. 

Cast,  Heart !  not  moved  yet  ? 
I  tliink  his  patience  is  above  our  wit.     ^Exeunt, 


Geo.  I  told  you  be/bre,  mittreai,  the j  were  all 

cheaters. 

Wife,  Why,  fool !  why,  husband !  why,  idmI- 

m  r  I  hope  you  will  not  lee  them  sneak  awajr 

so  with  a  silver-aud-gilt  beaker,  the  bete  in  tfee 

house  too :  go,  fellows,  make  hue  and  cry  after 

them.  « 

Can,  Pray  let  your  tongue  lie  still,  all  will  b» 

well : 
Come  hither,  George,  bye  to  the  constable. 
And  in  calm  order  wish  him  to  attach  them ; 
Make  no  great  stir,  because  they're  gentlemeu. 
And  a  thin^  partly  done  in  merriment : 
Tis  but  a  size  above  a  jest,  thou  knowest ; 
Therefore  pursue  it  mildly.    Go,  begone ; 
The  constable's  hard-by,  bring   hua   along; — 

make  haste  again. 
Wife,  O  you're  a  goodly  patient  woodcock :  are 

you  not  now  ?  [EzU  George. 

See  what  your  patience  comet  to.  Every  one 
saddles  you,  and  rides  you ;  you'll  be  shortly  the 
common  stone-horse  of  Milan  :  a  woman's  well 
holped  up  with  such  a  *^  meacock.  I  had  ratlier 
have  a  husband,  that  would  swaddle  me  thnce  a 
day,  than  such  a  one,  that  will  be  guJKd  twice  in 
half  an  hour.  Oh,  I  could  burn  all  the  wares  ia 
my  shop  for  anger ! 

Can,  Pray  wear  a  peaceful  temper;  be  my 

wife, 
That  is,  be  patient :  for  a  wife  and  husband 
Share  but  one  soul  between  them:  this  being 

known, 
Why  should  not  one  soul  then  agree  in  one  ? 

[Exit. 


^^  I  pUi%tyou^  iignior  CanJ/<fo— The  following  accoont  of  the  forms  prescribed  in  Healtb-driokiag  in 
oar  author*  time,  is  taken  from  **  The  Irish  Hubbub^  or  the  English  Hue  and  Crie"  by  Bamaby  Kich, 
iGiS,  p.  24.  He  cuIIb  it.  The  Rumngljf  Order  of  drinking  BeaUhi  m»ed  by  the  SpcndalU  oj  thit  age,  •'  He 
**  that  beginoes  the  health,  bath  his  prescribed  orders :  first  aocovering  hb  bead,  bee  takes  a  rail  cap  la 
**  his  hand,  and  setting  bb  coootenaoce  with  a  grave  aspect,  hee  craves  for  audience :  silence  bciog  once 
^  obtained,  he  heginnes  to  breath  oat  the  name  peradventure  of  some  honourable  personage,  that  b  wor- 
"  thy  of  a  better  regard,  then  to  have  hb  name  polluted  at  so  onfitting  a  time  amongst  a  company  of 
**  dmakards  :  hut  his  health  b  drunke  to,  and  he  that  pledgeth  must  likewise  off  with  hb  eap,  kisse  h«s 
**  fingers,  and  bowing  himselfe  in  sigoe  of  a  reverent  acceptance ;  when  the  leader  sees  hb  follower  thas 
*<  prepared,  hee  saps  up  his  broath,  tumes  the  bottom  of  the  cup  upward,  and  in  ostentation  of  hb  dea- 
'*  terite,  gives  the  cup  a  phillip  to  make  it  cry  Twango,    And  thus  the  first  scene  is  acted. 

'*  The  cup  being  newly  replenished  to  the  breadth  of  an  haire,  he  that  is  the  pledger  must  now  beginne 
«  hb  part,  and  thus  it  goes  round  throughout  the  whole  company,  provided  alwayes  by  a  canon  set  dowae 
**  by  the  founder,  there  must  he  three  at  the  leaiit  still  uncovered,  till  the  health  hath  bad  the  full  pas- 
<*  sage  :  which  is  no  sooner  ended,  but  another  begins  againe,  and  hee  drUikes  an  heakb  to  hb  Ladg  of 
**  tittle  worthy  or  peradventure  to  bb  lights  hele'd  miatree,** 

^^  Onmy  thumb  niiif.-- See  ^ote  0  to  Oammer  Gurton*9  Needle^  p.  102. 

*^  Mcacock^l,  e.  a  timorous,  dastardly  creature.  See  Taming  of  the  Shrm,  A.  2.  S.  1.  and  Mr  Sleevens'a 
Note  thereon. 

Again,  HalPs  Chronicle,  Uenry  IF,  fol  6 ;  *< — depravynge  apd  railyng  on  Kypge  Ricbarde  as  an  inao- 
''  cent,  a  meacocke,  and  not  worthy  to  beaTe  the  name  of  a  kynge." 

Euphms,  p.  41  :  "  But  hapely  thou  wilt  say,  if  I  refuse  their  curtesie  I  shall  be  accounted  a  meeock^  a 
milksop,  taunted  and  retaunted>  &c." 

Tarlton's  Nem  out  of  Purgatory,  p.  39 :  " — becaose  be  was  a  meaeocke,  and  a  mUksoppe,  not  dariqg  to 
**  draw  bis  sword  to  revenge  her  wrongs.'* 

Churchyard  s  tVorthinet  of  Watee,  p.  39.  edit.  i;76:  «  Let  OS  therefore  give  the  charge,  and  eocet 
"  upon  yonder  effeminate  and  mtycocke  people,*' 
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V^  HaQg  yoar  anTMiMDtt  I— But  if  mj  ^ea- 
ksr  begone— 

SCENE  VI. 

Mnter  Castkuchio,  Flvillo^  Fiokatto^  and 
George. 

Cmm,  Oh !  here  they  come 

Oeo,  The  Constable,  tir,  let'em  come  el9ng 
with  me,  because  there  should  be  no  wondering : 
he  stajrs  at  door. 

Ca$i.  Constable,  Boodman  Abram ! 

FlmL  Now,  sigpiMir  CandidO)  'sblood,  whj  do 
you  attach  us? 

Cmti.  *8heart!  attach  us! 

Can.  Nay,  swear  not,  gallants; 
Your  oaths  may  more  your  soul^  but  not  more, 

roe': 
Yoo  have  a  silver  beaker  of  my  wife's. 

FlueL  You  say  nottrues  *tis  gilt 

Can.  Then  you  say  true. 
And  being  gilt,  the  guilt  lies  more  on  yoo. 

Coil.  I  hope  yourre  not  angry,  sir. 

Cofi.  Then  you  hope  right;  for  I  am  not  angry. 

Pior.  No,  but  a  little  moved. 

Can.  I  moved !  'twas  yon  were  moved^  you 
were  brought  hither. 

Coit.  But  you  (out  of  your  aag^r  and  imp^ 
tienoe) 
Caused  us  to  be  attached. 

Can.  Kay,  you  misplace  it. 
Out  of  ray  4oiet  sufierance  I  did  that. 
And  not  any  wrath.    Had  I  shown  anaer, 
I  should  have  then  pursued  yoo  with  ue  law. 
And  hunted  you  to  shame ;  as  many  worldlinfs 
Do  build  their  uif/tr  upon  feebler  grounds^ 
The  oiore's  the  pity !  Afany  lose  their  Kves 
For  scarce  so  much  coin  as  mil  hide  their  palms; 
Which  is  most  crueL    Those  have  veied  qnrits 
That  porsoe  lives.    In  tins  opinion  rest, 
The  loss  of  millions  could  not  move  my  breast, 

FlueL  Thou  art  a  blest  man,  and  with  peace 
dost  deal; 
•Soch  a  meek  spirit  can  bless  a  commonweal. 

Colt.  Geotlemca,  now  'tis  upoa  eating  time ; 
Prav  part  not  hence,  but  dine  with  me  to-day. 

Cait.  I  never  heard  a  carter  vet  say  nay 
To  such  a  motion.    Ill  not  be  the  first 


Pior.  Nor  I. 
Fluid.  Nor  r. 

Can.  The  constable  shaH  bear  yoti  company ; 
George,  Dall  him  in;  let  the  world  say  what  it 


Nothing  can  drive  me  from  a  pudeat  man. 

[Eaeunt. 

Enter  Roger  with  a  ttod^  cuthion^  looking-glattf 
and*^  rhqfingdisk.  Thete  being  get  down^  he 
pulU  autqfhu  pocket  a  vial  with  white  colour 
in  it ;  and  two  boxch  one  with  whUe^  another 
red  painting  ;  he  placet  all  things  in  order^  and 
a  candle  by  them,  tinging  with  the  ends  of  old 
ballads  as  he  does  it.  At  fast  Bellafront,  as 
he  rubs  his  cheek  with  the  colamrSf  whistles  with' 
in. 

Uofer.  Anon,  forsooth. 

Bel.  What  are  you  playing  the  rogue  aboet? 

Bi^er.  About  yeu»  forsooth  t  I'm  drawing  op 
a  hole  in  your  white  silk  stocking. 

BeL  Is  my  glass  there?  and  my  boxes  of  coo^ 
pmion? 

Roger.  Yes,  forsooth;  your  boxes  of  ooa»- 
plexion  are  here»  I  think ;  yes  'tis  here ;  hcre*s 
your  two  complexions. — And  if  I  had  all  the  four 
complexions^  I  should  ne'er  set  a  good  face  upon't 
Some  men,  I  see,  are  bom  under  hard-favoured 
planets,  as  well  as  women.  Zounds^  I  look  worse 
now  than  I  did  before :  and  it  makes  her  face 
gfister  most  daoniably.  ThereTs  knavery  in  daub- 
ing, I  hold  my  life;  or  else  this  is  only  female 
pomatum. 

Enter  Brllafroht,  not  JuU  ready^  without  a 
gown ;  she  sits  down ;  with  her  bodkin  curk 
her  hair,  then  eohurt  her  tipt. 

BeL  Where's  my  ruff  and  ^  poker,  yoo  block- 
head? 
Roger.  Your  ru£^  yoer  poker»  are  ingend'ring 
together  on  the  cupboard  of  the  court,  or  the  ^ 
court  cup-bocrd. 

BeL  Fetch  'em ;  b  the  box  io  your  hams^  you 

can  go  no  faster  r 
Roger*  Would  the  pox  were  in  your  fin^era^ 
unless  you  could  leave  flinging ;  catch—    [Exit. 
BeL  111  catch  you,  you  do^  by  and  by :  do  you 
^  iShe  sings* 


**  Chtfing-dith. — To  heat  the  pokfng-lron. 

*^  Pofor— This  imtrument,  of  which  mention  to  frequeatly  made  in  contemporary  writers,  to  some* 
Ihnes  called  poting  eUdt^  and  at  others  a  poking  stick.  It  was  med  to  almost  the  plaiti  of  ruA,  which 
were  then  generally  worn  by  the  ladies.  Stowe  wys,  that  these  poking  sticks  were  made  of  wood  or  bone 
oatil  about  the  IHth  year  of  Queen  KUxabeth,  when  they  began  to  be  made  of  steel.  In  Mr  Steevens's 
Kote  to  fFiHter*i  Tate^  A.  4.  S.  5.  many  examples  are  produced,  to  which  It  to  unnecenary  to  add  more, 
as  darlog  the  coune  of  these  votamcs  sach  fhequent  notice  to  taken  of  the  ruC;  and  thto  its  necesary  ap* 
pendage* 

^'  Cmtrt  tup'bcmrS—k  court  cup-board  warprobably  what  we  call  at  piemnta  8ide>board.  Mr  StpeetapB 
savi,  that  two  of  them  are  still  remaining  in  Stationers-Hall,  and  the&^useis  exactly  described^  as  Mx 
Aichob  observes,  In  the  following  line  from  Chapman^t  May  Day^  1611 : 

**  Court  cupboard*  planted  with  flaggons,  cam|  cufis,  beakers^  &c."  See  9otes  en  jBsiNfe  and  JnUet^  A* 
1*8.5. 
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Cvvid  it  a  fod^  as  naked  at  my  naUf 

rU  whip  hm  with  a  rod^  tfhemy  true  loot  fnl 

Roeer,  There's  your  ruff,  shall  I  poke  it  ? 

BeL  Yes,  honest  Roger:  no,  stay;  pr'ythee 
good  boy,  hold  here. 

Down  dowHf  down,  dowHf  I  fall  down  and  O' 
rite  ;  down^  I  never  thall  arite, 

Roger,  Troth,  madam,  then  leave  off  the  trade, 
if  you  shall  never  rise. 

BeL  What  trade,  goodroan  Abram  ? 

Roger.  Why,  that  of  down  and  arise,  or  the 
falling  trade. 

BeL  111  fall  with  you  by  and  by. 

Roger,  If  you  do,  I  know  who  shall  smart 
for't : 
Troth,  mistress,  what  do  I  look  like  now  ? 

BeL  Like  what  you  are ;  a  panderly  sixpenny 
rascal. 

Rof^er,  1  may  thank  you  for  that :  in  faith  I 
look  like  an  old  Proverb,  Hold  the  candle  before 
the  deviL 

BeL  Ud's  life,  Fll  stick  my  knife  in  your  guts 
and  you  prate  to  me  so  :  What  ?         \Ske  tingt. 

Well  metf  pufy  the  pearl  of  beauty :  umb^  umb, 
How  now,  tir  knave,  you  forget  your  duty, 

utnb,  umb, 
2darry  muff,  tir,  are  you  grown  $o  dainty  ;  fa, 

la,la,SfC. 
It  it  you,  tir  f  the  wortt  of  twenty,  fa,  la,  la, 

leera  la» 

Pox  on  you,  how  dost  thou  hold  my  glass? 

Roger.  Why,  as  I  hold  your  door,  with  my 
fingers. 

BeL  Nay,  pray  thee,  sweet  honey  Roger,  hold 
up  handsomely  :  Sing  Pretty  wantont  warble,  ^c, 
we  shall  ha'  guests  to-day,  Fll  lay  my  little  maid- 
enhead, my  nose  itches  so. 

Roofer,  I  said  so  too  last  night,  when  our  fleas 
twing  d  roe  so, 

BeL  So,  poke  my  ruff  now.      My  gown,  my 
gown!  have  I  my  fall? 
»*  Where's  my  fall,  Roger  ?  [One  knockt. 

Roger.  Your  fall,  forsooth,  is  behind. 


BeL   Gods  my  pittikiiit,'toiiie  fool  or  olber 

knocks. 

Roger,  Shall  I  open  to  the  fool,  mistress? 

BeL  And  all  these  baubles  lying  thus?  Awmf 
with  it  quickly." Aye,  aye,  knock  and  be  damoVl, 
whosoever  you  be. — So;  give  the  fresh  salrooo 
line  now ;  let  him  come  ashore.     He  shall  i 


for  my  breakfast,  though  he  go  against  my  stomtfcb. 
[RoG£A  fetchet  in  Fluello,  Castrucbio,  mnd 

PlORATTO. 

FbteL  Morrow,  ruz. 

Catt,  How  does  my  sweet  acquaintaoce  ? 

Pior,  Save  thee,  little  marmoset ;  how  dost 
thou,  good  pretty  rogue  ? 

BeL  Well,  Godamercy,  prood  pretty  rascal. 

FlueL  Roger,  some  light,  I  pr^jthee. 

Roger,  You  shall,  signior ;  fbr  we  that  live  here 
in  this  vale  of  misery,  are  as  dwk  as  hell. 

[Ejitfor  m  Candlu 

Catt.  Good  tobacco,  Flueltb? 

FlmeL  Smell. 

Enter  Roger, 

Ptor.  It  may  be  tickling  geer :  for  it  pfayt  with 
my  nose  already. 

Rog,  Here's  another  light  angel,  signior. 

Bet  What,  you  pied  curtal,  what's  that  job 
are  a  neighing  r 

Rog,  I  say,  God  send  us  the  light  of  heaveiv 
or  some  more  angels. 

BeL  Go  fetch  some  wine,  and  drink  half  of  it. 

Ro£,  I  must  fetch  some  wine,  gentlemen,  and 
drink  naif  of  it 

VlueL  Here,  Roger! 

Catt,  No,  let  me  send  pr^ythee. 

FlueL  Hold,  you  cankerworro. 

Rog,  You  shall  send  both,  if  yoo  please,  sig- 
niors. 

Pior,  Stay,  what's  best  to  drink  a  mornings? 

Rog,  *'  Ipocras,  sir,  for  my  mistress,  if  I  fefdi 
it,  is  most  dear  to  her. 

FlueL  Ipocraa!  there  then,  here's  a**  testoa 
for  you,  you  snake. 

Rog.  night,  sir ;  here's  three  shtlliDgt  and  six- 
pence for  a  pottle  and  a^  manchet.  [£rtf. 


^  IVhtre't  mj^/oU— From  the  fbllowing  passages  in  the  MtiUcmUent,  A.  5.  8.  3.  tUfdIl  appears  to  have 
been  a  part  of  dress  worn  about  the  neck  as  niA  were,  bat  different  fkxnn  them :  '*  There  if  sach  a  deal 
of  pinning  these  raib,  when  a  fine  clean /a//  is  worth  them  all."  .Again,  **  If  yon  should  chance  to  take 
a  nap  Jo  the  afl^cmoon,  your  falling  hand  requires  no  poking  stick  to  recover  his  form.**  They  seem  to 
have  been  something  like  bands,  but  larger.  It  must,  however,  be  acknowledged,  that  they  might  be  a 
species  of  the  ruff;  for,  in  lAtugh  and  lie  downef  or  the  fVorUTt  Folly,  1605,  it  is  said,  '*  there  sat  with  her 
potiog  sticke,  ttiffeming  a  fall,  and  singing  the  Ballet,  &c.** 

^7  Ipocrat,''-or  Vpocrat.  The  following  receipt  for  making  this  liquor  is  extracted  from  8tnitt*s  Viem 
of  the  Manners,  See.  of  the  Inhabitants  of  England,  Vol.  III.  p.  14.,  where  it  is  copied  from  Arnold's  Ckro* 
nicle  of  London, — The  Crafte  to  make  Ypocras :  "  Take  a  quarte  of  red  wyne,  an  ounce  of  S^-namon,  and 
**  halfe  an  once  (ounce)  of  gynger,  a  quarter  of  an  unnce  of  greyues  and  longe  peper,  and  half  a  poonde  of 
«  soger,  and  brose  all  this,  (not  too  small)  and  then  put  them  In  a  bage  of  wullen  clotb,  made  therefore, 
**  with  the  wine,  and  lete  it  hange  over  a  vessel!  tyll  the  wyne  be  rone  tborowe." 

*•  Teston, — A  coin  worth  about  18d.  sterling. 

^9  Manchet, —or  dm  white  bread.  **  Panis  primarins,  a  G.  michette,  miche.  PaaU  candidior  et  purior, 
«'  hoc  dim.  a  Lat.  iUtca.  q.  d.  Micula.  Skm.'*— JuNius's  Etpnologteon* 
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Catt,  Here's  most  hercalaneiui  tolmcco !  ha' 
iooie,  acquaintance  ? 
}      BeL  Fohy  not  I :  makes  jour  breath  stink,  like 
i  the  piat  of  a  fox. — Acquaintance,  where  supped 
,   you  last  night? 

Ca$t,  At  a  place,  sweet  acquaintance,  where 
jrour  health  ^^  danced  the  canaries  iTaith;  you 
should  ha'  been  there. 

BeL  I  there  among  ]^our  punks?  marry  fah, 
hang  'em :  I  sconi't :  will  you  never  leave  suck- 
ing of  eggs  in  other  folks'  hens'  nests? 

Cut,  Why  ill  good  troth,  if  you'll  trust  me,  ac- 
quaintance, there  was  not  one  hen  at  the  board ; 
ask  Fluollo. 

FiueL  No  faith,  cuz;  none  but  cocks;  Signior 
Malavella  drunk  to  thee. 

BeL  O,  a  pure  beagle ;  that  horse-leach  there  ? 

FlueL  And  the  knight.  Sir  Oliver  Lollio,  swore 
he  would  betow  a  ta&ta  petticoat  on  thee,  but  to 
break  his  fast  with  thee. 

BeL  With  me  !  I'll  choke  him  then;  hang  him 
molecatcher,  it  is  the  dreamingest  snotty-nose. 

Fiar.  Well,  many  took  that  Lollio  for  a  fool, 
but  he*s  a  subtle  fool 


BeL  Aye,  and  he  has  fellows:  ''  of  all  filthy 
dry-fisted  knights,  I  cannot  abide  that  he  should 
touch  me. 

Coit*  Why,  wenchy  is  he  scabbed? 

BeL  Hang  him,  hell  not  live  to  be  so  honest, 
nor  to  the  credit  to  have  scabs  about  him.  His 
betters  have  'cm ;  but  I  hate  to  wear  out  any  of 
his  coarse  knighthood,  because  he's  made  like  an 
alderman's  nightrgown,  faced  all  with  coney  be- 
fore, and  within  nothing  but  fox^  this^^  sweet 
Oliver  will  eat  mutton  till  he  be  ready  to  burst, 
but  the  lean-jawed  slave  will  not  pay  for  the 
scraping  of  his  trencher. 

Fior.  Plague  him ;  set  him  beneath  the  salt ; '' 
and  let  him  not  touch  a  bit,  till  every  one  has  had 
his  full  cut 

FlueL  Lord  Ello,  the  gentleman-usher,  came 
into  us  too :  marry  'twas  in  our  cheese,  for  he 
had  been  to  borrow  money  for  his  lord  of  a  citt-> 
sen. 

Cast,  What  an  ass  is  that  lord  to  borrow  mo* 
ney  of  a  citizen  ? 

BeL  Nay,  God's  my  pity,  what  an  ass  is  that 
citizen  to  lend  money  to  a  lord. 


^  Dmued  the  eanaritt. — The  foUowiog  account  of  this  dance  is  eitracted  from  Sir  John  Hawkim*8  Hi»- 
toru  o/MiaiCt  Vol  IV.  p.  391. :  **  There  occurs,  in  the  Opera  of  Diocletian^  ftet  to  music  by  Purcell,  a 
**  duce  calleid  the  Canaries:  of  this,  and  also  another  Cfdied  Trenchtnon,  it  is  extremely  difficult  to  ren« 
**  der  a  satisfactory  account.    The  first  is  alluded  to  by  Sbakrspeare  in  the  following  passage : 

**  Moth,  Master,  will  you  win  your  love  with  a  French  brawl? 

**  Arm.  How  meanest  thou  ?  brawling  in  French  ? 

**  Moth,  No,  my  compleat  master :  but  to  jlgg  off  a  tune  at  the  tongue's  end,  canary  to  it  with  your  feet, 
**  hoaiour  it  with  turning  up  your  eye-lids,  &c. . 

**  As  to  the  air  itself,  it  appears,  by  the  example  in  the  Opera  of  Diocletian,  to  be  a  very  sprightly 
*'  movement  of  two  reprises,  or  strains,  with  eight  barb  in  each.  The  time  three  quarters  in  a  bar,  the 
**  first  pointed.  That  it  b  of  English  invention,  like  a  country  dance,  may  be  inferred  from  this  circnm- 
**  stance,  that  none  of  the  foreign  names  that  distinguish  one  kind  of  air  from  another,  correspond  in  the 
**  least  with  this.  Mav,  farther,  the  appellation  is  adopted  by  CotipeHn,  a  Frenchman,  who,  among  bis 
*'  lessons,  has  an  air  which  he  entitles  Canarie." 

3'  OfallfiUhf  dry 'fitted  knighU, — A  moist  hand  is  vulgarly  accounted  a  sign  of  an  amorous  constito* 
tioo.    See  the  ^otes  of  Dr  Johnson  and  Mr  Steevens  on  ISiDelfth  Night,  A.  1.  8.  S. 

'^  Thit  tweet  Oliver  will  eat  mutton. — In  Shakespeare's  Jt  you  like  it,  A,  4,  S.  3.  the  down  sings  a  few 
lines  of  a  song,  in  which  the  epithet  tweet  is  joined  to  the  name  Olivet,  Mr  Tyrwhitt  observes,  that  this 
epithet  teems  to  have  been  peculiarly  appropriated  to  Oliver,  for  which  he  was  perhaps  originally  obli- 
ged to  the  old  song,  of  which  only  the  felv  lines  preserved  by  Shakespeare  now  remain. 

33  Stt  him  beneath  the  talt, — This  refers  to  the  manner  in  which  our  ancestors  were  seated  at  their 
meals.  *«  The  tables  being  long,"  says  Mr  Whalley,  Note  to  Cynlhia*t  Revels,  A.  8.  8.  «.  '« the  salt  was 
**  commonly  placed  about  the  middle,  and  served  as  a  kind  of  boundarv  to  the  different  quality  of  the 
^  guests  invited.  Those  of  distinction  were  ranked  above ;  the  space  below  was  assigned  to  the  depen* 
**  dants,  or  inferior  relations  of  the  master  of  the  house.  This  custom  is  yet  preserved  at  the  Lord 
**  Mayor's  and  some  other  public  tables."    It  is  mentioned  in  Massinger's  Unnatural  Combat^  A.  3.  S.  I. ; 


-he  believes  it  is  the 


You  ne*er  presume  to  tit  above  the  MfZt." 


T%e  Citjf  Madamy  by  the  same,  A.  I.  S.  1. : 


-My  proud  lady 


'*  Admits  hi|n  to  her  table,  marry  ever 

'*  Beneath  the  talt;  and  there  he  sits  the  soljec^ 

"  Of  her  contempt  and  scorn.'* 

Dekkar*s  BelUmm^t  Ntght-watket^  Sign.  C. :  «' for  hee  that  had  th^  gn^ite  of  the  Uble  wUh  his 

^  trencher,  paid  no  more  than  hee  that  placed  himselfe  beneath  the  salU** 
t$ee  also  Mr  Whalley *s  Note  on  Cynthia^t  ReveU, 
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Enter  Matrso  and  Hipolito  ;  Hipolito,  laAi- 
ting  the  Company  ai  a  Stranger,  walks  off, 
Roger  come$  in  tadfy  behind  them  with  m 
Fottle'pot,  and  $tand$  aloof  offl 

Math.  Save  700,  gvllftots.  Sigiuor  Fluellq,  ei* 
ceedingly  well  met,  aa  I  may  say. 

FlueL  Sigiiior  Mafheo,  exceedingly  weU  met 
loo,  as  I  may  say. 

Math,  And  how  fares  my  little  pretty  mistress? 

BeL  Even  as  my  little  pretty  servant  sees, 
three  court-dishes  before  her,  and  dot  one  good 
bit  in  them. — How  now  f  why  the  devil  stand'st 
tboti  so  ?  art  in  a  trance  f 

Rog,  Yes,  forsooth. 

Bel  Why  dost  not  fill  oat  their  wine? 

Bog,  Forsooth,  'tis  filled  out  already :  all  the 
wine  that  the  signior  has  bestowed  upon  you  is 
cast  away  pa  porter  ran  a  little  at  me,  and  so 
faced  me  down  that  I  had  not  a  drop. 

BeL  Vm  curst  to  let  such  a  withered  artichoke- 
faced  rascal  grow  under  my  nose :  now  you  look 
like  an  old  he- cat  going  to  the  galWs:  Til  be 
liangcd  if  he  ha'  not  put  up  the  money  to  coney- 
catch  3^  us  all. 

Bog.  No  truly,  forsooth,  'tis  not  put  up  yet 

Bel  How  many  gentlemen  hast  thoa  served 
Au8? 

B<^.  None  but  ^ve  hundred,  besides  appren- 
tices and  serving-men. 

BeL  Dost  think  Til  pocket  it  up  at  thv  hands? 

Bog.  Yes,  forsooth,  1  fear  you  will  po^et  it  up. 

Bel  Fie,  fie,  cut  my  lace,  Kood  servant ;  I  shall 
ha*  the  mother  presently,  I  m  so  veied  at  this 
borse-plumh. 

FlueL  Plague,  not  for  a  scal'd  ^  pottle  of  wine. 

Math.  Nay,  sweet  Bellafront,  for  a  little  pig's 
wash. 

Cast.  Here,  Roger,  fetdi  more;  m  mischance 
i'faith,  acquaintance. 

BeL  Out  of  my  sight,  thou  ungodly  puritanical 
creature ! 

Bog.  For  the  t'other  pottle?  yes»  forsooth. 

[Exit  RoGXR,  and  enier  Hipolito. 

BeL  Spill  that  too;  what  gentleman  is  that|  ser- 
vant? your  friend? 

Math.  Gods  so,  a  stool,  a  stool !  If  you  love 
roe,  mistress,  entertain  this  gentleman  respectful- 
ly, and  bid  him  welcome. 

BeL  He's  very  welcome ;  pray,  sir,  sit. 

Hip.  Thanks,  lady. 

FlueL  Count  Hipolito,  is*t  not  ?  Cry  yoor  mer- 
cy, sigiitor;  you  walk  bere  all  this  while,  and  we 
ni)t  hear  you !  Let  me  bestow  a  stool  upon  you, 
beseech  you ;  you  are  a  stranger  here,  we  know 
the  fa!»hions  o'the  house. 

Cast.  Please  you,  be  here,  my  lord  ?  [Tobaua. 


Eip.  No,  good  Ctstnietio. 

FlueL  Yoo  have  abandoned  the  coot,  I  mc^ 
my  lord,  since  the  death  of  you?  mistre*.  Well, 
she  wm  a  delicate  pieee^Beseech  you  sweeter— 
come,  let  us  serve  under  the  colours  of  yonr  •©• 
qnaintance  still— for  all  that.  Please  yon  to  meet 
here  at  the  lodging  of  my  cni^  I  abaU  bestow  • 
banquet  upon  you. 

Hip.  1  never  can  deserve  diis  ktndoeis,  air. 
What  may  this  lady  be,  whom  yon  call  ca? 

FlueL  Mth,  sir,  a  poor  gentlewoman,  of  nee* 
sing  food  carriage;  one  that  has  some  suits  in  kw, 
and  lies  here  in  an  attorney's  bovte. 

Hip.  Is  she  married  ? 

FkteL  Hah,  as  all  your  punks  are!  aeaptain'W 
wife,  or  so :  I  never  saw  her  before,  my  lord. 

Hip.  Never,  trust  me,— a  goodly  creature. 

FtaeL  By  sad,  when  you  know  her,  as  we  do, 
you'll  swear  she  is  the  prettiest,  kindest,  sweetest, 
most  bewitching,  honest  ape,  under  the  pole.  A 
skin,  your  sattin  is  not  more  soft,  nor  your  lawn 
whiter. 

Hip.  Belike  then,  she's  some  sale  courtezan. 
J  I'/ud/.  Troth,  as  all  your  best  faces  are,  a  good 
^ench. 
^  Hip.  Great  pity  that  she's  a  good  wench. 

Math.  Thou  shalt,  i'faith,  mistress.— How  now,, 
signiors ?  what,  whispering ? did  not Ilay a  wag^ 
I  should  take  you,  within  seven  days,  in  a  boose 
of  vanity  ? 

Hip.  You  did^  and  I  beshrew  your  heart,  yoo 
have  won. 

Math.  How  do  you  like  my  mistre»? 

H^.  Well,  for  such  a  mistress : 
Better,  if  your  mistress  be  not  yoor  master. 
I  must  break  maooefs,  gentlemen;  fare  yoo  vrelL 

Math.  'Sfoot,  yon  shall  not  leave  us. 

BeL  The  gentlemafi  likes  not  the  taste  of  ou^ 
company. 

Omnes.  Beseedi  you,  stinr. 

Hip.  Trust  me^  my  afihirt  beckon  for  me; 
pardon  me. 

Math.  Will  you  call  for  me  half  an  hour  hence 
here? 

Hip.  Perhaps  I  shaU. 

Jllal^  Perhaps !  fab !  I  know  yoo  can  swear 
to  me  yoo  will. 

Hip.  Since  you  will  press  ne^  oa  my  word  I 
will/  [Exit. 

BeL  What  sullen  picture  is  this,  servant! 

Math.  Tis  Count  Hipolito,  the  brave  count. 

Pior.  As  ^lant  a  spuit  as  any  in  Milan,  yon 
sweet  Jew. 

FheL  Oh,  he's  a  most  essential  gentleman,  cot« 

iasi.  Did  von  never  bear  of  Count  Hipohto's 
acquaintance  r 

BeL  Marry,  maS.a*  your  coonts^trnd  there  bf 
'  no  mor^  life  m  'em; 


^  Coii«y-ca«cA— See  Note  19,  p.  585. 


«  5car«fpof<i^o/a^— See  Kote  10.  p.SSS. 
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Matk.  He^s  so  imilooiitent !— Simb,  Bdlsfron- 
ta  and  you  be  bonesi  gallaota,  let's  sop  togetber, 
fuid  beve  the  coont  with  us  t  thou  shaU  sit  at  the 
•upper  end,  punk. 

BeL  PuDk,  you  soused  gumet!  ^ 

Math.  KinfB  truce :  come^  I'll  bestow  the  sup* 
per  to  baTe  bun  but  laugh. 

Cast,  He  betrays  bis  youth  too  grossly  to  that 
tyrant  meUuicboly. 

Math.  Ail  this  for  a  woman  ? 

BeL  A  woman !  some  whore.  What  sweet 
jewel  is't? 

Piar.  Would  she  heard  you. 

FkteL  Troth,  so  would  L 

Ccii.  And  I,  by  bearen, 

BeL  Nay,  good  tenrant,  what  woman } 

Math  Pah. 

BeL  PAthee  tell  roe,  a  buss,  and  tdl  me  t  I 
warrant  be^s  an  honest  (eUow,  if  he  take  on  thus 
for  a  wench :  Good  rogue,  who  ? 

Math,  By  the  lord  I  will  not,  must  not,  f«th, 
mistress :  is't  a  match,  sirs?  this  night,  at  di'  An- 
Cilope ;  aye,  for  there's  best  wine,  and  good,  boys, 

Omnet,  Tis  done,  at  the  Antilope. 

BeL  I  cannot  be  there  to-night 

Math.  Cannot !  by  the  lord,  you  shall. 
,  BeL  Bv  the  lady,  I  will  not:  shall ! 

FlueL  AVhy,  then,  put  it  off  till  Friday:  wo't 
come  tlieii,  cue  ? 

BeL  Well. 

Enter  Roofift. 

Matk  You're  the  waspishest  ape. — Roger,  put 
your  mistress  in  mind  to  sup  with  us  on  Friday 
next :  you'd  best  come  Hke  a  madwoman,  witb* 


ter,i 
Tarkfl 


out  a  band  in  your  wustooat,  ^^  and  die  lininn 
of  your  kirtle  outward,  like  every  common  back« 
ney  that  steals  out  at  the  back  gpiie  of  her  sweet 
knight's  lodging. 

BeL  Go,  go  hang  yourself. 

Cent  It's  dinner-time,  Matheo;  shali's  hence? 

Omnet.  Yes,  yes;  tarewell,  wench.    [Eseunt 

BeL  Farewell,  boys.— Roger,  what  wine  sent 
they  for? 

kog.  Bastard  wine;  ^*  for  if  it  had  been  truly 
begotten,  it  would  not  ha'  been  ashamed  to  come 
in.  Here's  six  shillings  to  pay  for  nursing  the 
bastard. 

BeL  A  company  of  rooks !  O  good,  sweet  Ro« 
run  to  the  poulter^s  and  buy  me  some  fine 
[arks. 

Roi;.  No  woodcocks? 

BeL  Yes,  faidi,  a  couple,  if  they  he  not  dear. 

Hog,  ni  boy  but  one ;  there's  one  already  Here. 

[Etii  Roger. 

Enter  Hipolito. 

Jli^.  Is  the  gentleman,  my  friend,  departed; 
mistress  ? 

BeL  His  back  is  but  new  turned,  sir. 

Hip.  Fare  you  well. 

BeL  I  can  direct  you  to  him. 

Hip.  Can  you,  pray? 

BeL  If  you  please  stay,  hell  not  be  absent 

Hip,  I  care  not  miich. 

BeL  Pray  sit,  forsooth. 

Hip,  I'm  hot. 
If  1  may  use  your  room,  I'd  rather  walk. 

BeL  At  your  best  pleasure. — Whew,— some 
rubbers  there. 


3^  Tom  90H^d  gurnet ! — An  appellation  of  contempt  yery  fireqnently  employed  in  the  old  comedies.  See 
Mr  SteeveoB  8  >o«e  on  the  First  Part  of  Henr^  iV,  A.  4.  8.  S. 

37  Without  m  btmd  fo  jfmur  witfiete^at.^lfram  the  Mlowing  pasiages  It  appears,  that  some  particular  gar» 
peat  like  a  waUteoei  was  formerly  worn  by  tke  coorlexani. 

Tk»  Uumtrimt  Umtmrntf^  by  aeauoioat  and  Fletcher,  Vol.  III.  p.  SOL  edit.  1778  s 

*'  111  pat  her  into  action  for  a  waitteo&t : 

**  And,  when  1  haye  rigg*d  ber  ap  eace,  this  small  pinnace 

*'  Shall  sail  for  gold,  and  good  store  too." 


And,  hi  WU  wUhomt  M9m»%  Vol.  II.  p.  Sddw,  Lace  lays, 

M  Do  you  tUak  you're  here,  sir, 

^  Amoogft  yoar  watMeomtUn^  year  base  weaches 
**  That  serateh  at  sucb  occasioas." 

And,  in  the  bechndng  of  the  Uumorous  LUutentmt^  one  of  the  geotlemeii  ushers  caBs  Mia  a  fMUte^atcer^ 
when  in  a  dif  position  to  apply  to  her  the  teyerest  term  of  reproach. 

^*  Bmtard  w^.-*Barret,  te  h)s  Moearie^  explahis  BaUardt  to  be  mascadell,  sweete  wise.  Fin  dMx, 
leitenr,  meseadeH.  And,  Blooat  say»— '*  Alascadel  Is  a  kind  of  whie,  so  called,  becauM  Ibr  sweetaMS  and 
**  smell  it  resembles  musk.  Thb  wiae  conies  for  the  most  part  firom  the  isle  Creta,  or  Caady  %  for  this 
*«  kUod  (as  imelhM  reportf)  yearly  traaiports  19,1000  bats  of  It.  Others  say  it  takes  name  from  Mooto 
^  Alcino  la  lUly."  Mr  Toilet,  in  a  Note  to  the  First  Part  of  Hmr^  IK  A.  9.  S.  4.,  glyes  the  foUowiag 
extract  from  MalMa  Austtf  ua,  tramlated  by  Markham,  1616,  p.  6S5. :--'«  Sach  wines  ara  called  Mini* 
**  #'*«</)  or  bmtard  wines,  which  (betwixt  the  sweet  and  astringent  ones)  haye  neither  manifest  sweetnei^, 
<*  oer  manifest  astrictloo^  hat  Indeed  participate  and  coq^Ua  in  them  both  aoalitiei.''  See  also  Mr  Stiee* 
fem'klil^te. 
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Hip.  Indeed,  111  ba*  none :  indeed  I  will  not 
Thanks.!    i 
Pretty  fine  lodging.    I  perceive  my  friend 
Is  old  iiiMrour  acquaintance. 

BeL  Troth,  sir,  he  connes 
As  other  gentieoien,  to  spend  spare  hours: 
If  yourself  like  our  roof,  such  as  it  is. 
Your  own  acquaintance  may  be  as  old  as  his. 

Hip.  Say  1  did  like;  what  welcome  should  I 
find? 

Bel  Such  as  my  present  fortunes  can  afibrd. 

Hip.  But  would  you  let  me  play  Matheo's  part? 

BeL  What  part? 

Hip.  Why,  embrace  you ;  dally  with  you ;  kiss. 
Faith,  tell  me;  will  Tou  leave  him  and  love  me? 

BeL  I  am  in  bonds  to  no  man,  sir. 
^  Hip.  Why  then. 

You're  free  fm*  any  man :  if  any,  me. 
But  I  must  tell  you,  lady,  were  vou  mine, 
You  should  bemll  mine.  I  could  brook  no  sharers; 
I  should  be  cOf  etous^  and  sweep  up  all : 
I  should  be  pleasure's  usurer;  mith  I  should. 

PeL  O  fate ! 

Hip.  Why  sigh  you,  lady  ?  may  I  know  ? 

BeL  Thas  never  been  my  fortune  yet  to  single 
Out  that  one  man,  whose  love  could  fellow  mine, 
Asl  have  ever  wished  iL    O  my  stars ! 
Had  I  but  met  with  one  kind  geutleman, 
That  would  have  purchased  sin  alone  to  himself. 
For  his  own  private  use ;  although  scarce  proper, 
Indifferent  handsome,  ipeetly  legg*d  and  thigh'd, 
And  my  allowance  reasonable — i'faith, 
Act^ordnig  to  my  body,  by  my  troth, 
I  would  have  been  as  true  unto  his  pleasures^ 
Yea,  and  as  loyal  to  his  afternoons, 
As  ever  a  poor  gentlewoman  could  be. 

Hip.  This  were  well,  now,  to  one  but  newly 
ficdged, 
And  scarce  a  day  old  in  this  subtle  world  : 
'I'were  pretty  art,  good  bird-lime,  cunning  net 
But  couke,  cpme,  faith,  confess :  how  many  men 
Have  drank  this  self-same  protestation, 
F(t>m  that  red  ticing  lip  ? 

BeL  Indeed,  not  any. 

Hip.  Indeed,  and  blush  not! 

BeL  No,  in  truth,  not  any. 

Hip.  Indeed !  in  truti) !—  how  warily  you  swear? 
Tis  well,  if  ill  it  be  not :  yet  had  I 
The  ruffian  in  me,  and  were  drawn  before  you 
But  in  right  coloprs,  I  do  know  indeed. 
You  could  not  swear  indeed,  but  thunder  oaths 
That  should  shake  heaven,  drown  the  harmonious 

spheres, 
And  pierce  a  soul  (that  loved  her  Maker's  bo- 

nour) 
With  horror  and  amazement. 

BeL  Shall  I  swear? 
Will  vou  believe  me  then? 
Hip.  Worst  then  of  all : 
Our  sins  hy  custom  seem  at  last  but  small. 
Were  1  but  o*er  your  threshold,  a  next  man, 
And  after  him  a  next,  and  then  a  fourth, 
Should  have  this  golden  hook,  and  luscious  bait, 


Thrown  out  to  the  full  kogdi.    Why,  let  me  Cell 

jrou, 
Fve  seen  I^Uers  sent  from  that  white  hand. 
Tuning  sbch  music  to  Matheo's  ear. 

BeL  Matheo !  that's  true;  but  believe  it,  I 
No  sooner  had  Ifud  hold  upon  your  presence^  ^ 
But  straight  mine  eyes  conveyed  you  to  aiiat 
heart, 
Hip.  Oh !  you  cannot  feign  with  me.   Wby^  I 
know,  lady, 
This  is  th^  comipon  passion  of  you  all, 
To  hook  in  a  kind  gentleman,  and  then 
Abuse  his  coin,  conveying  it  to  your  lover. 
And  in  the  end  you  shew  him  a  French  tricky » 
And  so  you  leave  him,  that  a  coach  may  ran  ( 
Between  his  legs,  for  breadth. 

BeL  O,  by  my  soul. 
Not  I :  therein  I'll  prove  an  honest  wbore. 
In  being  true  to  one,  and  to  no  more. 

Hip.  If  any  be  disposed  to  trust  your  oath. 
Let  him :  I'll  not  be  he.    I  know  ^ou  fekn 
All  that  you  8|>eak.    Aye,  for  a  mingled  bu^ot 
Is  true  in  nothing  but  in  being  false* 
What  I  shall  X  teach  you  how  to  loath  yoursdf ; 
And  mildly  too^  not  without  sense  and  rcasen  ? 

BeL  I  am  content;  I  would  fain  loath. mjself. 
If  you  not  love  me. 

Hip»  Then  if  your  gracious  blood 
Be  not  all  wasted,  I  ^ail  assay  to  do't* 
Lend  me  your  silence  and  attention. 
You  have  no  soul,  that  cnakes  you  weigh  so  Iig|if: 
Heaven's  treasure  bougfii  it,  anii  balf-%*crowii 
Hath  sold  it : — for  your  body 
Is  like  the  commonrshore,  tmit  still  reodves 
All  the  town's  filth.    The  sin  of  many  q^ea 
Is  within  you  ;  and  thus  much  I  suppose. 
That  if  all  your  committers  stood  in  rank, 
They*d  make  a  lane,  in  which  your  shame  might 

dwell. 
And  with  their  spaces  reach  from  hence  to  bell.'^ 
Nay,  should  I  u^e  it  more,  there  hav^  been 

known. 
As  many  bv  one  harlqf  maimed  and  dismembeicd^ 
As  would  ha'  stu&d  an  hospital :  this  I  nigfax 
Apply  to  you,  and  perhaps  do  you  right. 
0 1  you're  as^  ^6e  as  any  beast  that  bears ) 
Your  body  is  e'en  hired,  and  so  are  theirs. 
For  gold  and  spark  iipgjewels'Yif  he  can) 
You'll  let  a  Jew  get  you  with  Christian: 
Be  he  a  Moor,  a. Tartar,  though  his  face  •^v  \\ 

Looked  uglier  than  a  dead  man*s  8cull| 
Could  the  devil  put  on  a  human  shape. 
If  his  purse  shake  out  crowns,  up  then  he  gets  t 
Whores  will  be  rid  to  hell  with  golden  bits. 
So  that  you're  crueUer"than  Turks;  for  they 
Sell  Christians  only,  you  sell  yourselves  away. 
Why,  those  that  love  you,  hate  you :  and  will  term 

you 
Liquorish  damnation;  wish  themselves  half  simk 
After  the  sin  is  laid  out,  and  e'en  curse 
Their  fruitless  riot ;  for  what  one  begets, 
Another  poisons.    Lust  and  murder  bit ; 
A  tre^  being  often  shook,  what  fruit  oyi  kmtt 
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BeL  O  me  unhappy ! 

Hip.  I  can  Tex  ymi  more : 
A  harlot  is  like  Uankirk,— tnie  to  none ; 
Swallows  both  English,  Spanish^  fulsome  Dntdi, 
Back-doored  Italian ;  last  of  all»  the  French, 
And  he  sddLS  to  jou,  faith !  gives  yon  joor  diet. 
Brings  you  aoquamted  first  with  monsieur  doctor, 
And  then  you  know  what  follows. 

BeL  Miseryv 
Rank,  stinking  and  most  loathsome  misery. 

tiip.  Metbinks  a  toad  is  happier  than  a  whore! 
That  with  one  noison  swells,  with  thousands  more 
The  other  stocks  her  veins.    Harlot  I  fie  1  fie ! 
You  are  the  miseraUest  creatores  breathing. 
The  very  slaves  of  nature;  mark  role  else ; 
You  put  on  rich  attires,  others^  eyes  wea|*  them ; 
You  eat,  but  to  supply  your  blood  with  sin  t 
And  this  strange  curse  e^en  haunts  you  to  your 

graves. 
From  fools  you  get,  and  spend  it  upon  slaves : 
Like  bears  and  apes,  you're  baited  and  shew  tricks 
For  money ;  but  your  bawd  the  sweetness  licks. 
Indeed  yon  ai^  their  joumey-wOmen,  and  do 
All  base  and  damned  works  they  list  set  you  to : 
So  that  you  ne'er  are  rich ;  for  do  but  sliew  me, 
In  present  memory,  or  in  ages  past, 
The  fairest  and  most  famous  courtezan. 
Whose  ftdih  was  dear'st ;  that  raised  the  price  of 

sin, 
And  held  it  up :  to  whose  intemperate  bosom. 
Princes,  earls,  lords,  the  worst  has  been  a  knight. 
The  meanest  a  eendeman,  have  offbred  up 
Whole  hecatombs  of  sishs,  and  rained  in  showers 
Handfuls  of  gold ;  yet  for  all  this^  at  last 
Diseases  suckt  lier  marrow ;  then  grew  so  poor, 
That  she  has  begged,  e*en  at  a  bear's  door. 
And  (wherein  heaven  has  a  finger)  when  thb  idol, 
From  coast  to  coast  has  leaped  on  foreign  shores. 
And   had   more  worship,   than   th*   outlandish 

Whores; 
When  several  nations  have  gone  over  her ; 
When  for  each  several  city  she  has  seen 
Her  maidenhead  has  been  new,  and  been  sold 

dear, 
Did  live  well  there,  and  mi^  have  died  unknown, 
And  undefaraed;  bade  comes  she  to  her  own; 
And  there  both  miserably  lives  and  dies, 
Scorned  even  of  those  that  once  adored  her  eyes; 
As  if  her  fatal-ctrded  life  thus  ran. 
Her  pride  shotild  end  there  where  it  first  began. 
What,  do  you  weep  to  hear  your  story  read  ? 
Nay,  if  you  spoil  your  cheeks,  1*11  read  no  more. 

&/.  O,  yes,  I  pray  proceed ; 
Indeed,  'twill  do  me  good  to  weep,  indeed ! 


Hip,  To  give  those  tears  a  relish,  this  I  add: 
You're  like  the  Jews,  scattered ;  in  uo  place  cen* 

tain; 
Your  days  are  tedious,  your  hours  bnrthensome ; 
And  wei^t  not  for  full  suppers,  midnidit  revels, 
Dandng,  wine,  riotous  meetings,  whidi  du  drown 
And  bury  quite  in  you  all  virtuous  thoughts. 
And  on  your  eye-lids  hang  so  heavily, 
They  have  no  power  to  look  so  high  as  heaven, 
You*d  sit  and  muse  on  nothing,  but  despair ; 
Curse  that  devil  Ltist,  that  so  bums  up  your  blood  ;-^ 
And  in  ten  thousand  shivers  break  your  glass         / 
For  his  temptation.    Say,  you  taste  delight^ 
To  have  a  golden  gull  from  rise  to  set. 
To  meet  you  in  his  hot  luxurious  arms. 
Yet  your  nights  pay  for  all :  I  know  you  dream 
Of  warrants,  whips,  and  beadles;-  and  then  start 
At  a  door's  windy  creak  J  think  ev*ry  weazle 
To  be  a  constable ;  and  every  rat  ^ 
A  long-tailed  officer :  Are  you  now  not  slaves  ? 
Oh !  ^ou  have  damnation  without  pleasure  for  it ! 
Such  IS  the  state  of  harlots.    To  conclude. 
When  you  are  old,  and  can  well  paint  no  mo^, 
You  turn  bawd,  and  are  dien  worse  than  before* 
Make  use  of  this.    FarewelL 

BeL  O,  I  pray  stay. 

Hip.  See^  Matbeo  comes  not :  time  hath  barred 
me. 
Would  all  the  harlots  in  the  town  had  heard  me ! 

[Exit. 

BeL  Stay  yet  a  Htde  longer !— no ;  quite  gone. 
Cursed  be  that  minute,  for  it  was  no  more, 
(So  soon  a  maid  is  changed  into  a  whore) 
Wherein  I  first  fell !  be  it  for  ever  black ! 
Yet  why  should  sweet  Uipolito  shun  mine  eyes, 
For'whose  true  love  I  would  become  pure  honest. 
Hate  the  world's  mixtures,  arid  the  smiles  of  gold. 
Am  I  not  fair  ?  why  should  he  fly  me  then  ? 
Fair  creatures  are  desired,  not  scorned  of  men. 
How  many  gallanu  have  drunk  healths  to  me, 
^  Out  of  their  daggered  arms,  and  thought  them 

blest, 
Enjoying  but  mine  e^es  at  prodigal  feasts ! 
And  does  Hipolito  detest  my  love  ? 
Oh,  sure  their  heedless  lusts. but  flattered  me; 
I  am  not  pleasing  beautiful,  nor  young. 
Hipolito  liath  spied  some  ugly  blemish. 
Eclipsing  all  my  beautiesi    I  am  foul !  — 
Harlot!  aye,  that's  the  spot  that  taints  my  soul ! 
What !  has  he  left  his  weapon  here  behind  him^ 
And  gone  foraetful  ?  O  fit  mstrumeot 
To  let  forth  tUI  the  poison  of  my  fiesh ! 
Thy  master  hates  me, 'cause  my  blood  hath  ranged : 
But  when  'tis  forth,  then  he'll  believe  Fm  changed. 


^  Out  of  their  daggered  armt.-^To  drink  a  rolstrffs*s  health  in  wine  nidged  with  one's  own  blood  was 
antlently  regarded  as  an  act  of  gallantry.  So,  in  Marston's  Dutch  Courtexaa.  1605  : — *«  Have  I  not  been 
drunk  to  your  health,  swallowed  flag  dragons,  eat  glasses,  drank  nrloff  etabyi  mrmB,  and  done  all  the  of- 
fices of  protested  gallantry,  for  your  sake  ?"    S. 
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Enter  HiPOLito. 

H^,  Mad  woman,  what  art  doing  f 
BeL  Either  love  me, 
Or  split  my  heart  upon  thy  rapiei's  point 
Yet  do  uot  neither ;  for  thou  then  destro/tt 
That  which  I  love  thee  for,  thj  irirtuet.    Here, 

here, 
Thou'rt  crueller,  and  kiU'st  me  with  disdain : 
To  die  so  sheds  no  blood,  yet  'tis  worse  pain. 

'  [Bxii  HrpoLTTo. 
Not  speak  to  me  !  not  Ind  ftu«wdl !  a  soora  ! 
Hated  !  this  most  not  be;  some  means  Fli  try; 
Would  all  whores  were  as  honest  now,  at  I ! 

[ExU. 
SCENE  VIL 

Snter  Candido,  hU  Wifj%  OioftGB,  and  two 
'Frentkesin  the  Sftop  ;ru8Tioo  enters,  walh' 
inghy, 

George.  See,  gentlemen,  what  yoa  lack :  a  fine 
Holland,  a  fine  cambrick  :  tee  what  yott  buy. 

1  ^Pren,  Holland  for  shirts^  cambrick  for 
bands; 
What  is't  you  lack  ? 

Fu9t,  'Sfoot,  I  lack*em  all;  nay,  more,  I  lack 
money  to  bu/em.  Let  me  see,  let  roe  look  again ; 
'mass  this  is  the  shop—What,  cuz !  sweet  cuz ! 
bow  do'st,  i'faith,  since  last  night  after  candle- 
light? We  had  good  sporty  faith;  had  we  not? 
iUid  when  shell's  laugh  again  f 

Wife.  When  ^ou  wHI,  cousin. 

Fu$t»  Spoke  like  a  kind  Lacedemonian.  I  see 
yonder^s  thy  husband. 

Wife.  Aye,  there's  ibe  sweet  yooth,  God  bless 
him. 

Fu$t.  And  how  is't,  cousin  ?  and  how,  how  is% 
thou  squall  ? 

Wife.  Well,  cousin,  how  fare  jroo  ? 

Fu$t.  How  fare  I  ?  troth,  for  sixpence  a  meal, 
wench,  as  well  as  heart  can  wish,  with  calves'  ^ 
chaldrons  and  chitterlings ;  besides,  I  have  a  punk  I 
after  sopper,  as  good  aa  a  roasted  apple.  ' 


Cm.  Are  you  my  wifcTt  cdom? 

Fu»t.  I  am,  sir ;  what  bast  tbo«  to  do  leilb 
that? 

Can.  O  nothing,  bnt  yooVe  welcome. 

Fwt.  The  deviFs  daog  b  tby  teecb !  FU  be 
welcome  whether  tho«  wilt  or  no:  aje»  wfaaft 
riiw's  this,  cua  ?  very  pretty  and  fantastical  i'fiart^ 
let^  see  it 

Wtfe.  Puh  !  nay,  you  wrendi  my  finger. 

Fiut.  I  ha'  aworn  FU  ha'  it,  and  Ibopa  ym 
will  not  lot  my  oaths  be  ^  cracked  ia  tba  m^ 
will  yoa  ?  I  hope,  sir,  yoa  are  not  meianchoU  at 
this:  for  all  ycor  great  looks,  are  yoQ  angry  r 

Cea.  Angry  I  not  I,  sir :  aay,  if  she  cao  part 
So  easily  with  her  ring,  'tis  wiUi  my  haart. 

Geof^  Suffer  this,  sir,  aadso£fer  all;  awfaoi^ 
son  guil  to— 

Cea.  Peace,  Geoi^;  wben  she  baa  reapei 
what  1  have  sown. 
She'll  say,  one  nuin  tastes  better  of  her  own. 
Than  whole  sheaves  gathered  firam  aaatber% 

knd; 
Wi^s  never  good  till  bought  at  a  dear  hamL 

George,  But  in  the  mean  time  she  makes  ai» 
ass  of  somebody. 

9  ^Prpi.  See,  see,  see,  sir,  as  yoa  torn  your 
back,  they  do  notbing  but  kiss. 

C«fi.  No  matter,  let'em:^  wben  I  ttracb  ber 
lip, 
I  shall  not  feel  his  kisses^  no  nor  mKs; 
And  of  her  Up,  ao  harm  in  kissing  is. 
Look  to  your  business  pray  make  up  yoar  w^bm. 

FuU,  Troth,  cui^  and  well  remembered  f  I 
would  tboa  wooldst  give  lae  fii«e  yards  of  lawn, 
to  make  my  ponck  some  falling  bmis  of  the  f^ 
shion,  three  fallingroae  upon  aootber;  for  that's 
the  new  edition  now;  shra  oat  of  linen  horribhr 
too;  troth,  she's  never  a  good  sawdt  to  her  back 
neither,  but  one  that  has  a  great  antny  patches 
in't,  and  that  Fm  fain  to  wear  myself  for  want  of 
shift  too;  pi^ythee  pot  me  into  some  wholesome 
napery,^  and  bestow  tome  dean  commodities 
upon  us. 


^  CAordftm.— Or,  as  it  is  oftener  spelt,  ehaoiron^  i.  e.  says  Mr  Steevem,  (Kate  en  JfoektJ^  A.  4  a  I.) 
'*  Eatraib  $  a  word  fonaerly  in  commoa  use  in  tbe  books  of  cookery,  in  oae  of  wblek,  printed  4n  I5tt, 
I  meet  with  a  receipt  to  aiake  a  poMisg  of  a  ealfi  ckdAnm.  At  the  corooalioo  fsait  ef  JBliaabctb  ef 
York,  queea  of  Henry  y  II.  anioag  ether  dishes,  one  was,'*  swan  with  a  dfcfiadrss,**  msanli^  i  sappese, 
roasted  wHh  eatrails  in  It,  or  aadbrawn."    tfee  Ives*s  S«Im<  Poftrt^  Ho.  S.  p.  141. 

«'  Croik'd  M  thM  rjag.^lliis  phrase  ocean  in  MamUt,  A.  2.  S.  8.  and  Or  Johnson  ezplaias  h  la  be 
crocked  too  much  for  ute.  See  instances  produced  by  Mr  Steevcas.  Again,  in  Tour  Jive  Geilnfs,  bv  Mid- 
dleton,  Sign.  D.  >{ :  *'  Here*s  MistresM  Hoie  noble  has  lost  her  maidenbead^creckt  in  the  ring^  shee  sgood 
enough  for  galmsten,"  9fe. 

♦» fVken  1  twch  her  Up, 

J  ihaU  not  feel  his  kitses. — Imitated  by  Shakespeare  in  OfAetts,  A.  8.  8. 8» 

**  I  slept  the  next  night  well,  was  Aree  and  merry  ; 
Ifnmd  not  CotrioU  iStoot  on  hot  Upt.^ 

«'  Napery.^Naper^  sigalfles  ZMca  in  genoroL  So,  In  Dekker's  Belmtm  ofUndon,  Sign.  G  4 :  <*  —  A4 
which  time  they  lift  away  Goblets  or  other  pieces  of  plate,  a^^ppsry,  or  aay  thing  worth  vcatriag  fsr.'*' 
See  alio  Mr  Steevens*s  Note  en  OtAetis,  A.  S.  S.  3. 
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ft,  Reodi  me  tboee  ctmhticks  and  the 
lawus  hither. 

Can,  What  to  do,  wife  ?  to  lavish  out  my  goods 
upon  a  fool  ? 

Fuit.  Foul !  Snails  eat  die  fool,  or  I'U  so  bat- 
ter ^r  crown>  that  it  shall  scarce  go  for  five 
shilhugs. 

9  Frtn.  Do  yoa  hear,  sir  ?  /are  best  be  qoiet, 
and  say  a  fool  tells  you  so. 

Fuit,  Nails,  I  think  so,  for  thou  tellest  roe. 

Con.  Are  you  anery,  sir,  because  I  named  tiiee 
fool? 
Trust  me,  you  are  not  wise,  in  mine  own  bouse 
And  to  my'fece  to  play  the  antic  thus; 
If  yonll  needs  play  the  madman,  chuse  a  stage 
Of  lesser  compass,  where  fbw  eyes  may  note 
Your  action's  error;  but  if  stiU  you  miss, 
As  here  you  do,  for  one  clap,  ten  will  hiss. 

¥u»t.  Zounds,  cousin,  he  talks  to  me,  as  if  1 
were  a  scurv^y  tragedian. 

9  Fren,  Sirrah,  George,  I  have  thought  upon 
a  device  how  to  break  his  pate,  beat  him  soundly, 
and  ship  him  away. 

George,  Doit. 

2  Pren.  Til  go  in,  pass  through  the  house,  give 
some  of  our  fellow-prentices  the  watch-word 
when  they  shall  enter,  then  come  and  fetch  my 
master  in  by  a  while,  and  place  one  in  the  hall  to 
hold  him  in  conference,  whilst  we  cudgel  the  coll 
out  of  his  coxcomb. 

George*  Do*t;  away,  do't. 

Wife.  Must  1  call  twice  for  these  cambricks 
and  lawns? 


Can.  Nay  see^  yon  anger  her ;  George,  pr^y  thee 
dispatch. 

S  Pren,  Two  of  the  cbdfcest  pieces  are  in  the 
warehouse,  sir. 

Can.  Go  fetch  them  presendy.  [Exit  1  Prentice. 

FuMt.  Aye,  do,  make  haste,  sirrah. 

Can.  Why  were  you  such  a  stranger  all  this 
while,  being  my  wife's  cousin  ? 

Fust,  Stranger !  no,  sir,  I  am  a  natural  Milaner 
bom. 

Can,  I  perceive  still  it  is  yoar  natural  guise  to 
mistake  me;  but  you  are  wekxmie,  sir,  I  much 
wish  your  acquaintance.  •  • 

Fust.  My  acquaintance!  I  soom  that  iYaidu 
I  hope  my  acquaintance  goes  in  chains  of  sold 
three  and  fifty  times  double ;  you  know  who  I 
mean,  cuz ;  ^  the  posts  of  his  gate  are  a  paint- 
ing too. 

Enter  the  Second  Prentice. 

3  Pren.  Signer  Pandulfo,  the  merchant,  desires 
conference  with  you. 

Can.  Signer  Pandulfo  ?  FU  be  with  him  straight. 
Attend  your  mistress  and  the  centleman.  [Erif. 

Wife.  When  do  you  show  those  pieces  r 

Fust.  Ayoy  when  do  you  show  those  pieces? 

Omnes.  Presently,  sir,  presently,  we  are  but 
charging  them. 

Fust.  Coney  sirrah,  you  ^  flat  cap,  where  be 
those  whites  ?  * 

George.  Flat-cap  ?  hark  in  your  ear,  sir,  youVe 
a  flat  fool,  an  ass,  a  fpll,  and  111  thrumb  you ; 
do  you  see  this  cambrick,  sir? 


^  The  posts  of  hit  gate  are  a  painting  too, — i.  e.  He  will  soon  be  sheriflT.  At  the  door  of  that  officer 
large  posts,  on  which  it  was  customary  to  stick  proclaomtlons,  were  always  set  op.  So,  in  A  IVonum 
never  rex'd,  by  Rowley,  IW«  : 

"  If  e'er  I  live  to  see  thee  Sheriff  of  London, 
rU  gild  thy  |yosU,**^S. 

.•\^in,  in  Ben  Jenson's  £oery  Man  ouirfkis  tfaawttr,  A  3.  S.  9  : 

**  How  long  should  I  be»  ere  I  should  put  off 

To  the  Lord  Chancellor's  tomb,  or  the  sheHf*s  posts  V* 

Mr  WhaUeY  observes,  that  it  was  usual,  out  of  respect,  to  read  the  proclamations  fiMtened  on  the 
sheriff's  posts  bare-headed. 

^'  Flat-cap, — Ftat'capsy  Kke  those  now  worn  by  the  children  belonging  to  Christ-Cburcb  Hospital, 
and  to  the  apprentices  of  Bridewell,  were,  I  apurebend,  formerly  part  of  Uie  dress  particularly  confined 
to  the  CItisens  of  London.  They  are  mentioned  as  such  in  several  contemporary  writers.  As  Ben  Jon- 
ion,  in  Awry  Man  in  his  Humour^  A.  9.  8.  1 : 

'*  Make  their  loose  comments  upon  every  word, 
Gesture,  or  look  1  use ;  mock  me  all  over. 
From  myflat'cap,  unto  my  shining  shoes." 

Marston>  Dutch  Cmrtesan,  A.  t.  9.  t :  **— Who  helped  thee  to  thy  custome,  not  of  swaggering  Ireland 
Captain,  nor  of  2s.  Innesa-conrt  men,  but  with  honest  art  caps,  wealthy/af-capt ,  that  pay  for  their  plea- 
sore  the  best  of  any  men  In  Europe.** 

Dekker*s  fVonderfiU  Years,  1603 :  <<  For  those  misMicvIng  Pl^aas,  the  Plough-drivers,  those  worse 
than,  infidels,  that  (like  theis  swhrn)  never  loeke  np  s»  high  as  heaven,  when  eklsens  horded  them<  they 
wnnig  their  hands,  and  wIshtMihestiKy  had  lUlneinto  tbehandbof  Spanlaids:  for  the  sight  of  nyliiN 
cap  was  more  dreadfhl  to  a  Lob,  than  the  discharging  of  a  caliver.*' 

Oefcker's  Nemesfiam  Hell,  1606 :  ^— Ton  may  eyther  meete  him  at  dicbig  ordinaries  like  a  captayne, 
at  cocke-pits  like  a  yonng  conntrey  gentleman  i  or  else  at  a  bowling-ally  in  afit^-wp  Uke  a  Shopkeeper.^ 
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Fuit,  'Sfoot,  cuz,  a  good  jest.  Hid  joo  hear  him } 
he  told  DIG  in  tny  car,  I  was  a  flat  tool,  aii  ass,  a 
gull,  and  I'll  tlirumb  you;  do  you  tee  this  cam- 
brick,  sir  ? 

Wife.  What,  not  my  men,  I  hope? 

l*^*t.  No,  not  your  men,  but  one  of  your  men, 
lYaith. 

1  Pren,  I  pray,  sir,  come  hither  ;  what  say  you 
to  this?  here's  an  excellent  good  one. 

Fust.  Aye  marry,  this  likes  mo  well ;  cut  me 
'  off  some  halt'  score  yards. 

9  Pren.  Let  your  whnres  cot ;  you're  an  impu- 
dent coxconh,  you  get  none,  and  yet  1*11  thrurob 
you. — A  very  good  combnck,  sir. 

Ftut.  Again,  again,  as  God  judge  me  :  'sfoot, 
cuz,  they  stand  thrumming  here  with  me  all  day, 
and  yet  I  get  nothing. 

1  Pren,  A  word  I  pray,  sir;  you  must  not  be 
angry,  prentices  have  hot  bloods,  young  fellows. 
"What  say  you  to  tliis  piece  ?  look  you,  'tis  so  de- 
licate, so  soft,  so  even,  so  fine  a  thread,  that  a 
larir  may  wear  it. 

Fuit,  'Sfoot  I  think  so,  if  a  knight  marry  my 
punk,  a  lady  shall  wear  it;  cut  me  off  twenty 
yards ;  thou  art  an  honest  lad. 

1  Pren.  Not  without  money,  gull,  and  I'll 
thrurob  you  too. 

Omnes.  Gull,  we'll  thrumb  you. 
Fust,  O  lord,  sister,  did  you  not  hear  some- 
.  thing  cry  thrumb?  zounds !  your  men  here  make 
a  plam  ass  of  me. 

H'f/e.  Whar,  to  my  face  so  impudent  ? 
George.  Aye,  in  a  cause  so  honest ;  we'll  not 
suffer 
Our  master's  goods  to  vanish  moneyless. 
Wife.  You  will  not  suffer  them  ! 

2  Pren.  No,  and  you  may  blush, 

Jn  going  about  to  vex  so  mild  a  breast, 
As  is  our  master's. 

W^e.  Take  away  those  pieces. 
Cousin ;  I  give  them  freely. 

Fust.  Mass,  and  I'll  take  them  as  freely. 

Omnes.  We'll  make  you  lay  them  down  again 
more  freely. 

Wife.  Help  !  Help  I  my  brother  will  be  mur- 
dered. 

Enter  Candido. 

Can.  How  now,  what  coil  b  here  ?  forbear,  I 
say. 

George.  He  calls  us  flat-caps,  and  abuses  us. 

Can.  Why,  sirs,  do  such  examples  flow  from 
me? 


Wift.  They  arc  of  yomr  keeping,  sir;  alas,  poor 
brother ! 

Fust.  I'faith  they  have  peppered  me,  sister! 
look,  does  it  not  spin?  call  you  these  prentices? 
I'll  never  play  at  card*  more  when  cubs  is 
trump.  I  have  a  good  coxcomb^  sister,  have 
I  not  ? 

Can.  Sister,  and  brother !  brother  to  my  wife? 

JFnj^  If  you  have  any  skill  in  heraldry,  yoa 
may  soon  know  that;  break  but  her  pate,  and 
you  shall  see  her  blood  and  mine  is  all  one. 

Can.  A  surgeon  !  run,  a  surgeon !  Why  theu 
wore  you  that  forged  name  of  cousin? 

Fust,  Because  its  a  common  tiling  to  call  cuz, 
and  mingle  now  a-days  all  the  world  over^ 

Can,  Cousin !  a  name  of  much  deceit,  folij, 
and  sin; 
For  under  that  common  abused  word. 
Many  an  honest-tempered  citizen 
Is  made  a  monster,  and  his  wife  trained  out 
To  foul  adulterous  action,  full  of  fraud. 
I  may  well  call  that  word  a  city's  bawd. 

Fust.  Troth,  brother,  my  sister  would  needs 
have  me  take  upon  me  to  gull  your  patience  a 
little ;  but  it  has  made  double  ^  gules  oo  mj 
coxcomb. 

Wife.  What,  playing  the  woman  ?  blabbioc 
now,  you  fool  ? 

Can,  O,  my  wife  did  but  exercise  a  jest  apoo 
your  wit. 

Fust.  'Sfoot,  my  wit  bleeds  for*t,  methinks. 

Ca/|.  Then  let  this  warning  more  of  sense  af- 
ford; 
The  name  of  cousin  is  a  bloody  word. 

Fust.  ['11  ne'er  call  cuz  again  whilst  I  live,  to 
have  such  a  coil  about  it ;  this  should  he  a  coro- 
nation-day ;  for  my  head  runs  claret  lustily. 

[Exit. 

Enter  an  Officer, 

Can.  ^^  Go,  wish  the  surgeon  to  have  great  re- 
spect 
How  now,  my  friend  !  what,  do  they  sit  to-day  ? 
Offi.  Yes,  sir,  they  expect  you  at  the  senate- 
house. 
Can.  I  thank  your  pains^  I'll  not  be  last  man 
there.  [Exit  Officer. 

My  gown,  George  go,  my  gown.    A  happy  lapd. 
Where  grave  men  meet  eadi  cause  to  understand, 
Whose  consciences  are  not  cut  out  in  bribes, 
To  gull  the  poor  man's  right;  bi|t  in  even  scal^ 
Peize  rich  and  poor,  without  corruption's  veit^ 
Come,  Where's  the  gown  ? 


^  Gules.^'-GnUs  in  the  EdUions  of  1615, 1616, 1635. 


rr^^  i?**'  ^V*^  wrireim,  9fc.-^to  wtf  A,  was,  in  the  langnage  of  the  times,  <«  recosmieiid,  or  dsrirs.  8e,te 

Pt  ^'l^  W  ^"?'  ^'''•.  *■  •  R-  ^* ''  "  ^^  ^"^^  ^"^  •"^  ^^y  «^*  fi^«  Antony,  sir  |  and  Ae'«  wSk'4 
to  her  by  Madona  Lustonoia.^'  '       r  *^'      ' 
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Oeorge,  I  cannot  find  the  key,  sir. 
Can.  Request  it  of  your  mistress. 
Wife.  Come  not  to  me  for  any  key ; 
ril  not  be  troubled  to  deliver  it. 

Can.  Good  tvife,  kind  wife,  it  is  a  needful 
trouble ; 
But  for  my  gown. 

Wife^  Moths  swallow  down  your  gown ; 
You  set  my  teeth  an  edge  with  talking  ou't. 
-     Can.  Nay  |>r^ythee  sweet,  I  cannot  meet  with- 
out it ; 
I  should  have  a  great  6ne  set  on  my  head. 
Wife.  Set  on  your  coicomb ;  tush,  fine  me  no 

fines. 
Can,  Believe  me  (sweet)  none  greets  the  se- 
nate-house 
Without  his  robe  of  reverence,  that's  his  gown. 
Wife.  Well  then  you're  like  to  cross  that  custom 
once^ 
You  get  nor  key,  nor  gown ;  and  so  depart.-^ 
This  trick  will  vei  him  sure,  and  fret  his  heart. 

[Exit. 
Can.  Sta^,  let  me  see,  I  must  have  some  de- 
vice; 
My  cloak's  too  short :  fie,  fie,  no  cloak  will  do't ; 
It  must  be  something  fashioned  like  a  gown. 
With  ray  arms  ouL — Ob,  George,  come  hither. 

George ; 
I  pr'ythee  lend  me  thine  advice. 

Oeorge.  Troth,  sir,  were  it  any  but  yon,  they 
would  • 

Break  open  chest« 
Can.  O  no,  break  open  chest !  that's  a  thiePs 
office; 
Therein  you  counsel  me  against  my  blood : 
'Twould  shew  impatience  that.  Any  meek  means 
1  would  be  glad  to  embrace.  Mass,  i  have  got  it ; 
Go,  step  up,  fetch  me  down  one  of  the  carpets^ 
The  saddest  coloured  carpet,  honest  George ; 
Cut  thou  a  hole  in  the  middle  for  my  neck,  > 
Two  for  mine  arms. — ^Nay,  pr'ythee  look  not 
strange. 
George.  I  hope  you  do  not  think,  sir,  as  you 
mean. 


Can.  Pr'ythee  about  it  quickly,  the  hour  chides 
me; 
Warily,  George,  softly,  take  heed  of  eyes. 

^'         &'     ^'  [iinY  George. 

Out  of  two  evils  he's  accounted  wise, 

That  can  pick  out  the  least;  the  fine  imposed 

For  an  ungowned  senator,  is  about 

Forty  ♦*  cruzadoes,  the  carpet  not  'hove  four. 

Thus  have  I  chosen  the  lesser  evil  yet; 

Preserved  my  patience,  ft>iled  her  desperate  wit. 

Enter  George. 

Gedrge.  Here,  sii,  here's  the  carpet. 

Can,  O,  well  done,  George,  we'll  cut  it  just  m 
the  midst. 
Tis  very  well,  1  thank  thiftc ;  help  il  on.       ^ 

George.  It  must  comel^er  your  hqi^^r  ^''>  ^^® 
a  wench's  petticoat. 

Can.  ThouVt  \h  the  right,  good  George;  it 
roust,  indeed. 
Fetch  me  a  night-cap ;  for  I'll  gird  it  close, 
As  if  my  health  were  queasy :  'twill  show  well 
For  a  rude  careless  night-gown;  will't  not,  thiftk'st? 

George.  Indifferent  well,  sir,  for  a  night-gown,  . 
being  girt  and  plaited. 

Can.  Aye,  and  a  night-cap  on  my  head. 

George.  That's  true,  sir ;  I'll  run  and  fetch  one, 
and  a  staflf.  [Exit  George. 

Can.  For  thus  they  cannot  cliuse  but  con- 
strue it : 
One  that  is  out  of  health  takes  no  delight, 
Wears  his  apparel  without  appetite, 
And  puts  on  heedless  raiment  without  form. 

Enter  George. 
So,  so,  kind  George,  be  secret  now ;  and,  pr'ythee, 
Do  not  laugh  at  me,  till  I'm  out  of  sight. 

George.  I  laugh  !  not  I,  sir. 

Can.  Now  to  the  senate-house ; 
Methinks  I'd  rather  wear,  without  a  frown, 
A  patient  carpet  than  an  angry  gown.        [Exit. 

1  George.  Now  looks  my  master  just  like  one  of 
our^  carpet  knights,  only  he^s  somewhat  the  ho« 
nester  of  the  two. 


♦«  Crutadoet.—A  cruzado  is  a  Portuguese  coin,  struck  under  Alpbonsus  V.  about  the  year  U5T,  atthe 
time  when  Pope  Calixius  sent  thither  the  bull  for  a  croisadc  against  the  infidels.  It  had  its  name  from 
a  cross  which  it  beare  on  one  side  j  the  arms  of  Portugal  beiag  on  the  other-  The  value  of  it  is  40  t  rencli 
sols,  or  up  wards  of  28.  lOd.  sterling.  ^      ^#       %t  *    k«  q:- 

^  Carpet-knig/Ua.—The  following  account  of  this  Order  of  Knighthood  is  taken  from  a  Note,  by  Sir 
James  Burrows,  on  Twelfth  Night,  A.  8.  8. 4  :  "  There  was  an  order  of  Knighthood  of  the  appellation 
of  Khiohts  of  the  Carpet,  though  few  or  no  persons  (at  least  among  those  whom  1  have  consulted; 
seem  to  know  any  thmg  about  H,  or  even  to  have  heard  Of  it.  I  have  taken  some  mcmorawlum  con- 
ceminr  the  institution,  and  knovf  that  William  Lord  Borgh  of  Searbbrough-castlc  in  the  County  of  Surry, 
fathe7to  Thomas  Lord  Burgh,  Deputy  of  Ireland,  and  to  Sir  John  Burgh  (who  took  the  great  Cj^cca 
ship  in  1692)  was  made  a  Knight  of  the  carpet,  at  Westminister,  on  the  2d  of  October,  15r>S,  the  day 
aftes  Queen  Marys  coronation  :  and  I  met  with  a  list  of  all  who  were  made  so  at  the  wmc  time,  «n  «>Jrype  s 
Memtn-iaU,  vol.  III.  Appendix,  p.  II.  See  Amtls's  Ob$ertfati(m8mtheKnighthoiHloftheBath,{l^^^ 
1725.)  p.  aO.  Upon  the  accession  of  Queen  Mary  to  the  throne,  a  commission  was  gmnted  to  the  nan 
of  Arundel,  empowering  him  to  make  Knights,  but  withoot  any  addUUmal  titU,  within  two  days  after 
the  date  of  that  patent,  which  were  the  two  days  preceding  her  coronation.     In  pursuance  hcreoi,  we 
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Enter  Candido's  Wife. 

Wife.  What,  is  your  master  gone  ? 
George,  Yes,  forsooth,  his  back  is  but  iiew 
toroed. 

Wife.  And  in  his  cloak  ?  did  he  not  vex  and 
swear? 

George.  No ;  but  he*ll  make  you  swear  anon ; 
no,  indeed,  he  went  away  like  a  lamb. 

Wife.  Key,  sink  to  hell ;  btill  patient,  patient 
still! 
I  am  with  child  to  vex  him.    IVythee,  Geoi^, 
If  e'er  thoo  lookest  for  favour  at  my  handsy 
Uphold  one  jest  for  me. 

George.  Against  my  master? 

Wife.  Tie  a  mere  jest,  in  faith ;  say,  wilt  thou 

do't? 
George.  Well,  what  is*t? 
Wife.  Here,  take  this  key;  thoa  know'st  where 
all  things  lie ; 
Put  on  thy  master's  best  apparel,  gown. 
Chain,  cap,  rufl^  every  thing;  be  like  himself; 
And,  'gainst  his  coming  home,  walk  in  the  shop ; 
Fei^fi  the  same  carriage,  and  his  patient  h>ok ; 
Twill  breed  but  a  jest,  thou  knowest :  speak,  wilt 
thou  ? 
George.  Twill  wrong  my  master's  patience. 
Wife.  Pr'vthee,  George. 
George.  Well,  if  you'll  save  me  harmless,  and 
put  me  under  covert  baron,  I  am  content  to 
please  vou,  provided  it  may   breed  no  wrong 
against  him. 

Wife.  No  wrong  at  all ;  here,  take  the  key,  be 
gone; 
If  any  vex  him,  this;  if  not  this,  none,  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VIIL 
Enter  a  Bawd  and  Roger. 
Bawd.  O  Roger,  Roger,  wherc's  your  mistress  ? 


Where's  your  mistress?  there^s  the  fiDest,  Reastest 
gentleman  at  my  house,  hot  newly  come  over; 

0  where  js  she,  where  is  she,  where  u  she  ? 
Roger.  My  mistress  is  abroad,  but  not  amongst 

them ;  my  mistress  is  not  the  whore  now  that  yoa 
take  her  for. 

Bawd.  How  !  is  she  not  a  whore  ?  do  yoa  go 
about  to  take  away  her  good  name,  Roger  ?  yoa 
are  a  fine  pander,  indeed. 

Roger.  I  tell  you,  Madooa  Finger-lock,  I  am 
not  smI  for  nothing ;  I  ha'  not  eaten  one  good 
meal  this  three  and  thirty  days;  1  had  wont  to 

get  sixtcen-penoe  by  fetching  a  pottle  of  Ipocrss ; 
ut  now  those  days  are  past ;  we  had  as  good  do- 
ings, Bfadona  Fingei^lock,  she  within  doora,  and 

1  without,  as  any  poor  young^  couple  in  Milan. 
Bawd.  God's  my  life,  and  is  she  changed  now  ? 
Roger.  I  ha'  lost  by  her  squeamishness  more 

than  would  have  builded  twelve  bawdy  hooses. 

Bawd.  And  had  she  no  time  to  turn  honest 
hot  now?  what  a  vile  woman  is  this!  twenty 
pound  a  night,  I'll  be  sworn,  Roger,  in  gold  and 
no  silver.  Why,  here  was  a  time !  if  she  shonld 
ha'  picked  out  a  time,  it  could  not  be  better  ! 
gold  enough  stirring ;  choice  of  men,  choice  of 
hair,  choice  of  beards,  choice  of  legs,  and  choice 
of  every,  every,  every  thing.  It  cannot  sink  into 
my  heaid,  that  she  should  M  such  an  ass.  Roger, 
I'll  never  believe  it. 

Roger,  Here  she  comes  now. 
• 
Enter  Bellafrort. 

Bawd.  O  sweet  Madona,  on  with  your  loose 
gown,  your  felt  and  your  fleather!  there's  the 
sweetest,  prop'rest,  gallantest,  gentleman  at  my 
house;  he  smells  all  of  mnsk  and  ambergrise, 
bis  pocket  full  of  crowns,  flame-coloured  do&let, 
red  Mttin  hose,  carnation  silk  stockings^  and  a  leg 
and  a  body,-'-oh ! 


find  the  names  of  the  Knights,  created  by  him,  according  to  the  stated  form  of  creatine  Knights  of  the 
Mh^'l^hi  A  ^S^?x       *  ceremonies  used  so  disthictly  related,  that  it  particohirly  deserves  to  be  cos- 

J!  ^^  ^^^Aut^  Anstis  plainly  considers  them  as  bebg  only  a  species  of  Knights  of  the  Bath,  though  with- 
oat  any  additional  title.  .^  — »  »      -w 

"If  so,  the  appellation  of  Knight$  of  the  Carpet  might  be  only  popuhir;  not  their  strict  or  proper  Utle. 
This,  however,  was  safflcient  to  Indace  Shakespeare  (who  wrote  whilst  they  were  commoofy  spoken  of 
n^oTmmut   la^^^^^^  *^""  *"  ''*~*^*  ^"^  *  knighthood  confei^  apon  a  real  sbkScr,  as  a 

V^^!!^.^^*}t''^  'P®)'*S  **^  ^^^^  «^*  contempt  by  many  contemporary  wrtteis. 
JMassinger  s  Maid  of  Honowr^  A.  8.  S.  6 : 

"  To  men  I  had  ibrbom  it }  you  are  woneB^ 
Or,  at  the  best,  loou  Carpet  KnigkU.'* 
The  Vnnatura  Combat^  A.  S.  S.  a.  ' 

"  There  year  Carptt  Knighu^ 

That  never  charged  beyoad  a  mistress'  lips. 

Are  stUl  most  keen  and  valiant." 

yo\^^!m!Mrm^^^  '^'P-  *^-*°^  ^^***''  Beaumont  and  rietchef. 


PSXKAK.) 


THE  HONEST  WHORE. 


641 


BeL  Henoe  dioti«  our  sei^s  indosler,  poitoDoas 
bawdy 
Lust's  fmctor,  and  damnation's  orator  f 
pOMip  of  faeU,  fv^ere  all  the  harlots  sias^ 
Which  the  whole  worU  ooatains^  noaibercd  to- 
gether, 
Thine  far  exceeds  A^m  all :  of  all  the  creatures, 
Tliat  ever  were  created,  thou  art  basnL 
What  serpent  would  beguile  thee  of  thy  ofiBoe  ? 
It  is  detestable ;  for  thou  Ihr'st 
\;    Upon  the  dregs  of  harlots ;  gmmi'st  the  door, 
Whilst  couples  go  to  dancing.    O,  coarse  devil ! 
Thou  art  tM  bastanfs  curse,  thou  brand'st  his 

birth; 
The  letcher's  French  disease ;  for  thou  dry-suck'st 

him: 
The  harlot's  poison,  and  thine  own  confosion. 

Bawd,  Marry  come  up^  with  a  pox !  have  you 
nobody  to  rail  against,  but  yoor  bawd,  now  ? 
BeC  And  you,  knave,  pander,  kinsman  to  a 

bawd! 
Roger.  You  and  I,  Madona,  are  cousins. 
Bd.  Of  the  same  blood  and  making,  near 
aUied; 
ThoQ  diat  art  slave  to  six^penoe ;  base  metal'd 
villain! 
Roger.  Six^pence  I  nay,  that's  not  so;  I  never 
took  under  two  shillings  and  four  pence.  1  hope 
I  know  my  fee. 

BeL  I  know  not  agunst  wfaidi  most  lo  inveigh; 
For  both  of  you  are  damn'd  soeqiudly. 
Thou  never  sparest  for  oaths;  swear'st  any  thing, 
Ajs  if  thy  soul  were  made  of  shoe-leather. 
Ood  damn  me,  gentiemetit  if  she  be  mitkinf 
When,  in  the  next  room,  she^s  found  dallying. 

Roffer.  If  it  be  mv  vocation  to  swear,  every 
man  in  his  vocation ;  I  hope  my  betters  swear, 
and  damn  themselves ;  and  why  should  not  I  ? 
BeL  Rogsr,  yon  cheat  kind  gentlemen. 
Roger.  The  more  gulls  they. 
Be/.  Slave,  I  cashier  thee. 
Bamd.  And  you  do  cashier  him,  he  shall  be 

entertained. 
Roger.  Shall  I  then  ^  bbrt  o'your  service? 
BeZ  As  hell  would  have  it,  entertained  by  you ! 
I  dare  the  devil  himself  to  match  those  two. 

[Esni. 
Bamd.  Marry  gup !  are  you  grown  so  holy,  so 
pure,  so  honesty  with  a  pox  ? 


/ 


Rog.  Scurvy,  honest  punk  f^But  stay,  Mado- 
na ;  how  must  our  aereement  be  now  ?  for,  you 
know,  I  am  to  have  all  the  comings-in  at  the  ludl- 
door,  and  you  at  the  dmmber-door.  ^ 

Bawd.  True,  Roger,  except  my  vails. 

Rag.  Vails,  what  vails  ? 

Bawd.  Why,  as  thus;  if  a  couple  come  in  k 
coach,  and  light  to  Ke  down  a  little,  then,  Roger, 
that's  my  fee,  and  you  may  walk  abroad ;  for  the 
coachman  himself  is  their  pander. 

Rog.  Is  he  so  ?  In  trutl^  I  have  abnost  forgot, 
for  want  of  exerdse.  But  how,  if  I  fetch  this 
dtizen's  wife  to  that  guU,  and  that  Madona  to 
that  gallant;  how  then? 

Bmd.  Why,  then,  Roger,  you  are  to  have  six- 
pence a  lane;  so  many  lanes^  so  many  sixpences. 

Rof.  Is^c  so?  then  I  see  we  two  shall  agree, 
and  live  together. 

Bawd.  Aye,  Roger,  so  long  as  there  be  any  ta- 
verns and  kwwdy-houses  in  Milan.         [Exeunt. 


SCENE  IX. 

Enter  Bxllafeomt,  with  a  Lute ;  Pen^  Iitft,  and 
Paper,  behig  placed  btfore  her. 

SONG. 

The  eourtief't  flattering  jeweli, 

(Tenuftation^t  onfyjuelt ;) 

The  lawyef^t  ill-got  montMf 

That  mck  up  poor  hee£  honeys  ; 

The  citizen*s  son^s  riot ; 

The  gallants  costfy  diet ; 

Silks  and  vehets,  pearls  and  ambers. 

Shall  not  draw  me  to  their  chambers. 

Silks  and  vehets,  l^c.  [She  writes. 

Oh,  tis  in  vain  to  write;  it  will  not  pleasd. 
Ink,  on  this  paper,  would  bi^  but  presented 
The  foul  black  spots  that  stick  upon  my  soul; 
And  rather  make  me  loathsomer,  than  wroug^it 
My  love's  impression  in  HipoUto^s  thought. 
NO)  I  must  turn  the  diaste  leaves  of  mv  breast. 
And  pidi  out  some  sweet  means  to  breed  my 

rest 
Hipolito,  believe  me,  I  will  be 
As  true  unto  thy  heart,  as  thy  heart  to  thee  ; 
And  hate  all  men,  their  g^tsy  and  company. 


^  BfKr#«*9Mff  #sro<^.*-Aaexpre8skNi  of  contempt  very  freftteat  is  writers  of  the  times* 
Manton't  Fint  Part  of  Jntrnti^  and  MelUda,  A.  4: 

**  Bttrt  #11  year  Aye  mees,  guard  ber  safely  hence." 

And, la EdMTd ill.  A. 4.  S.6t 

«<  Tbte  day  hatli  set  derlitoD  on  tte  Ffeacli, 
And  aU  the  world  wm  *lNr<  and  Kon  at  as." 
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Enter  Mathbo,  Castrucbio,  Flucllo^  Pio- 

RATTO. 

Math.  You,  goody  punk,  tubaudi  cockatrice," 
O,  you're  a  sweet  whore  of  your  proiuise ;  are 
you  not,  think  you  ?  how  well  you  came  t«>  ^p- 
per  to  us  last  night !  Mew,  a  wnore,  and  break 
her  word  !  Nay,  you  may  blush,  and  hold  down 
your  head  at  it  well  enough ;  'sfoot !  aik  tlietfe 
gallants  if  we  staid  not  till  we  yvere  as  hungry  tt 
Serjeants. 

FlueL  Aye,  and  their  yeomen  too. 

Ca»t,  Nuy,  faith,  acquaintance,  let  me  tell  you, 
you  forgot  yourself  too  much ;  we  had  excellent 
cheer,  rare  vintage,  and  were  drunk  after  supper. 

Pior.  And  when  we  were  in  our  wood-cocks, 
(sweet  rogue !)  a  brace  of  gulls,  dwelling  here  in 
the  city,  came  in,  and  paid  all  the  shot.  ^^ 

Math.  Pox  on  her,  let  her  alone. 

BeL  O  aye,  pray  do ;  if  you  be  gentlemen, 
I  pray  depart  the  house.     Beshrew  the  door 
For  being  so  easily  entreated;  faith, 
I  lent  but  little  ear  unto  your  talk ; 
My  mind  was  busied  otherwise,  in  trotli. 
And  so  your  words  did  unregarded  pass: 
Let  this  suffice,  1  am  not  as  I  was. 

FlueL  I  am  not  what  1  was !  no,  111  be  sworn 
thou  art  not :  for  thou  wert  honest  at  five,  and 
now  thouVr  a  punk  at  fifteen  ;  thou  wert  yester^ 
day  a  simple  whore,  and  now  thoyVt  a  cunning 
coney-catching  bagteage  to-day. 

BeL  ril  say,  I'm  worse;  I  pray  forsake  me, 
then; 
I  do  desire  you  leave  me,  gentlemen, 
And-Ieave  yourbelves :  O,  be  not  what  you  are, 
Spendthrifts  of  soul  and  body ! 
LBt  me  persuade  you  Co  forsake  all  harlots, 
Worse  than  the  deadliest  poisons ;  they  are  worse. 
For  o*er  their  souls  hangs  an  eternal  corse. 
In  being  slaves  to  slaves,  their  labours  perish  : 
They're  seldom  blest  with  froit;  for,  ere  it  blos- 
soms, 
Many  a  worm  confounds  it. 
They  have  no  issue,  but  foul  ugly  ones, 
That  run  along  with  them,  e*en  to  their  graves; 
For,  'stead  of  children,  they  breed  rank  diseases; 
And  all  you  gallants  can  bestow  on  them, 
Is  that  French  infant,  which  ne'er  acts,  but  speaks. 
What  shallow  son  and  heir,  then,  foolish  gallant. 
Would  waste  all  his  inheritance  to  put  chase 
A  filthy  loathed  disease,  and  pawn  bis  body 
To  a  dry  evil  ?  That  usury's  worst  of  all. 
When  the  interest  will  eat  out  the  principal. 

Math,  'Sfoot,  she  gulls  'em  the  best !   This  is 
always  her  fashion,  when  the  would  be  rid. of  any  [ 
company,  that  she  cares  not  for,  to  enjoy  mine 
alone. 


FhtL  Whacks  hero  Hii8|nictions,adiiioiutioiis, 
and  caveats!  Come  out,  you  scabbard  of  venge- 
ance. 

Mmth»  FJuello,  spurn  your  bouods  when  they 
foist ;  you  shall  not  spurn  my  punk,  I  cao  tell 
you  ;  my  Mood  is  vext. 

FiueL  Pox  o'  your  blood  I  make  it  a  quarrd. 

Math,  You're  a  slave ;  will  that  serve  turn  l 

Omne$,  'Sblood,  hold,  hold  ! 

Coit,  Math.  FiueL  For  shame  put  up. 

Math.  Spurn  my  sweet  varlet ! 

BeL  O  bow  many  thus, 
Moved  with  a  little  folly,  have  let  out 
Their  souls  in  brothel  houses !  fell  down,  and  died 
Just  at  tbeir  harlot's  ftaot,  at  'cware  in  pride. 

FiueL  Matheo,  we  shall  meet. 

Math.  Aye,  aye,  any  where,  saving  mt  ckorck; 
pray  take  lieed  we  meet  not  there. 

FiweJ.  Adieu,  damnation ! 

Cast.  Cockatrice,  farewell  I 

Pior.  There's  more  deceit  id  women,  than  ia 
belK  [Eratnt. 

Math.  Ha,  ha }  thou  dost  gull  'em  so  rarely, 
so  naturally  !  if  I  did  not  thiiik  thou  had'st  been 
in  earnest.    Thou  art  a  sweet  rogue  for't,  i'faith. 

BeL  Why  are  not  you  gone  too,  signior  Matheo? 
I  pray,  depart  my  house ;  vou  may  believe  me : 
In  troth,  I  have  no  part  of  harlot  m  me. 

Math.  How's  this? 

BeL  Indeed^  I  love  yoo  not;  but  bate  you 
worse 
Then  any  man,  because  you  were  the  first 
Gave  money  for  my  soul.    You  brake  the  ioe^ 
Which  after  turned  a  puddle :  I  was  led 
By  your  temptation  to  be  miserable. 
I  pray,  seek  out  some  other  that  will  fally 
Or,  rather,  (I  pray,)  seek  out  none  at  all. 

Math.  Is't  possible  to  be  ?  Impossible !  An  bo- 
nest  whore !  I  have  beard  many  honest  weuches 
turn  strumpets,  with  a  wet  finger ;  but  for  a  har- 
lot to  turn  honest,  is  one  of  Ilercoles's  labours. 
It  was  more  easy  for  him,  in  one  night,  to  make 
fifty  queans,  than  to  make  one  of  them  honest 
again  in  fifty  years.  Come,  I  hope,  thou  dost 
but jest 

BeL  Tis  time  to  leave  off  jesting,  I  had  ahaoftt) 
Jested  away  salvation :  I  shall  love  you,  -^ 

If  you  will  soon  forsake  me. 
Math.  God  be  with  tbee. 

BeL  Oh,  tempt  no  more  women ;  shun  their 
weighty  curse ! 
Women  (at  best)  are  bad,  oiake  them  not  worse. 
You  gladly  seek  our  sex's  overthrow. 
But  not  to  raise  our  states.  For  all  your  wrongs^ 
Will  you  vouchsafe  me  but  due  recompeace ; 
To  marry  with  me  ? 
Math.  How !  marry  with  a  punk,  a  codmtrice^ 


^'  Cockatrice — See  Note  41  to  The  Antiquary^  poetea. 

^*  The  fholf-^i,  e.  the  reckoning  f  a  term  still  u:ed  in  many  parts  of  the  kingdom. 
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A  barlot?  marry,  fob !  Til  be  bomt  tboroagb  the 
Dose  first. 

BeL  Why,  lab  ?  these  are  your  oaths :  you  love 

to  undo  us, 
To  put  heaven  from  us,  whilst  our  best  hours 

waste : 
You  love  to  make  us  lewd,  but  never  chaste. 
Math,  I'll  hear  no  more  of  this,  this  ground 

upon; 
ThouVt  damned,  for  altering  tbv  religion. 

[Exit. 
BeL  Thy  lust  and  sin  speak  so  much :  go  thou, 

my  ruin ! 
The  first  fall  my  soul  took.    By  my  example, 
I  hope  few  maidens  now  will  put  their  heads 
Under  inen's  girdles;  who  least  trusts,  is  most 

wise: 
Men's  oaths  do  cast  a  mist  before  our  eyes. 
My  best  of  wit  be  ready ;  now  I  gg, 
By  some  device  to  greet  Hipolito.  [Exit, 

SCENE  X. 

Enter  a  Servant^  tetting  out  a  Table  ;  on  which 
he  places  a  Skull^  a  Picture,  a  Biook,  and  a 
Taper. 

Serv.  So,  this  is  Monday  morning ;  and  now 
xnust  I  to  my  housewifery.  Would  I  had  been 
created  a  shoemaker ;  for  all  the  gentle  craft  are 
gentlemen  every  Monday  by  their  copy,  and  scorn 
(then)  to  work  one  true  stitch.  My  master  means, 
sure,  to  turn  me  into  a  student ;  for  here's  my 
book,  here  my  desk,  here  my  light;  this  my 
close  chamber,  and  here  my  punk :  so  that  this 
dull  drowsy  first  day  of  the  week  makes  me  half 
a  priest,  half  a  chandler,  half  a  painter,  half  a 
•exton,  ajre,  and  half  a^  bawd;  for  all  this  day 
my  office  is  to  do  nothing  but  keep  the  door.  To 
prove  it,  look  you,  this  good  foce  and  yonder  een- 
tleinan,  so  soon  as  ever  my  back's  turned,  wifi  be 
naught  together. 

Enter  Hipolito. 

Hip.  Are  all  the  windows  shut? 

Sere  Close,  sir,  as  the  fist  of  a  courtier  that 
hath  stood  in  three  reiens. 

Hip.  Thou  art  a  faithful  servant,  and  observ'st 
The  calendar,  both  of  my  solemn  vows 
And  ceremonious  sorrow :  Get  thee  gone. 
I  charge  thee  on  thy  life,  let  not  the  sound 
Pf  any  woman's  voice  pierce  through  that  door. 

Serv.  If  tbey  do,  my  lord,  111  pierce  some  of 
them. 


What  IV ill  vour  lordship  have  to  breakfast? 

Hip.  Sijih^* 

Serv,  What  to  dinner? 

Hijt.  TetiF^. 

Serv.  The  one  of  them,  my  lord,  will  fill  you 
too  f«U  nf  wind ;  the  other  wet  you  too  much. — 
Whal  to  bupper  ? 

Hip.  That  which,  now,  thou  canst  not  get  me ; 
the  constancy  of  a  woman. 

Serv.  Indeed,  that's  harder  to  come  by,  than 
ever  was  Ostend.  '^ 

Hip.  PrVthec,  away. 

Serv.  rif  make  away  myself  presently,  whicfi 
few  servants  will  do  for  their  lords;  but  rather 
help  to  make  them  away. — Now  to  my  dooN 
keeping ;  I  hope  U)  pick  something  out  of  it 

[Exitm 

Hip.  My  Infelice's  face,  her  brow,  her  eye. 
The  dimple  on  her  cheeJc ;  and  such  sweet  skill' 
Hath  from  the  cunning  workman's  pencil  flown, 
These  lips  look  fresh  and  lively  as  her  own ; 
Seeming  to  move  and  speak.    'Las !  now  I  see, 
The  reason  why  fond  women  love  to  buy 
Adulterate  complexion ;  here  'tis  read ; 
False  colours  last  aftfr  the  true  be  dead. , 
Of  all  the  roses  grafted  on  her  cheeks,     (, 
Of  all  the  graces  daucmii;  in  her  eyes,       j 
Of  all  the  music  set  upon  her  tongue. 
Of  all  that  was  past  woman's  excellence. 
In  her  white  bosom ;  look,  a  painted  board 
Circumscribes  all !  Earth  can  no  bliss  afford ; 
Nothing  of  her  but  this !  This  cannot  speak ; 
It  has  no  lap  for  me  to  rest  upon ; 
No  lip  worto  tasting.    Here  the  worms  will  feed. 
As  in  her  coffin.    Hence,  then,  idle  art ! 
True  love's  best  pictured  in  a  true-love's  heart 
Here  art  thoii  drawn^weet  maid,  till  this  be  dead ! 
So  that  thou  liv'st  t^fee,  twice  art  buried. 
Thou  figure  of  my  friend,  lie  there.  What's  here  ? 
Perhaps  this  shrewd  pate  was  mine  enemy's. 
'Las !  say  it  were,  I  need  not  fear  him  now : 
For  all  his  braves,  his  contumelious  breath ; 
His  frowns,  though  da^sger^pointed ;  all  his  plot. 
Though  ne'er  so  mischievous ;  his  Italian  pills ; 
His  quarrels;  and  that  common  fence,  his  law ; 
See,  see,  they're  all  eaten  out ;  here's  not  left  one ; 
How  clean  they're  pickt  away  to  the  bare  bone ! 
How  mad  are  mortals,  then,  to  rear  great  names 
On  tops  of  swelliu)^  houses !  or  to  wear  out 
Their  fingers  ends  lu  dirt,  to  scrape  up  gold ! 
Not  caring,  so  that  sumpter-horse,  ^^  the  back. 
Be  hung  with  gaudy  trappings,  with  what  coarse, 
Yea,  rags  most  beggarly,  they  clothe  the  soul ; 


S'  OfleRfl*— The  siege  of  thb  place  it  frequently  alloded  to  in  our  ancient  writers.  It  was  taken  by  the 
Hftiquis  of  Spioola,  oo  the  8th  of  September,  1604,  after  it  had  h«rld  out  three  years  and  ten  weeks.— See 
**  A  Trwe  Hi$tory  of  the  MemorabU  Siege  of  Ostbnd,  and  wkai  patsed  em  ettker  tide,  from  the  beginning  of 
f*  the  Siege  unto  the  yUlding  up  of  the  Town.**  4to,  1604. 

'^  Stcmprtr-Aorfe,— A  hone  that  carries  the  necessaries  and  expenses  for  a  joomey. 
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Yet,  aft«r  aU,  tbeir  gaynefi  looks  tlios  fovl. 
What  fools  are  men,  to  boiid  a  garbh ''  toa^ 
Only  to  save  the  carcase  whilst  k  rots; 
To  maintain't  long  in  stinking,  make  tfood  carion. 
But  leave  no  good  deeds  to  pVe^rve  £ein  sound ; 
For  good  deeds  keep  men  sweet  long  above 

ground. 
And  must  all  come  to  this  ?  foofe,  wise,  all  hi- 

ther? 
Most  all  heads  thus  at  last  be  laid  together  ? 
Draw  me  my  picture,  then,  thou  grave  neat  work- 
man, 
Aflter  this  fashion,  not  like  this;  these  oolours, 
In  time,  kissing  but  air,  wiU  be  kissed  off; 
BjErt  here's  a  fellow,  that  which  he  lays  on, 
Till  doom'sKkiy  akers  not  complexion. 
Death's  the  best  painter,  then.    They  that  draw 

shapes, 
And  live  by  wicked  faces,  are  bat  God's  apes ; 
They  come  but  near  the  life^  and  there  they  stay : 
This  fellow  draws  lifo  too ;  his  art  is  fuller. 
The  pictures  which  he  makes  are  vdthout  oobmr. 

Enter  hi$  Servant, 

Serv.  Here*s  a  person  would  speak  with  you, 
sir. 

Hip.  Hal 

Serv,  A  parson,  sir,  would  speak  with  you. 

Hip.  Vicar?  ^  ' 

Serv,  Vicar !  no,  sir,  h'as  too  good  a  knee  to  be 
a  vicajT  yet ;  a  youth,  a  very  youth. 

JEf^.  What  youth?  of  man  or  womap?  look 
the  doors. 

iSS^  If  it  be  woman,  marrow-bones  and  potir 
Coe-pies  '^  keep  me  from  meddling  with  hce,  for 
the  thing  has  got  the  breeches !  ^w  a  male»var- 
let,  ^^  sure,  my  lord,  for  ^woman's  tailor  aeVr 
measured  lum.  ^f 

H^.  Let  him  give  theehis  messaae,  and  be 
gone. 

Serv,  He  says,  he's  Signer  Matheo's  man ;  but 
I  know  he  lies. 

Bq>»  How  dost  thou  know  it. 

Serv.  'Cause  he  |las  ne'er  a  beard ;  'tie  his  boy, 
I  think,  sir,  whosoe'er  paid  for  bia  nursing. 

Hip,  Send  him  in,  and  keep  the  dooiv-* 

[Heads.]  Fata  si  Heeat  mM^ 
Fingewe  arbitri§  mCy 
Temperem  zephyro  kvi  veku 
I'd  sul,  were  I  to  choose,  not  ia  the  ocean; 
Cedars  are  shaken^  when  sbrufaa  do  feel  no  braiie. 

Enter  BcLLAFAONTy  Uke  a  Pag^, 

How!  fromMatheo? 


BeL  Yes,  my  hMii 

Hip.  Art  sick  ? 

Bel  Net  aH  in  health,  my  lord.    . 

Hip.  Keep  off. 

BeL  1  do.--. 
Hard  fate,  when  women  are  compelled  to  wooe^ 

[JMe. 

Hip.  This  paper  does  speak  nothing. 

BeL  Yes,  my  lord ; 
Matter  4>f  Hfe  it  speaks,  and  therefore  writ 
In  hidden  character ;  to  me  instruction 
My  master  gives,  and  (less  you  please  to  stay 
Till  you  both  meet)  I  can  the  text  display. 

Hip.  Do  so  :  read  out 

BeL  I  am  already  out ; 
Look  on  my  Ihoe,  and  read  the  strangest  steiy^! 

Enter  hie  Servant. 

Hip,  Whal,  villain,  ho! 

Serv.  Call  you,  my  lord} 

Hip.  Thou  slave,  thou  bast  let  in  the  devil. 

Serv.  Lord  hlesa  us,  where?  he's  not  cloven, 
my  lord,  that  I  can  see;  besides,  the  devil  goes 
more  like  a  gentleman  than  a  page ;  good  mj 
lord,  boon  couragio. 

Hip.  Thou  hast  let  in  a  woman  in  mim's  shape, 
And  thou  art  damned  for't 

Serv.  Not  daamcd,  I  hope,  for  putting  m  a 
woman  to  a  lord. 

Hipk  Fetch  me  my  iasiery-<^do  nol;  I  sludl 
kill  thee. 
Purge  this  infected  chamber  of  that  plague. 
Thai  runs  upon  me  thua :  Slave,  thrust  iMr  heaca. 

Serv.  Alas !  my  lord,  I  shaU  never  bo  able  to 
thrust  her  hence  without  helpb«n-€ome,  mermaid, 
you  must  (a  sea  again. 

BeL  Hear  me  but  speak,  my  words  studi  be  aU 


Hear  me  but  speak. 

Hip.  Another  beats  the  door, 
T'other  she-devil !  look. 

Serv.  Why,  then,  hell's  broke  loose*        [Exit, 

Hip.  Hence,  guard  the  chamber;  let  no  more 
come  oa; 
One  woman  serves  for  man's  damnatioik— 
Beshrew  thee,  thou  dost  make  me  vioUite 
The  chastest  and  most  sancthnooioos  vow. 
That  e'er  was  eat»red  ia  the  court  of  heaven. 
'*  I  was  on  meditatioti's  spotless  wings, 
Upon  my  journey  thkher;  like  a  storm. 
Thou  heals  my  ripened  coeitations 
Flat  to  the  gMpnd;  and  like  a  thief  dolb  staad. 
To  steal  devotion  from  the  holy  land. 

BeL  If  woman  were  thy  mother;  if  thy  bf»ut 


"  Oariffc,— See  Note  S4  to  Edward  II. 

^  P9«itoe-p<a»,-!-See  Nate  to  Troihu  and  CVonMi,  p.  IM.  edit  mS. 

^7  JfaJb-tNniK-^So,ln2{V«UiifandCfi«Muis,A.ft.S.i:  *f  Thou  art  tfKWght  tobe  AehliHs'  mek  iar»t>* 

99  lwasimmeiiitaiioa*9»pQUuiwingi.'^8Q^  ia  Hamtet,  A.  K  9. 1  s 

'<  Haste,  let  me  kno^  It ;  that  I,'  wHh  «ing$  as  swift 

As  mtditatioHy  or  the  tboogbts  of  love. 

Hay  sweep  to  my  revei^." 
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Be  not  all  marble ;  or,  if 't  marble  be» 

Let  my  tears  soften  it,  to  pity  me. 

I  do  beseech  thee,  do  not  thus  with  soom 

Destroy  a  woman. 

'  Hip.  Woman,  I  beseech  thee, 

Get  thee  some  odier  suit,  this  fiu  thee  not ; 

I  would  not  grant  it  to  a  kneeling  queen. 

I  cannot  love  thee,  nor  I  roust  not :  See 

The  copy  of  that  obligation, 

Where  my  soul's  bound  in  heavy  penaltiea. 

Bit.  She's  dead  you  told  me,  she'll  let  fall  her 
suit 

Hip,  My  vows  to  her  fled  after  her  to  heaven : 
Were  thine  eyes  clear  as  mine,  thou  might'st  be- 
hold her. 
Watching,  upon  yon  battlements  of  stars. 
Huw  I  observe  them  !  Should  I  break  my  bond. 
This  board  would  rive  in  twain;  these  wooden 

lips, 
Call  me  most  perjured  villain  !  Let  it  suffice, 
I  ha'  set  thee  m  the  path  i  is't  not  a  sign 
I  love  thee,  when  with  one  so  most  most  dear, 
I'll  have  thee  fellows  ?  all  are  fellows  there. 

BeL  Be  greater  than  a  king;  save  nut  a  body. 
But  from  eternal  shipwreck  keep  a  soul ; 
Jf  not,  and  that  again  sin's  path  I  tread, 
The  grief  be  mine,  the  guilt  fall  on  thy  head. 

Hip.  Stay,  and  take  physic  for  it;  read  this 
book; 
Ask  counsel  of  this  head  whaifs  to  be  done. 
He'll  strike  it  dead,  that  'tis  damnation. 
If  you  turn  Turk  again.  '*    Oh,  do  it  not ! 
Though  heaven  cannot  allure  you  to  do  well, 
.  From  doing  ill  let  hell  fright  you ;  and  learn  this, 
The  soul  whose  bosom  Inst  did  never  toueh, 
Is  God's  fair  bride;  and  maidcniT  souls  are  snch. 
The  soul  that,  leaving  chastity's  white  shore. 
Swims  in  hot  sensual  straams^  is  the  devii^s  whore. 
How  now !  who  comes  ? 

E/Uer  his  Servant. 

Sera.  No  more  knaves,  my  lord,  that  wear 


smoeks.  Here's  a  letter  from  Doctor  Benedict ; 
I  would  not  enter  his  man,  though  be  had  hairs 
at  his  mouth,  fbr  f^r  he  should  be  a  woman ; 
for  some  women  have  beards,  marry,  they  are 
half  witches.  *°  'Slid,  you  are  a  sweet  youth  to 
wear  a  codpiece,^'  and  have  no  pins  to  stick 
ufton't 

Hip.  m  meet  the  Doctor,  tell  him;  yet  to- 
night 
I  cannot :  but  at  morrow  rising  sun 
I  will  not  fail.  Go;*-woman,  fare-thee-well, 

[Exmnt. 

Bel  The  lowest  fhll  can  be  but  into  hell. 
It  does  not  move  him.    I  must  therefore  fly 
Prom  this  undoing  city,  and  with  tears 
Wash  off  all  anger  from  my  father's  brow. 
He  cannot  sure  but  joy,  seeing  me  new-bom« 
A  woman  honest  first,  and  then  turn  whore, 
Is  (as  with  me)  common  to  thousands  more; 
But  from  a  strumpet  to  turn  chaste ;  that  sound 
Has  oft  beea  heard,  that  woman  hardly  found; 

[En*. 

SCENE  XI. 
Enfer  Fustigo,  Crambo>  wid  Poll 

Fuit.  Hold  up  your  hands,  gentlemen ;  here's 
one,  two,  three, — nay,  I  warrant  they  are  sound 
pistols,^*  and  without  flaws;  I  had  them  of  m 
sister,  and  I  know  ihe  uses-to  put  nothing  thars 
crackt, — three,  four,  five,  six,  s^en,  eight,  and 
nine :  By  this  hand,  bring  roe  bnt  a  piece  of  Ins 
blood,  and  you  shall  have  nine  roore.  Ill  luric  in 
a  tavern  not  fttr  off,  and  provide  supper  to  dose 
up  the  end  of  the  tragedy.  The  linen-draper^Sy 
remember.  Stand  to't,  I  beseech  you ;  and  play 
your  parts  perfectlj^ 

Cram.  Look  youji^ior,  'tis  not  your  gold  that 
we  weigh. 

Fust.  Nay,  nay,  weigh  it,  and  spare  not;  if  H 
lads  one  grain  of  eom, 
111  give  you  a  bushel  of  wheat  to  make  it  up. 


'^  Turn  Twrk  agt^^To  torn  Turk^  seetns  to  have  been  a  cant  phrase  fbr  de|KlMd|  ftnm  the  nits  of 
chastity.  80  cbudren  bom  ont  of  wedlock  aie  frequently  termed  Pagaiat  m  in  tHe  Cdj^Aiifig  by  Bean^ 
mont  and  Fletcher,  A.  4.  S.  I.  Vol.  Yl.  p.  AT.  edit.  1778, 

'<  Three  little  children  f  one  of  them  was  viae. 
Upon  my  coMcieneei  tb'  other  two  are  Pagmu.^* 

^  Ha{f  »Ue]ket.««-One  of  the  dUth^bhiflg  ipiallties  of  a  witch  b  supposed  to  have  beea  hair  on  her 
chin. 

^'  Codpiece.^^*  Whoever  wishes  to  be  acquainted  with  this  particular,  relative  to  dress,  may  consult 
Bnlwcr's  JrHfcUd  ChangtHitg,  in  arhlch -such  matters  are  very  amply  discussed.  Ocular  instraction  may 
be  bad  from  me  armoar  shewn  as  John  of  Gattnt*8,  In  the  Tower  of  London.  The  same  foshioo  appears 
to  have  been  no  less  offensive  in  France. — See  Montaigne^  chap.  Si.  The  custom  of  sticking  pins  in  this 
•stentalious  piece  of  Indeoeney  was  oottttaed  by  the  nilbeiw  wirdeni  of  tbfe  Tower,  till  forbidden  by 
aathority."— Mf  Stoevtas'sNoto  to  Two  QmMmm df  V^rma,  A.9.  -S..?.  fleetUsoVgnre 8,  In I'lateSQ^ 
of  ^trutt's  View  of  the  Maimers^  Cusiomtt  flfe.  of  the  InhabliwiU  rfEngjandf  Vol.  HI* 

<^  SoimdpiHot»r^mfpomVimtat^twmn»Bp9aMLC9m,puSl€».    8. 
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Cram,  Bat  by  your  favour,  siguior,  which  of  the 
servants  is  ii  ?  because  we'll  punish  justly. 

Fuxt.  Marry,  'tis  the  head  luan ;  yuu  shall  taste 
biro  by  his  tongue.  A  pretty  tail,  prating  fellow, 
with  a  Tuscalonian  beard. 

Poii.  Tuscalonian  !  very  good. 
Fust,  Cods  life !  I  was  ne'er  so  thrumbed  since 
I  was  a  gentleman ;  my  coi^romb  was  dry-beaten, 
as  if  my  hair  had  Itecn  hemp. 

Cram,  We'll  dry-beat  some  of  them.  ^ 

Fust.  Nay,  it  grew  so  high,  that  my  sister  cned 
murder  out  very  manfully.  I  have  her  consent, 
in  a  manner,  to  have  him  peppered,  eliie  I'll  not 
do't  to  win  more  than  ten  cheaters  do  at  a  rifling. 
Break  but  his  pate,  or  so,  only  his  mazer ;  ^^  be- 
cause I'll  have  his  head  in  a  cloth  as  will  a*»  mine ; 
he's  a  linen-draper,  and  may  take  enough  I 
could  ent^  my  action  of  battery  against  hmi,  but 
we  may,  perhaps,  be  both  dead  and  rotten  before 
the  lawyers  would  end  it. 

Cram,  No  more  to  do,  but  insconce  yourself 
i'the  tavern.  Provide  no  great  cheer ;  a  couple 
of  capons,  some  pheasants,  plovers,  and  orangado- 
pie,  or  so. — But  how  bloody  soe'er  the  day  be, 
aally  you  not  forth. 

Fust.  No,  no;  nay,  if  I  stir,  somebody  shall 
stink,  ril  not  budge;  I'll  lie  like  a  dog  in  a 
manger. 

Cram.  Well,  well,  to  the  tavern;  let  not  our 
supper  be  raw,  for  you  shall  have  blood  enough ; 
your  belly  full. 

Fust,  That's  all,  so  God  sa'  me,  I  thirst  after ; 
blo4»d  for  blood,  bump  for  bumb,  nose  for  nose, 
head  for  head,  plaster  for  plaster,  and  so  farewell. 
What  shall  1  call  your  names;  because  I'll  leave 
word,  if  any  such  come  to  the  bar? 

Cram  My  name  is  corporal  Crambo. 

Fo/i.  And  mine,  lieuteiiipt  Poli. 

Cram.  Poli  is  as  tall  a  man  as  ever  opened 
oysters : 
I  would  not  be  the  devil  to  meet  Poli.  Farewell. 

Fust.  Nor  I,  by  this  light,  if  Poli  be  such  a 
Poll.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Candido*8  Wife,  in  her  Shap^  and  the  two 
'Frentices. 

Wife.  What's  a  clock  now? 

S  Pren,  'lis  almost  twelve. 

Wife,  That's  well. 
The  senate  will  leave  wording  presently : 
But  is  George  ready  ? 

2  'Fren.  Yes,  forsooth,  he's  furbisht 


Wife.  Now,  as  you  ever  hope  to  win  my  £•• 
vour, 
Throw  both  your  duties  and  respects  on  him 
With  the  like  awe,  as  if  he  were  your  master;  ^ 
Let  not  your  looks  betray  it  with  a  smile. 
Or  leering  glance,  to  any  customer. 
Keep  a  true  settled  countenance  ;  and  beware 
You  laugh  not,  whatsoever  you  hear  or  see. 

2  *Pfen,  I  warrant  you,  mistress,  let  us  alone 
for  keeping  our  countenance :  for,  if  I  list,  there 
is  never  a  fool  in  all  Milan  shall  make  me  laugh, 
let  him  play  the  fool  never  so  like  an  ass ;  whe^ 
thcr  it  be  the  fat  court-fbol,  or  the  lean  atf 
fool. 

Wife,  Enough,  then,  call  down  George. 

t  ^Pren.  I  hear  him  coming. 

Enter  George. 

Wife.  ^  Be  re«iy  with  your  legs,  then  let  me 
sec 
How  courtesy  would  become  him  — Gallantly ! 
Beshrew  my  blood,  a  proper  seemly  man ; 
Of  a  choice  carriage,  walks  with  a  good  port. 

George.  I  thank  you,  mistress;  my  back's 
broad  enough,  now  my  master's  gown's  on. 

Wife.  Sure  I  should  think  it  were  the  least  of 
sin, 
To  mistake  the  mai>ter,  and  to  let  him  in. 

George,  Twere  a  good  comedy  of  errors  that, 
i'faith. 

?  'Fren,  "  Whist,  whist;  my  master ! 

Entet  Canoido,  and  exit  presently. 

.  Wife,  You  all  know  your  task.— God's  my  life, 
what's  that  be  has  got  opon  his  back  ?  who  can 
tell? 

George,  That  can  I,  but  I  will  not 

Wife,  Girt  about  him  like  a  madman  !  what, 
has  he  lost  his  c)oak  coo  ?  This  is  the  maddest 
fashion  that  e'er  I  saw.  What  said  he,  George, 
when  he  passed  by  thee  ? 

George,  Troth,  mistress,  nothing :  not  so  much 
as  a  bee,  he  did  not  hum ;  not  so  much  sa  a  bawd, 
be  did  not  hem ;  not  so  much  as  a  cuckold,  he 
did  not  ha:  neither  hum,  hem,  nor  ba;  only 
stared  me  in  the  face,  past  along,  and  made  h|»te 
in,  as  if  my  looks  had  worked  with  him  to  give 
biro  a  stool. 

Wife.  Sure  he's  Text  now,  thb  trick  has  moved 
his  spleen ; 
He's  angered  now,  because  be  uttered  nothing; 
And  wordless  wrath  breaks  out  more  violeot. 


^  Only  ,hU  nmtr^^So,  io  Dekkars  JVonderfuU  Yeare^  1603:  << thiakiDg  the  eamies  had  flyea 

about,  cryed,  Zouodes !  what  do  you  mean  to  craeke  my  mazer  f**   The  term  is  even  yet  io  Yulgar  we,  fbf 
the  face. 
^  Be  rea^  with  your  legs^^l.  e.  with  your  hwsp    See  Note  SO  to  The  Par$on"t  WedM^* 
^  f^kist,  whist.^Be  sUeot.    See  Mr  Steeveos's  Note  to  Tempest,  A.  I.  8. 2. 
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Maybe  hell  strive  for  place,  when  he  comes 

down ; 
But,  if  thoa  tovest  me,  George,  afford  him  none. 
^  George.  Nay,  let  me  alone  to  play  my  master's 
prize,  as  long  as  my  mistress  warrants  me :  I  am 
sure  I  have  his  best  dlotbes  oh,  and  I  scorn,  to 
give  place  to  any  that  is  inferior  in  apparel  to  me ; 
that's  an  axiom,  a  principle,  and  is  observed  ab 
much  as  ihe  fashion.  Let  that  persuade  you, 
then,  that  TIV  shoulder  with  him  for  the  upper 
hand  in  the  shop,  as  long  as  this  chain  will  main- 
tain it. 

Wife,  Spoke  with  the  spirit  of  a  roaster,  though 
with  the  tongue  of  a  'prentice. 

Enter  Can  dido  like  a  *  Prentice. 

Why,  how  now,  madman  ?  what,  in  your  tricksi- 
coats? 
Cand,  O,  peace,  good  mistress. 

Enter  Crambo  and  Poll 

Sec  what  you  lack,  what  is't  you  buy  ?  pure  cal- 
IJcoes,  fiue  bollands, choice cambricks,  neat  lawns: 
see,  what  you  buy.  Pray  come  near,  my  master 
■will  use  you  well,  he  can  affi>rd  you  a  penny- 
worth. 

Wife,  Aye,  that  he  can,  out  of  a  whole  piece 
of  lawn,  i'faith. 

Cand,  Pray,  see  vour  choice  here,  gentlemen. 

Wifi*  O  fine  fool !  what  a  madman,  a  patient 
madman  ?  who  ever  heard  of  the  like  ?  Well,  sir, 
m  fit  you  and  your  humour  presently:  what, 
cross-points?  I'll  untie  'em  all  in  a  trice,  I'll  vex 
you,  faith ! — Boy,  take  your  cloak ;  quidc,  come. 

[Exit, 

Cand,  Be  covered,  George;  this  chain,  and 
welted  gown,** 
Bare  to  this  coat?  Then  the  world's  upside  down. 

George.  Umh,  umh,  hum. 

Cram,  That's  the  shop,  and  there's  the  fellow. 

PolL  Aye,  but  the  master  is  walking  in  there. 

Cram,  No  matter,  we'll  in. 

PoU,  'Sblood,  dost  long  to  lie  in  limbo  ? 

Cram,  And  limbo  be  in  hell,  I  care  not. 

Cand,  Look  you,  gentlemen,  your  choice ;  cam* 
bricks  ? 

Cram,  No,  sir,  some  shirtmg. 

Cand,  You  shall. 


Cram.  Have  you  none  of  thit  striped  canvass* 
fordoubiirs?         » 

Cand.  None  striped,  sir.  hut  plain. 

S  *Pren,  I  think  there  be  on  .•  piece  striped 
within. 

George,  Step,  sirrah,  and  fetch  it;  hum,  hum, 
hum. 

Cand.  Look  you,  gentlemen.  111  make  but  one 
spreading ;  here's  a  piece  of  cloth,  fine,  yet  shall 
wear  like  iron.  Tis  without  fault;  take  this  up- 
on my  word ;  'tis  without  fault. 

Cram.  Then  'tis  better  than  you,  sirrah. 

Cand.  Aye,  and  a  number  more.   O  that  each 
soul 
Were  but  as  spotless  as  this  innocent  white, 
And  had  as  few  breaks  in  it ! 

Cram,  'Twould  have  some,  then. — ^There  was 
a  fray  here  last  day  in  this  shop. 

Cand.  There  was  indeed  a  little  flea  biting. 

PolL  A  gentleman  had  his  pate  broke ;  call  you 
that  but  a  flea-biting? 

Cfind.  He  had  so. 

Cram,  Zowns,  do  you  stand  in*t  ? 

rife  strikes  him, 

George,  'Sfoot,  clubs,  clubs !  prentices,  down 
with  'em !  Ab,  you  rogues,  strike  a  citizen  in's 
shop? 

Land,  None  of  you  stir,  I  pray ;  forbear,  good 
George. 

Cram.  I  beseech  you,  sir;  we  mistook  our 
marks ;  deliver  us  our  weapons. 

George,  Your  head  bleeds,  sir;  cry,  clubs. 

Cand.  I  say,  you  shall  not ;  pray  be  patient. 
Give  them  their  weapons :  Sirs,  you'd  best  be 

gone; 
I  tell  you,  here  are  boys  more  tough  than  bears; 
Uence^  lest  more  fists  do  walk  about  your  ears.  • 

Both.  We  thank  you,  sir.  [Exeunt, 

Cand.  You  shall  not  follow  them  : 
Let  them  alone,  pray,  this  did  me  no  harm ; 
Troth,  I  was  cold,  and  the  blow  made  me  warm : 
I  thank  'em  for't ;  be&ides,  I  had  decreed . 
To  have  a  vein  prickt,  I  did  mean  to  bleed. 
So  that  there's  money  saved;  they  are  honest 

men. 
Pray  use  'em  well  when  they  appear  again. 

George.  Yes,  sir,  we'll  use  'em  like  honest  men. 
I      Cand*  Aye^  well  said,  George;  like  honest 


**  fFeltedgown. — Barret,- in  his  MtearUy  yocegard,  explain  the  word  as  iynonymoas  with  jmrfle^  or 
welt.  A  wtUtd  gomn  is,  therefore,  one  ornamented  with  purfles  or  fringe.  They  are  often  mentioned  in 
ancient  writers. 

Greenes  History  of  Frygr  Batm^  1630,  Sign.  H  3  :  *<  I  warrant  you,  lie's  as  yeoinanly  a  man  as  yon  shall 
see  ;  marke  yon,  masters,  berets  a  plain  honest  man  without  weU  or  gard."  ^ 

Ben  Jonson's  EpicatUy  A.  4.  S  7  :  '*  Do  not  fear  me.  Clap  but  a  civil  gown  with  a  welt  o'tbe  one,  and 
a  panonical  cloak  with  sleeves  o'tbe  other,"  &c. 

Green's  Quip  for  an  upstart  Courtior,  1592  :  *'  Presentlie,  loking  about  for  more,  comes  stalking  down 
an  aged  grave  Sir,  in  a  blacke  velvet  coat,  and  a  black  cloth  gowne,  welted  and  fkced.** 

Ibid.  "  I  saw  five  fat  fellowes,  all  in  damaske  cotes  and  gownes,  weHed  with  velvet,  verte  brave." 

Dtekkar*s  Belmm*s  Night-walkes,  bign.  D  4 :  *^  -^  thou  sbalt  meete  rich  drunkards  under  meUed  gowns.* 
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nm,  dioogh  thef  be  arrant  knaves;  for  that's 
the  praise  of  the  dtj. — HeTp  to  lay  up  these 
wares. 

Enter  his  Wife^  with  Officers. 

Wif4i  Yonder  he  stands. 

0^»  What,  in  a  'prentice  coat  ? 

w^€*  Aye,  ajre»  woad^  mad ;  pray  take  heed 

C«ild«  How  now !  what  news  with  them  ? 
wittit  make  they  with  my  wife  ?  Officers !  is  siie 
attached  ?  Look  to  your  wares* 

Wife*  He  talks  to  himself !  Oh,  he's  much  gone, 
indeed  1 

OffL  Fray,  pluck  up  a  good  heart,  be  not  so 
fearftil.-- 
Sirs,  heark^  weHl  gather  to  him  bj  degrees. 

W^  Aye,  aye,  by  degrees,  I  pray  :  oh,  me ! 
what  makes  he  with  the  lawn  iu  nis  hand?  he'll 
tear  all  the  ware  in  my  shop. 

8^  l^ear  not,  we'll  catch  him  on  a  sudden. 
ife,  O,  you  had  need  do  so.  Pray  take  heed 
of  your  warrant 
Offi,  I  warrant)  mittreaB.«-NoWy  Signior  Can- 


Cmuk'  Now«  sir,  what  news  with  yoU|  sir? 

H^  What  news  with  you,  he  says.  Oh,  he's 
far  gone ! 

Qfi.  r  pray,  fear  nothing;  let's  alone  with 
him. — 
9lgnier»  you  look  not  like  yourself,  ihethinks ; 
(Steal  you  at  t'other  side;)  you  are  changed, 
yeu're  altered. 

Cftftif.  Changed,  sir  ?  why,  true,  sir.  Is  change 
•tirakige  ?  'tis  not  the  fashion,  unless  it  alter.  Mo- 
narchs  turn  to  beggars;  beggars  creep  into  the 
mtts  of  princes ;  masters  serve  their  'prentices ; 
ladies  their  serving«>men;  men  tnm  to  women. 

O^  And  women  turn  to  men. 

Cand.  Aye,  and  women  turn  to  men ;  you  say 
true  <  ha,  ha !  a  mad  world,  a  mad  world ! 

€fjfi.  Have  we  caught  you,  sir  ? 

Cand,  Cavght  me  ?  well,  well,  yoo  have  caught 
me. 

Wife,  He  la«ghs  in  your  faces. 

George.  A  rescue,  'prentices!  my  master's 
catch^^fieled. 

Offi  I  charge  you  keep  the  peace,  or  have  your 
legi  gaftei^  md\  irons.  We  nave  from  the  duke 
a  warrant  strong  enough  for  what  we  do. 

Cand.  I  pray  rest  cjuiet;  I  desire  no  rescue. 

Wife*  La!  he  desires  no  rescue;  las,  poor 
heart! 
He  talks  against  himself. 

Omd.  Well,  what^s  the  matter? 

Offi.  Look  to  that  arm ; 
Pf«V(  tttakesure  work  $  double  the  cord. . 

Cand.  Why,  why? 

Wffii.  Lbok',  how  his  head  goes !  should  he  get 
but  loose, 
Oh,  'twere  as  much  ae  all  our  lives  were  worth. 

Offi»  Fear  not,  we*il  make  sure  for  our  own 
safety. 


O^ 

Cand 


Cand*  Are  you  at  lebure  now  ?  weU,  what's  the 
matter? 
Why  do  I  enter  into  bonds  thus  ?  ha  ? 
Offi.  Because  you^re  mad  ;  put  fear  opon  your 

wife. 
Wife.  Oh,  ay;  I  went  in  danger  of  my  life 

every  minute ! 
Cand.  What?  am  I  mad  say  you,  and  I  not 

know  it  ?  '^ 

Offi.  That  proves  you  mad,  because  yoo  know 

it  not. 
Wife.  Pray  talk  as  little  to  him  as  you  can  ; 
Xou  see  he's  too  far  spent. 

Cand.  Bound  with  strong  cord  ? 
A  silver  thread,  i'faith,  had  been  enough 
To  lead  me  any  where.    Wife,  do  you  long  f 
You  are  mad  too»  or  else  you  do  me  wrong, 
Oeo.  But  are  YOU  mad,  indeed,  master? 
Cand.  My  wife  says  so ; 
And  what  she  says,  George,  is  all  troth,  yoa 

know: 
And  whither  now?  to  Bethlem  monast'ry ?— ba  f 
whither? 
Faith,  e'en  to  the  madmen's  pound. 
^nd,  A  God's  name :  still  I  feel  my  nadence 
sound.  [ExeuHi^ 

Geo.  Come,  we'll  see  whither  he  goes.  If  the 
master  be  mad,  we  are  his  servants,  and  must  fol-' 
lew  his  steps;  we'll  be  mad-caps  too.  Farewell, 
mistress;  you  shall  have  us  all  in  Bedlam. 

[Exeunt. 
Wife.  I  think  I  ha'  fitted  now  yon  and  your 
clothes ; 
If  this  move  not  his  patience,  nothing  can ; 
111  swear  then  I  have  a  sain^  and  not  a  man. 

[Exitn 

SCENE  xn. 

Enter  Duke,  Doctor,  Fldello,  Casteucbio, 

PlORATTO. 

Duke.  Give  us  a  little  leave.— Doctor,  yonr 
news. 

Doet,  I  sent  for  him,  my  lord :  at  last  he  came. 
And  did  receive  all  speech  that  went  from  me, 
As  gilded  pills  made  to  prolong  his  health. 
My  credit  with  him  wrought  it.    For  some  men 
Swallow  even  empty  hooks ;  like  fools,  that  fear 
No  drowning  where  'tis  deepest^  'cause  'tis  dear. 
In  th'end  we  sat,  and  eat :  a  health  I  drank 
Tb  Infelice's  sweet  departed  soul ; 
— ^This  train  I  knew  would  take. 

Duke,  Twas  excellent. 

Doct.  He  fell  with  such  devotion  on  his  knees^ 
To  pledge  the  same — 

Jjuke.  Fond  superstitioQs  fool ! 

Doet.  That  had  he  been  inflamed  with  teal  of 
prayer. 
He  oouJd  not  pourt  ont  with  more  reverence* 
About  my  neck  he  hung,  wept  on  my  dieek ; 
Kissed  it,  and  swore  he  would  adore  my  lips^ 
Because  they  brought  forth  Infblioe's  name. 
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Duke,  Ha,  h%  alack,  alack ! 

Doct,  The  cap  he  lifts  up  high»  and  thus  he 
said. 
Here,  noble  maid !  drinks^  and  Was  poisoned. 

Duke,  And  died  ? 

Doct,  And  died»  my  lord. 

Duke.  Thou  in  that  word 
Hast  pieced  mine  aged  hours  out  with  more  years 
Than  thou  hast  taken  from  Hipolito. 
A  noble  youth  be  was ;  but  lesser  branches 
Hindering  the  greater's  growth,  must  be  lopt  oS, 
And  feed  the  fire.    Doctor,  w'are  now  all  thine; 
And  use  us  so :  be  bold. 

Doci.  Thanks,  gracious  lord : 
My  honoured  lord-— 

Duke,  Hum. 

DocL  I'  do  beseech  your  graoey  to  bury  deep 
This  bloody  act  of  mine. 

Duke,  Nay,  nay,  for  that, 
Doctor,  look  you  to*t ;  me  it  shall  not  move ; 
They're  curst  that  ill  do,  not  that  ill  do  love. 

Doct,  You  throw  an  angry  forehead  on  my 
face; 
Bet  be  yon  pleased  backward  thus  for  to  look. 
That  for  your  good  this  ill  I  undertook. 

Duke,  Aye,  aye^  we  construe  so. 

Dect.  And  only  for  your  love. 

Duke,  Coofeet;  'bs  true. 

Doct,  Nor  let  it  stand  against  mo  as  a  bar. 
To  thrust  me  from  your  presence :  nor  believe 
(As  princes  have  quick  thoughts)  that  now  my 

finger 
Bemg  dipt  in  blood,  I  will  not  spare  the  hand ; 
But  that  for  gold  (as  what  can  gold  not  do  ?) 
I  may  be  hired  to  work  the  like  on  you. 

Duke,  Which  to  prevent — 

Doct,  TIs  from  my  heart  as  far — 

Duke.  No  matter,  Doctor ;  'cause  Fll  fearless 
sleep, 
And  Chat  you  shall  stand  clear  of  that  suspicion, 
I  banish  thee  for  ever  from  my  court» 
This  principle  is  old,  but  true  as  fate ; 
-  King*  may  love  treason,  but  the  traitor  hate. 

[Exit, 

Doet.  Is'tso?  Nay  tbeo,  Duke,  your  stale 
principle 
With  one  as  stale  the  Doctor  thus  shall  quit ; 
He  falls  himself  that  digs  auether's  pit. 
How  now  ?  where  is  he  ?  will  he  meet  me  ? 

Enter  the  Doctor's  Man, 

Doctm't  Man^  Meet  yoo,  sir?  He  mi^ht  have 
met  with  three  fencers  in  this  time,  and  have  re- 
ceived less  hurt  than  by  meeting  one  doctor  of 
physic.    Why,  sir,  be  has  waikM  under  the  old 


Abbey  wall  yondeMhis  hour,  till  he*s  more  cold 
than  a  citizen's  cUintry-house  in  January.    You 
may  smell  him  behind,  sir:  la  you,  yonder  he 
comes ! 
Doct,  Leave  me. 

Enter  Hipolito. 

Doc/or'fJIfeii^  rthe  lurch,  if  you  wilL   \ExU. 

Doct,  O,  my  most  noble  friend ! 

Hip,  Few  but  yourself 
Could  have  inticed  me  thus,  to  trust  the  air 
Widi  my  dose  sighs.     You  sent  for  me,  what 
news? 

Doct.  Come,  you  must  ^  d'off  this  black ;  dye 
that  pale  cheek 
Into  his  own  colour.    Go,  attire  yourself 
Fresh  as  a  bridegroom,  when  he  meets  his  bride. 
The  duke  has  done  much  treason  to  thy  love : 
Tis  now  reveard ;  'tis  now  to  be  revenged. 
Be  merry,  honour'd  fHend ;  thy  lady  lives. 

Hip.  What  lady? 

Doct,  Infelice,  she's  revived. 
Revived  !  alack,  death  never  had  the  heart 
To  take  breath  from  her. 

Hip,  Umh,  I  thank  vuu,  sir: 
Physic  prolongs  life,  when  it  cannot  save ; 
This  helps  not  my  hopes ;  mine  are  in  their  grave : 
You  do  some  wrong  to  mock  me. 

Doct,  By  that  love. 
Which  I  have  ever  borne  you,  what  I  speak 
Is  truth ;  the  maiden  lives :  that  funeral. 
Duke's  tears,  the  mourning,  was  all  counterfeit: 
A  sleepy  draught  cozen'd  the  world  and  you. 
I  was  his  minister ;  and  then  chambered  up» 
To  stop  discovery. 

Hip,  O  treacberous  Duke ! 

Doct.  He  cannot  hope  so  certainly  fur  bliss. 
As  he  believes  that  I  have  poison*d  you. 
He  woo'd  me  to't ;  I  yielded,  and  confirm'd  him 
In  his  most  bloody  thoughts. 

Hip.  A  very  devil ! 

Doct,  Her  did  he  closely  coach  to  Bergamo ; 
And  thither 

Hip.  Will  I  ride :  stood  Bereamo 
In  the  low  countries  of  back  hell,  I'll  to  her. 

Doct,  You  shall  to  her,  but  not  to  Bergamo. 
How  passion  makes  ^ou  fly  beyond  yourself! 
Much  of  that  weary  journey  I  ha'  cut  ofi; 
For  she  by  letters  bath  intelligence 
Of  year  supposed  death,  her  own  interment. 
And  all  those  plots  which  that  false  duke  her 

father 
Has  wrought  against  you;  and  she'll  meet  you— 

Hip,  O,  when  ? 

Doct.  Nay,  see^  how  covetous  are  your  desires ! 


<*  Doff-'To  doff,  iBtodo  off,  to  pat  olt    So,  in  King  John,  A.  3.  S.  I : 
^'  Thou  wear  a  lion's  bide  !  di{fii  for  shame.*' 
8ee  Mr  Steevev^s  JHoto  on  Meebctk,  A.  4.  8. 3. 
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Early  to-morrow  mom. 

Hip   O  where,  good  fatherf 

DocL  At  Bethlem  monastery.  Are  you  pleased 
now  ? 

Hip,  At  Bethlem  monastery  !  the  place  well 
fits; 
It  is  the  school  where  those  that  lose  their  wits 
Practice  again  to  get  them.     1  am  sick 
Of  that  disease ;  all  love  is  lunatic. 

Doct.  We*ll  steal  away  this  night  in  some  dis- 
guise. 
Father  Anselmo,  a  most  reverend  friar. 
Expects  our  coming ;  before  whom  we'll  lay 
Reasons  so  strong,  tliat  he  shall  yield  in  bonds 
Of  holy  wedlock  t<i  tie  both  your  bands. 

Hip.  This  is  such  happiness. 
That  to  l>clieve  it, — 'tis  impossible. 

Doct,  Let  all  your  joys  then  die  in  misbelief; 
I  will  reveal  no  more. 

Hip,  O  yes,  good  father ! 
I  am  so  well  acquainted  with  despair, 
I  know  not  how  to  hope ;  I  believe  all, 

Doet.  We'll  hence  this  night ;  much  must  be 
done,  much  said : 
But,. if  the  doctor  fail  not  in  his  charms. 
Your  lady  shall  ere  morning  fill  those  arms. 

Hip,  Heavenly  physician !  iar  thy  fame  shall 
spread. 
That  mokest  two  lovers  speak,  when  they  be  dead. 

[Exeunt, 

Candido's  Wife,  and  George,  Pioratto  meets 
them. 

Wife.  O  watch,  g;ood  George,  watch  which 
wav  the  duke  comes. 

(}eo.  Here  comes  one  of  the  butterflies ;  ask 
him. 

Wife.  Pray,  sir,  comes  the  duke  this  way  ? 

Fio,  He's  upon  coming,  mistress.  [Exit, 

Wife,  1  thank  you,  sir.— George,  are  there 
many  mad  folks  where  thy  master  lies  ? 

Geo,  O,  yes;  of  all  countries  some,  but  espe- 
cially mad  Greeks:  they  swarm.  ^  Troth,  mistress, 
the  world  is  altered  with  you ;  you  had  not  wont 
to  stand  thus,  with  a  paper,  humbly  complaining : 
but  you  re  well  enough  served.  Provender  prickt 
you,  as  it  does  many  o(  our  city-wives  besides. 

Wife.  Do'st  think,  George,  we  shall  get  him 

^0"*^'^  „     ,    ...  t. 

Geo,  Trulj,  mistress,  I  cannot  tell ;  1  thmk 

you'll  hardly  get  him  forth.    Why,  'tis  strange ! 

'Sfoot,  I  have  known  many  women  that  have  had 

mad  rascals  to  their  husbands,  whom  they  would 

belabour  by  all  means  possible  to  keep  'em  in 

their  right  wits;  but  of  a  woman  to  long  to  turn 

a  tame   man   into  a  madman— why   the  devil 

himself  was  never  used  so  by  bis  dam. 


Wife.  How  does  he  talk^  George  ?  hii^  g»od 
George^  tell  me. 

Geo,  Why,  you'd  best  go  see. 

Wife,  Alas,  I'm  afraid! 

Geo.  Afraid !  you  had  more  need  be  asbamed : 
he  may  rather  be  afraid  of  you. 

Wife,  But,  George,  he's  not  stark  mad,  is  be  ? 
he  does  not  rave^  he's  not  horn-mad,  George, 
is  he? 

Geo,  Nay,  I  Imow  not  that;  but  he  talks  like 
a  justice  of  peace,  of  a  thousaiid  matters,  and  to 
no  purpose. 

Wife,  I'll  to  the  monaster^r.  I  shall  be  mad 
till  I  enjoy  him ;  I  shall  be  sick,  till  I  see  bim  ; 
yet  when  I  do  see  him,  I  shaU  weep  out  mine 
eyes. 

Geo,  I'd  fain  see  a  woman  weep  out  ber  eyes  ; 
that's  as  true,  as  to  say  a  man's  cloak  boms  whea 
it  hangs  in  the  water.  I  know  you'll  weep,  mis- 
tress ;  ^^  but  what  says  the  painted  doth  ? 

Trust  not  a  woman  when  she  cries  ; 
For  sheUl  pump  water  from  her  eyes. 
With  a  wet  finger  ;  and  in  faster  showers,, 
Than  April  when  he  rains  down  flowers. 

Wife,  Aye,  but  George,  that  painted  doib  i» 
worthy  to  be  hanged  up  for  lying;  aU  womea 
have  not  tears  at  will,  unless  tb^  have  good 
cause. 

Geo,  Aye,  but  mistress,  how  easily  will  tbej 
find  a  cause  ?  and  as  one  of  our  cheese-trenchers 
says,  very  learnedly, 

As  out  of  wormwood  bees  suck  honey; 
As  from  poor  clients  lawyers  firk  money  ; 
As  parsley  from  a  roasted  coney  ;    . 
Soy  though  the  day  be  ne*er  so  sunny. 
If  wives  will  have  it  rain,  down  then  it  drvoes; 
The  calmest  husbands  make  the  itonmest 
wives. 

Wife.  Tame,  George !  but  I  ha*  done  storm- 
ing now. 

Geo,  Why,  that's  well  done,  good  mistress; 
throw  aside  this  fashion  of  your  humour ;  be  not 
phantastical  in  wearing  it;  storm  no  more,  long 
no  more.— This  longing  has  made  you  come  short 
of  many  a  good  thing  that  yon  might  have  had 
from  my  master.    Here  comes  the  Duke ! 

Enter  Duke,  Fluello,  Pioratto,  Sikezi. 

Wife.  Ob,  I  beseech  you  pardon  my  offence^^ 
In  that  I  durst  abuse  your  grace's  warrant; 
Deliver  forth  m^  husmind,  good  my  lord* 

Duke.  Who  is  her  husband? 

FlueL  Candido,  my  lord.  .   . 

Duke.  Where  is  he  ? 

Wife.  He's  among  the  lonaticf. 


67  But  what  sous  the  painted  cloth  ?— This  alludes  to  the  foshion  in  the  old  tapestry-hai^ing,  of  mottot 
and  moral  sentences  from  the  mouths  of  the  figures  worked  or  printed  hi  them.  See  >  otes  by  MrTh-Pobal4 
and  Mr  btcevcns  on  At  t,oa  Uke  it,  A.  3.  S.  I .  where  several  Instances  are  fiveo  ef  the  ase  af  the  words. 
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He  was  a  man  made  Dp  without  a  gall ;  i 

Nothifi);  could  move  bun,  nothing  could  convert  • 
His  meek  blood  into  fury ;  yet  like  a  monster, 
I  often  beat  at  the  most  constant  rock 
Of  bis  unshaken  patience,  and  did  long 
To  vex  him, 

Duke.  Did  you  so? 

Wife.  And  for  that  purpose, 
Had  warrant  from  your  grace  to  carry  him 
To  Bethlem-monastery ;  whence  tfaiey  will  not 

free  him 
Without  your  grace's  hand  that  sent  him  in. 

Duke.  Yon  have  longed  fair ;  'tis  you  are  mad, 
Ifear: 
Ilfs  fit  to  fetch  him  thence,  and  keep  you  there. 
If  he  be  mad,  why  would  you  have  him  forth  ? 

Geo.  And  please  your  grace,  he's  not  stark- 
mad;  but  only  talks  like  a  young  gentleman, 
somewhat  phantastically ;  that's  all:  there's  a 
thousand  about  your  court,  city,  ^and  country, 
madder  than  be. 

Duke.  Provide  a  warrant,  yon  shall  have  our 
hand. 

Geo.  Here's  a  warrant  ready  drawn,  my  lord. 

^*  Duke,  Get  pen  and  ink,  get  pen  and  ink. 

Knter  CastUcchio. 

Ca$t.  Where  is  my  loiti  the  duke  ? 

Duke.  How  now  ?  more  madmen ! 

Catt,  I  have  strange  news,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Of  what?  of  whom? 

Cast.  Of  Infelice,  and  a  marriage. 

Duke.  Ha !  where  ?  with  whom  ? 

Cast.  Hipolito. 

Geo.  Here,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Hence  with  that  woman!  void  the 
room! 

FlueL  Away ;  the  duke's  vei'd. 

Geo.  Whoop !  come,  mistress,  the  duke's  mad 
too.  [Exeunt, 

Duke.  Who  told  me  tliat  Hipotito  was  dead  ? 

Cast.  He  that  can  make  any  man  dead,  the 
Doctor.  But,  my  lord,  he's  as  full  of  life  as  wild- 
fire, and  as  quick.  Hipolito,  the  doctor,  and  one 
more,  rid  hence  this  evening ;  the  inn  at  which 
they  light  is  Bethlem-monastery.  Infelice  comes 
froui  Bergamo,  and  meets  them  there.  Hipolito 
is  mad,  tor  he  means  this  day  to  be  married. 
The  afternoon  is  the  hour,  and  friar  Anselmo  is 
the  knitter.  . 

Duke.  From  Bergamo !  is'i  possible  ?  it  can- 
not be, 
It  cannot  be.  . 

Cast:  I  will  not  swear,  my  lord ; 
But  this  intelligence  1  took  from  one 
Whose  brains  work  in  the  plot. 

Duke.  What's  he? 

Cast.  Matheo. 


Huel,  Matheo  knows  all. 

Pior.  He's  llipolito*s  bosom. 

Dii^.  How  far  stands  Bethlem  hence? 

Omnes,  Six  or  seven  miles. 

Duke.  Is't  even  so  ? 
Not  married  till  the  afterm  on,  you  say  ? 
Stay,  stay,  let's  work  out  some  prevention. 
How  !  this  IS  most  strange ;  can  none 
But  madmen  serve  to  dress  their  wedding-din- 
ner? 
All  of  you  get  presently  to  horse, 
Disguise  yourselves  like  country  gentlemen, 
Or  riding  citizens,  or  so ;  and  take 
Each  man  a  several  path,  but  let  us  meet 
At  Bethlem  monastery,  some  space  of  time 
Being  spent  between  the  arrival  each  of  other, 
As  if  we  came  to  see  the  lunatics. 
To  horse !  away !  be  secret  on  your  lives; 
Love  must  be  punished,  that  unjustly  thrives. 

[Exeunt. 

FlueL  Be  secret  on  your  lives !  Castruchio, 
You're  but  a  scurvy  spaniel.    Honest  lord  ! 
Good  lady  !  zounds,  their  love  is  just,  'tis  good ; 
And  ril  preveut  you,  though  I  swim  in  blood. 

[Exit, 

Enter  Friar  Ans£Lho,  Hipolito,  Mathoe, 

iMlgELrClA. 

Hip.  Nay,  nay,  resolve  good  father,  or  deny. 

Ans.  You  press  me  to  an  act,  both  full  of  dan* 
ger 
And  full  of  happiness ;  for  I  behold 
Your  fisther's  frowns,  his  threats :  nay,  perhaps 

death, 
To  him  that  dare  do  this :  yet,  noble  lord. 
Such  comfortable  beams  break  through  these  clouds 
By  this  blest  marriage,  that  (your  honour'd  word 
Beins  pawn'd  in  my  defence)  1  will  tie  fast 
The  holy  wedding  knot. 

Hip.  Tush,  fear  not  the  duke. 

Ans.  O  son,  wisely  to  fear,  is  to  be  free  from 
fear. 

Hip.  You  have  our  words,  and  you  shall  hava 
our  Irves 
To  guard  you  safe  from  all  ensuing  danger. 

Math  Aye,  ave,  chop  'em  up  and  away. 
Afis.  Stay,  when  ib't  fit  for  me,  safest  for  you 
To  entertain  this  business? 

Hip.  Not  till  the  evening. 

Ans.  Be't  so :  there's  a  chapel  stands  hard  by, 
Up(»n  the  west  end  of  the  Abbey«wall ; 
Thither  convey  yourselves,  and  when  the  sun 
Hath  turn'd  his  back  upon  this  upper  world, 
I'll  marry  you ;  that  done,  uo  thund'ring  voice 
Can  break  the  sacred  bond  ;  yet,  lady,  here  you 
are  most  safe. 

Inf.  Father,  your  love's  most  dear. 

Math.  Aye,  weh  ^avd ;  lock  us  into  some  little 


^  Duke^Tbt  fifit  edition  gives  thu  speech  to  Castruchio. 
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<K>m  by  ourselves,  that  wc  may  be  mad  for  an 
hour  or  two. 

Hip.  O,  good  Matheo,  no ;  let's  make  no  noise. 

Math,  How !  no  noise !  do  you  know  where 
you  are?  'sfoot,  amongst  all  the  mad-caps  in 
Milan  :  so  that  ,to  throw  the  house  out  at  win- 
dow will  be  the  better,  and  no  man  will  suspect 
that  we  lurk  here  ^*  to  steal  mutton.  The  more 
sober  we  are,  the  more  scurvy  'tis ;  and  though  the 
friar  tells  us,  that  here  we  are  safest,  Fm  not  of 
his  mind ;  for,  if  those  lay  here  that  had  lost  their 
money,  none  would  ever  look  after  them ;  but  here 
are  none  but  those  that  have  lost  their  wits;  so  that 
if  hue  jmdcry  be  made,  hither  they'll  come,  and 
my  reason  is  because  none  goes  to  be  married  till 
he  be  stark^mad. 

Hip,  Muffie  yourselves;  yonder*s Fluello, 

Enter  Fluello. 

Math,  Zounds! 

FlueL  O,  my  lord,  these  cloaks  are  not  for  this 
rain :  the  tempest  is  too  great ;  I  come  sweat- 
ing to  tell  you  of  it,  that  you  may  get  out  of  it' 

Math,  Why,  what's  the  matter? 

FlueL  What's  the  matter !  you  have  matter'd 
it  fair :  the  duke's  at  band. 

Omnes,  The  duke ! 

FlueL  The  very  duke. 

Hip,  Then  all  our  plots  are  turn'd  upon  our 
heads;  and  we  are  blown  up  with  our  own  un- 
derminings. 'Sfoot,  how,  how  comes  he  ?  what 
villain  durst  betray  our  being  here  ? 

FlueL  Castruchio ;  Castruchio  told  the  duke, 
and  Matheo  here  told  Castruchio. 

Hip.  Would  you  betray  me  to  Castruchio  ? 

Math,  'Sfoot,  he  damii'd  himself  to  the  pit  of 
hell,  if  he  spake  on^t  again. 

Hip.  So  did  you  swear  to  me ;  so  were  you 
damned. 

Math.  Pox  on'em !  and  there  be  no  faith  in  men , 
if  a  man  shall  not  believe  oaths.  ^  He  took  bread 
and  salt  by  this  light,  that  he  would  never  open 
bis  lips. 

Hip.  O  God,  O  God  ! 

Ans,  Son,  be  not  desperate,  have  patience,  you 
shall  trip  your  enemy  down  by  his  own  flei^ts. 
How  far  is  the  duke  lience  ?  ^ 

«  FlueL  He's  but  new  set  out  i  Castruchio,  Pior- 


atto,  and  Sinezi,  come  along  with  him :  yoo  b»ve 
time  enough  yet  to  prevent  them,  if  you  have  but 
courage. 

Ant.  You  shall  steal  secretly  into  the  chapel^ 
And  presently  be  married.    If  the  duke 
Abide  here  still,  spite  of  ten  thousand  eyes, 
You  shall  'scape  hence  like  friars. 

Hip.  O  blest  disguise  I  O  bappy  man ! 

Am.  Talk  not  of  happiness,  till  your  dosed 
hand 
Have  her  by  the  forehead,  like  the  look  of  time. 
Be  not  too  slow,  nor  hasty,  now  you  climb 
Up  to  the  tower  of  bliss;  only  be  wary 
And  patient,  that's  all.    If  you  like  my  plot. 
Build  and  dispatch;  if  not,  (farewell)  thon  not. 

S*P'  Of  yes,  we  do  applaud  it,;  well  diafMitQ 
No  longer,  but  will  hence  and  execute. 
Fluello,  you'll  stay  here ;  let  us  be  gone. 
The  ground  that  freighted  lovers  tread  upon 
Is  stuck  with  thorns. 

Ans*  Come,  then,  away.    Tis  meet. 
To  escape  those  thorns,  to  pat  on  winded  feet. 
[Exeunt  Anselmo,  Hipolito,  and  Ihfelicia. 

Math,  No  words,  I  pray,  Floeilo ;  for  it  standi 
us  upon. 

FlueL  Oh,  sir,  let^at  be  your  lesson. 
Alas,  poor  lovers !  Jn  what  hopes  and  fears 
Men  toss  themselves  for  women!  when  she's 

The  best  has  in  her  that  which  pleaseth  not 

Enter  the  Duke,  Cabtruchio,  Piorattc^  9n4 
SiNEZi,/rom  teveral  Doore^  tmiffied. 

Duke.  Who's  there?— 

Cast.  My  lord ! 

Duke,  Peace,  send  that  lord  away ; 
A  lordship  will  spoil  all :  let's  be  all  Allows. 
Whaeshe? 

CoBt,  Fluello ;  or  Sinezi,  by  his  little  legs. 

Omn^i.  All  friends,  all  friends. 

Duke,  What !  met  upon  the  very  fKiiat  of  time. 
Is  this  the  place  ? 

Pior,  This  is  the  place,  my  lord. 

Duke,  Preamyou  ua  lordships !  come,  no  mODli 
lords,  pn^. 
You  have  not  seen  these  lovers  yet? 

Omtm*  Not  yet. 


^  To  ttMl  mutton— 4,  e.  to  steal  a  wench.  Mutton^  in  the  language  of  the  times,  signiM  t^fUe  4f  i^yt. 
So,  in  The  Virgin  Martjp-^  by  Masiinger  aad  Dekkar,  A.  ^.S,t',  <'  She'll  do  well  enough  (here  i  for  pri- 
eooers  are  more  hui^ry  after  mutton^  than  catch-pales  after  prisoners.** 

Marston*8  Dutch  Courtezan^  A.  5  :  "I  have  a  piec^  ofntutton  and  a  feather-bed  for  yoo  at  all  times.". 

Greenes  Fryer  Bacon  and  Fryer  Bungay ^  Sign.  H.  I :  *'  the  oM  lecher  hath  gotten  holjf  mutton  to  him, 
a  nunne,  my  lord.** 

Again,  Bellafront  says  in  «lie  present  Scene  t  **  Baa  f  kmib,  there  you  lie  $  for  I  am  mmtion^* 

Laced  mutton  is  frequently  mentioned  in  Shakespeare  and  other  writers.  See  the  Notes  of  Mr  Theobald, 
Mr  Steevens,  and  Mr  ivl alone,  on  the  Two  OentUmen  of  Verona^  A.  I.  S.  1. 

69  He  tood  bread  and  salt — See  Note  41  to  Gammer  Gurton's  Ifeedle^  p.  1 12. 

Again,  in  Baroaby  Rich's  Description  of  Ireland,  1610,  p.  20 :  •<  1  will  trust  him  better,  that  ofibretb 
to  sweare  by  bread  and  salt,  then  bi«i  thai  gtSeteth  to  svieare  by  the  Bible.*' 
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Duke,  Castrachio,  art  thou  sure  this  wedding 
feat 
Is  Mot  till  afternoon  ? 

Cast  So  'tis  given  out,  ray  lord. 

Duke,  Nay,  nay,  'tis  like ;  thieves  must  ob- 
serve their  hours : 
Lovers  watch  minutes  iikc  astronomers. 
How  sfiall  the  interim  hours  by  us  lie  spent  ? 

Fluel,  Let's  all  <;o  sec  the  madmen. 

Omnes.  Mass !  content. 

Enter  Town,  like  a  Sweeper, 

Duke,  Oh,  here  comes  one;  question   him, 
question  him. 

FlueL  How  now,  honest  fellow  ?  dost  thou  be- 
long to  the  house  ? 

Town.  Yes,  forsooth,  I  am  cue  of  the  imple- 
ments; I  sweep  the  madmen's  rooms,  and  fetch 
straw  for  |em ;  and  buy  chains  to  tie  'em,  and 
'  rods  t«)  whip  'em.  I  was  a  mad  wag  myself  here 
once;  but  1  thank  father  Ausetmo,  he  fablicd  me 
into  my  right  mind  again. 

Duke.  Ansel  mo  is  the  friar  must  marry  them ; 
Question  him  where  he  is. 

Cast,  And  where  is  father  An<«elmo,  now  ? 

'Town.  Marry,  he's  gone  \^  e'en  now. 

Duke.  Aye/ well  done :  tSi  me,  whither  is  he 
gone? 

Town,  Why,  to  God  Alraiglity. 

FlueL  Ha,  bi,  this  fellow  is  a  fool,  talks  idly. 

Pior.  Sirrah,  are  all  the  mad  folks  in  Milan 
brought  hither? 

Town,  How,  all  ?  there's  a  question,  indeed  ! 
VVhy,  if  all  the  mad  folks  in  Milan  should  come 
hither,  there  would  not  be  left  ten  men  in  the 
city. 

Duke,  Few  gentlemen  or*  courtiers  here,  ha  ? 

Town,  Oh  yes,  abundance,  abundance !  lands 
no  sooner  fall  into  their  hands,  but  strait  they  run 
out  o'  their  wits.  Citizens'  sons  and  heirs  are  free 
of  the  house  by  their  fathers'  copy.  Farmers'  sons 
come  hither  like  geese,  in  flocks;  aud,  when  they 
ha'  sold  all  their  corn-fields,  here  they  sit  and 
pick  the  straws. 

Sin,  Methinks  you  should  have  women  here,  as 
well  as  men. 

Town,  Oh,  aye :  a  plague  on  'em,  ^°  there's  no 
ho  with  them;  they  aro  madder  than  March- hares. 

FlueL  Are  there  no  lawyers  here  amongst  you  ? 

Town,  Oh  no,  not  one:  never  any  lawyer. 
We  dare  not  let  a  lawyer  come  in ;  for  he'll  make 
'em  mad  faster  than  we  con  recover  'em. 


Duke,  And  how  long  is't  ere  you  recover  any 
of  these  ? 

Town,  Why,  according  to  the  quantity  of  the 
moon  that's  got  into  'em.  An  alderman's  son 
will  be  mad  e  great  while,  a  very  great  whfle ; 
especially  if  his  friends  left  him  well.  A  whore 
will  hardly  come  to  her  wits  again.  A  puritan, 
there's  no  hope  of  him,  unless  he  may  pull  down 
the  steeple,  and  hang  himself  i'the  beil-ropes. 

FlueL  I  perceive  all  sorts  offish  come  to  your  net.  ^ 
Town,  Yes,  in  trutli;  we  have  ''  blocks  for  all 
heads;  we  have  good  store  of  wild  oats  here. 
For  the  courtier  is  mad  at  the  citizen ;  the  citizen 
is  mad  at  the  countryman ;  the  shoemaker  is  mad 
at  the  cobler;  the  cobler  at  the  carman;  the 
punk  is  mad,  that  the  merchant's  wife  is  no  whore ; 
the  merchant's  wife  is  mad,  that  the  punk  is  so 
common  a  whore. — God's-so,  here's  father  AnseU 
mo !  Fray  say  nothing,  that  I  tell  tales  out  oi^the 
school.  [Exit, 

Omnes,  God  bless  you,  father ! 

Enter  Anselmo. 

Am.  Thank  you,  gentlemen. 

Cast,  Pray,  may  we  see  some  of  those  wretched 
souls. 
That  here  are  in  your  keeping? 

Ans.  Yes,  you  shall : 
But,  gentlemen,  I  must  disarm  you  then. 
There  are  of  madmen,  as  there  are  of  tame, 
Ail  humoured  not  alike.     We  have  here  some 
So  apish  and  fantastic,  play  with  a  feather ; 
And,  though  'twould  grieve  a  soul  to  see  God's 

image 
So  blemished  and  defaced,  yet  do  they  act 
Such  antic,  and  such  pretty  lunacies. 
That,  spite  of  sorrow,  they  will  make  you  smile. 
Others,  again,  we  have,  like  hungry  lions, 
Fierce  as  wild  bulls,  untameable  as  flies; 
And  these  have  oftentimes  from  strangers'  sides 
Snatched  rapiers  suddenly,  and  done  much  harm; 
Whom,  if  you'll  see,  you  must  be  weaponless. 

Omnes,  With  all  our  hearts. 

Ans.  Here,  take  these  weapons  in. 
Stand  off"  a  little,  pray ;  so,  so,  'tis  well. 
I'll  shew  you  here  a  man,  that  was  sometimes 
A  very  grave  and  wealthy  citizen :  ^ 

Has  served  a  'prenticeship  to  this  misfortune. 
Been  here  seven  years,  and  dwelt  in  BergaiuOt 

Duke.  How  fell  he  from  his  wits? 

Ans,  By  loss  at  sea. 
I'll  stand  aside,  question  him  you  abne  i 


^  There's  no  ho  with  them^i.  c.  there  arc  no  bounds  or  restraints  with  them.  So,  in  Greei^'s  Frj^i» 
Bacon  and  Fryer  Bungay.  Sign.  G  8  :  "  —  for  he  once  loved  the  fair  maid  of  Fresiog  field  out  of  all  hoe," 

Nash's  Lenten  Stuff,  1399  ;  "  there  is  no  ho  with  him,  but  once  heartened  thus,  &c  " 

7'  Blocks  for  all  heads  ;—i.  e.  hats.    Sec  Mr  Steevens's  Note  on  King  Lear,  A.  1.  S.  ft. 

Again,  in  Lyly's  ^tjthius  andhis  England,  p.  51  :— ''  which  varietie  of  chauoging  being  oftentimes  noted 
of  a  grave  gentleman  of  Naples,  who  having  bought  a  hat  of  the  newest  fashion  and  best  blocks  iu  ali 
Italyt  and  wearing  it  but  one  daiCi  U  was  told  him  that  it  was  stale,  &c." 
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For,  if  he  $py  me,  ho*ll  not  speak  a  word. 
Unless  he*s  thoroughly  vext. 

[Ducovers  an  old  Man,  wrapt  in  a  Net, 

FlucL  Alas,  poor  soul ! 

Cast,  A  very  old  man. 

Duke.  God  speed,  father. 

1  Mad,  God  speed  the  plough :  thoa  shalt  not 
speed  me. 

Pior,  We  see  you,  old  man,  for  all  you  dance 
in  a  net. 

1  Mad*  True ;  but  thou  wilt  dance  in  a  halter, 
and  I  shall  not  see  thee. 

Ans.  O,  do  not  \'€x  him,  pray. 

Cast,  Are  you  a  fisherman,  father? 

1  Mu(L  No,  Vm  neither  fish  nor  flesh. 

Fhtel.  What  do  you  with  that  net,  then  ? 

1  Mad.  Do*»t  not  see,  fool !  there's  a  fresh 
salmon  iu't.  If  you  step  one  foot  further,  vou*ll 
be  over  shoes ;  for  you  see  Vm  over  heacf  and 
cars  in  the  salt  water:  and  if  you  fall  into  this 
whirlpool,  where  I  am,  you're  drown'd  !  you're  a 
drown'd  rat! — I  am  fishing  here  for  five  ships, 
but  I  cannot  have  a  good  draught ;  for  my  net 
breaks  still,  and  breaks;  but  I'll  break  some  of 
your  necks,  and  I  catch  you  in  my  clutclies. 
tjlay,  stay,  stay,  stay,  stay:  vrhere's  the  wind, 
Where's  the  wind,  where's  llie  wind,  whtre's  the 
wind?  Out,  you  gulls,  you  goosccaps,  you  gud- 
geon-eaters 1  Do  you  look  for  the  wind  in  the  hea- 
vens ?  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  no,  no  !  Look  there,  look 
there,  look  there !  the  wind  is  always  at  tlmt 
door.     Hark,  how  it  blows  !  pooff,  poofi*,  poofT. 

Oinnes,  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

1  Mad,  Do  you  laugh  at  God's  creatures  ?  Do 
you  mock  old  age,  you  rogues  ?  Is  this  grey  beard 
and  head  counterfeit,  that  you  cry  ha,  ha,  ha  f — 
Sirrah,  art  not  thou  my  eklest  sou? 

Pior.  Yes,  indeed,  father. 

1  Mad.  Then  ih'art  a  fool :  for  my  eldest  son 
Imd  a  ^*  polt  foot,  crooked  legs,  a  verjuice  face, 
and  a  ^^  pear-colour'd  beard  ;  I  made  him  a 
scholar,  and  he  made  himself  a  fool. — Sirrah ! 
thou  there,  hold  out  thy  baud. 

Duke.  My  Imud  ?  well,  here  'tig. 

1  Mad.  Look,  look,  look,  look*!  has  he  not 
oiig  nails,  and  short  hair? 


FbieL  Yes,  ooonstrous  short  hair,  and  abdmi- 
nable  long  nails. 

1  Mad,  Ten-penny  nails,  arc  they  not? 

Fluel.  Yes,  tenpenny  nails. 

1  Mad.  Such  nails  luid  my  second  boy.  Kaeel 
down,  thou  varlet,  and  ask  thy  father  blesniog. 
Such  nails  had  my  middlemost  son,  and  I  made 
him  a  promoter:  and  be  scraped,  and  scraped, 
and  scraped,  till  he  got  the  devil  and  all ;  but  he 
scraped  thus,  and  thus,  and  thus,  and  it  went  ud- 
der  bis  legs ;  till,  at  length,  a  company  of  kites, 
taking  him  for  carrion,  swept  up  all,  all,  all,  all, 
all,  all,  all ! — If  you  lovejrour  hves  look  to  your^ 
selves !  see,  see,  see,  see !  the  Turk's  galhes  ara 
fighting  with  my  ships !  bounce  goes  the  guns : 
oh !  cry  the  men :  romble,  romble  go  the  waters. 
— Alas!  there!  'tis  sunk,— 'tis  sunk :  I  am  un- 
done, I  am  undone  !  you  are  the  damned  pirates 
have  undone  me, — you  are,  by  th'  Lord !  you  are ! 
stop  *em ;  you  are  ! 

Ans,  Why  how  now,  sirrah,  must  1  fall  to 
tame  you  ? 

1  Mad,  Tame  me !  no:  I'll  be  madder  thao  a 
roasted  cat :  see,  see !  I  am  burnt  with  gunpow- 
der !  these  are  our  dose  fights. 

Ans.  I'll  whip  y^k  if  you  grow  unruly  thus. 

1  Mad.  Whip  mFi  out,  you  toad  !  whip  me  ! 
what  justice  is  this,  to  whip  me  because  I  am  a 
l)eggar ! — Alas !  1  am  a  pONor  aum ;  a  very  poor 
man :  I  am  starved,  and  have  had  no  meat,  by 
this  light,  ever  since  the  great  flood :  I  am  a  poor 
Hian!- 

Ans,  Well,  well,  be  quiet,  and  you  shall  have 
meat. 

1  Mad,  Aye,  aye,  pray  do ;  for,  look  you, 
here  be  my  guts :  these  are  my  ribs ; — you  may 
look  through  my  ribs;  see  how  my  guts  come 
out — these  are  my  red  guts,  my  very  gats;  oh, 
oh! 

Ans.  Take  him  in  there.    [Old  Man  i$  removed 

Omnes.  A  very  piteous  sight. 

Cast,  Father,  I  see  you  have  a  busy  charge. 

Ant,  They  must  be  used  like  children;  pleased 
with  toys. 
And  anon  whipt  for  their  anrulinest. 
I'll  shew  you  now  a  pair  quite  different 


7^  A  j)oUfootf^a  poUfoot  seems  to  be  the  same  we  now  call  a  tglugfoou  So,  ia  Ben  Joiwaa's  Foeimst§rt 
A  4.  s.  r. 
'*  What's  become  of  my  little  punk  Venus,  and  the  pouHfoot  stinkard  her  husband  ?  ha  I" 
J)edication  to  Euphues: 

«  Vulcan  was  painted  curioosly,  yet  with  a  polt  fooU*'' 
Ibid.  p.  35. 

"  Venus  was  content  to  take  the  black-smith  with  hlspowHfoote," 
Pckkar's  Villainies  discovered^  162Q,  Sign.  C. 

**  New  bootes  to  bide  bis  polifoote.*' 

73  Pear-colour'd  heard  :—8te  Note  21 1  to  The  Spanish  Trastdy,  p.  502. 
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From  him  that's  goue;  he  was  all  words:  and 

these. 
Unless  yon  nrg^  '^oi,  seldom  spend  their  speech ; 
But  have  their  tongues.  La,  you ;  this  hitherroost 
Fell  from  the  happy  quietness  of  mind. 
About  a  maiden,  that  he  loved,  who  died : 
He  followed  her  to  church,  being  full  of  tears. 
And,  as  her  body  went  into  the  ground, 
He. fell  stark-mad.    That  is  a  married  man. 
Was  jealous  of  a  fair,  but  (as  some  say) 
A  very  virtuous  wife ;  and  that  spoiled  him. 

3  Mad.  All  these  are  whoremongers,  and  lay 
with  my  wife:  whore,  whore,  whore,  Whore, 
whore  I 

FlueL  Observe  him. 

^  Mad,  Gaffer  shoemaker,  you  pulled  on  my 
wife's  pumps,  and  then  Crept  into  her  pantodes : 
lie  there,  he  there !— This  was  her  tailor ;  you 
cut  out  her  loose-bodied  goivn,  and  put  in  a  yar^ 
more  than  I  allowed  her :  lie  there,  by  the  shoe- 
makers.— O,  master  doctor,  are  you  here?  you 
gave  me  a  purgation,  and  then  crept  into  my 
wife's  chamber,  to  feel  her  pulses;  and  you  said, 
and  she  said,  and  her  maid  said,  that  they  went 
pit-a-pat,  pit-a-pat,  pit-a-pat :  doctor,  I'll  put  you 
anon  into  my  wife's  urin^^Heigh,  come  aloft. 
Jack  :  this  was  her  schoolfllkter,  and  taught  her 
to  play  upon  the  virginals ;  ^^  and  still  his  Jacks 
leapt  up,  up  I  you  pricked  her  out  nothing  but 
bawdy  lessons ;  but  Til  prick  you  all !  fiddler — 
doctor — tailor'-^hoeroaker,— shoemaker— fiddler 
— doctor — tailor— so! — lie  with  my  wife  again, 
now! 

Cast.  See  how  he  notes  the  other,  now  he 
feeds. 

9  Med.  Give  me  some  porridge. 

S  Mad.  I'll  give  thee  noue. 

9  Mad.  Give  me  some  porridge. 

3  Mad.  I'll  not  give  thee  a  bit. 

3  Mad.  Give  me  that  flap-dragon.  ^^ 

3  Mad.  I'll  not  give  thee  a  spoonful !  thoa 
iiest,  it's  no  dragon;  'tis  a  parrot,  that  I  bought 
for  my  sweet-heart,  and  111  keep  it. 

2  Mad.  Here's  an  almond  for  parrot.  ^^ 

3  Mad,  Hang  thyself. 

S  Mad.  Here's  a  rope  for  parrot. 
3  Mad.  Eat  it,  for  I'll  eat  this. 


2  Mad.  ril  shoot  at  thee,  an'  thou'lt  give  me 
none. 
S  Mad.  Wo'tthou? 

2  Mad.  I'll  run  a  tilt  at  thee,  an'  thou'lt  give 
me  none. 

3  Mad.  Wo't  thou  ?  do,  an'  thou  dar*st. 
S  Afad.  Bounce. 

3  Mad.  Oh !  I  am  slain  ! — murder,  murder, 
murder  !  I  am  slain  ;  my  brains  are  beaten  out. 

Ans,  How  now,  you  villains  !  bring  me  whips  i 
I'll  whip  you. 

3  Mad,  I  am  dead  !  I  am  slain !  ring  out  the 
bell,  for  I  am  dead. 

Duke.  How  will  you  do  now,  sirrah  ?  you  ha' 
killed  him. 

2  Mad,  I'll  answcr't  at  spssions.  He  was  eat- 
ing of  almoud-luitter,  and  I  longed  for*c :  the 
child  had  never  been  delivered  out  of  my  l>elly, 
if  I  had  not  killed  him.  I'll  answer't  at  sessions, 
so  my  wife  may  be  burnt  iWhand  too. 

Alls.  Take  cm  in  both;  bury  him,  for  lie's 
dead. 

3  Mad,  Aye,  indeed,  I  am  dead ;  put  me,  I 
pray,  into  a  good  pit-hole. 

2  Mad.  I'll  answer't  at  sessions.         [Exeunt. 

Enter  Bella  front  mad. 

Ans.  How  now,  huswife,  whither  pad  you  ? 

Bei.  A  nutting,  forsooth.  How  do  you,  gaf- 
fer ?  how  do  you,  gaffer  ?  there's  a  French  curt'sy 
for  you  too. 

FlueL  'lis  Bellafront. 

Piar,  'Tis  the  punk,  by  the  lord. 

Duke.  Father,  what's  she,  I  pray  ? 

Ans,  As  yet  I  know  not : 
She  came  in  but  this  day  :  talks  little  idly. 
And  therefore  has  the  freedom  of  the  house. 

BeL  Do  not  ytm  know  me  ?  nor jyou  ?  nor  you  ? 
nor  you  ? 

Omnes,  No,  indeed. 

Bel.  Then  you  are  an  ass,— and  •you  are  an 
ass, — and  you  are  an  ass ;  for  I  know  you. 

Ans.  Why,  what  are  they  ?  comc^  tell  me, 
what  are  they  ? 

BeL  They're  fish-wives :  will  you  buy  any  gud- 
geons? Ood's-santy,^^  yonder  come  friars !  I  know 
them  too :  how  do  you,  friar  ? 


^*  VtftinaU, — "  A  virffnal^^  says  Mr  Stecvens,  *<  as  I  am  roformed,  is  a  very  small  kind  of  spinnct. 
Queen  Elizabeth's  virginal-book  is  yet  in  being,  and  many  of  the  lessons  in  it  have  proved  so  difficuU,  as 
to  baQe  our  radit  expert  players  on  the -harpsicliord."  See  ^ofe  on  the  ^Vinter^s  TaU^  A.  1.  S.  '^. 
Blount,  in  his  Obtsograpkia^  says,  this  mtisical  instrument  id  called  virginalSf  because  maids  and  virgiua 
do  roost  commonly  play  on  tbem. 

^^  Flap'dragon  — A  flap-dragon,  says  Dr  Johnson,  Note  to  the  Second  Part  of  Henry  IF.  A.  2.  S.  4. 
**  is  some  small  combustible  body,  fired  at  one  end,  and  put  afloat  in  a  glass  of  liquor.  It  is  nn  act  of  a 
toper's  dexterity  to  toss  off  the  glass  in  soeb  a  manner  as  to  prevent  ibitfiap^ragon  from  doing  mischief.'* 
To  swallow  SLflap-dragoHf  or  a  raw  egg,  were  formerly  among  the  cant  proverbs  among  drunkards.  Phi- 
locothonista^  l&Sh^  p.  05. 

^^  Uere*»  an  almond  for  parrot. — ^Tbe  title  of  a  pamphlet,  called.  An  Almond  fir  a  Parrot,  or  Cuthbert 
Curry-knaves  AUms  ;  B.  L.     In  o  date  is  here  alluded  to. 

'   77  Ootts-santy — See  a  Note  on  The  Merchant  of  Venice,  Vol.  111.  p.  157.  edit.  1178.    I*crhaps,  bow- 
ever,  God^S'Santy  is  only  a  corniption  of  God's  sanctity,  or  God's  saints.    S,  *" 
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Enter  IIipolito,  Matiieo,  and  Ikfelice,  dii' 
guised  in  the  HabU$  of  Friars, 

Ans.  Na;^,  naVy  away;  you  must  not  trouble 
friars : 
The  Duke  is  here,  speak  nothing. 

Bel.  Nay,  indeed,  you  shall  not  go ;  we*il  run 
at  barlibrcak  ^^  first;  and  you  sliall  be  in  bell. 

Math.  My  puuk  turned  wad  wbore,  as  all  her 
fellows  are ! 

Hip.  Speak  nothing;  but  steal  hence,  when 
you  spy  time. 

^ns.  ril  lock  you  up,  if  youVe  unruly ;  fie ! 
Bel.  Fie !  marry,  foh  !  they  shall  not  go,  in- 
deed, till  I  ha'  told  'em  iheir  fortunes. 
Duke.  Good  father,  give  her  leave. 
Bel.  I  pray,  good  father;  and  I'll  give  you  my 
blessing. 
Ans,  Well,  then,  be  brief;  but,if  yoii  are  thus 
unriiiy, 
rU  hare  you  locked  up  fast* 
Pior.  Come,  to  their  fortunes. 
Bel.  Let  me  see,  one,  two,  three,  and  four.   Til 
begin  with  the  little  finger  first.     Here's  a  fine 
hand,  indeed  !  I  never  saw  friar  have  such  a  dain- 
ty hand :  here's  a  hand  for  a  lady !  here's  your 
h)rtune : 

You  love  a  friar  better  than  a  nun ; 
Yet  long  you'll  love  no  friar,  nor  no  friar's  son. 
Bow  a  little:  the  line  of  life  is  out;  yet,  I'm 

afraid. 
For  all  youVc  holy,  you'll  not  die  a  maid. 
Now  to  you,  friar  Tuck,  ^' 

Math.  God  send  mc  good  luck. 
Bel.  You  love  one,  and  one  loves  you ; 
You  arc  a  false  knave,  and  she's  a  Jew : 
Here  is  a  dial,  that  false  ever  goes.— 
Math.  O,  your  wit**®  drops.— 
Bel.  Troth,  so  does  your  nose ; 
Nay,  let*s  shake  hands  with  you  too. 
Pray  open  :»here's  a  fine  hand. 
Ho,  friar,  ho ;  God  be  here  I 
So  he  hud  need ;  you'll  keep  good  cheer. 
Here*i  a  free  table,  but  a  frozen  breast ; 
For  you'll  starve  those  that  love  you  best  .- 
Yet  you  have  good  fortune ;  for,  if  1  am  no  liar, 
Then  you  are  fiO  friar ;  not  you,  nor  you,  no  friar. 
Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha !  [Discovers  them, 

Duke.  Are  holy  habits  cloaks  for  villainy  ? 
Praw  all  your  weapons. 

Hip.  Do,  draw  all  your  weapons. 
Duke.  Where  are  your  weapons?  draw. 
Omnes.  The  friar  has  gulled  us  of  *em. 
Math,  O  rare  trick  I 
You  ha*  learnt  one  mad  point  of  arithmetic. 


Hip.  Why  swells  your  spleen  so  high?  aigluiist 
what  bosora 
Would  you  your  weapons  draw?  her's  !  'tis  your 

daughter's : 
Mine  !  'tis  your  son's. 
Duke.  Son? 

Math.  Son,  by  yonder  sun. 
Hip.  You  cannot  shed  blood  here,  but  'tis  your 
own: 
To  spill  your  own  blood,  were  damnation. 
Lay  smooth  that  wrinkled  brow,  and  i  will  throw 
Myself  beneath  your  feetw 
Let  it  be  nigged  f»till,  and  flinted  o'er; 
What  can  come  forth  but  sparkles,  that  will  bom 
Yourself  and  us  ?  she's  mine ;  my  claim's  roost 

good; 
She's  mine  by  marriage,  though  she's  your's  by 
blood. 
Ans.  [Kneeling.]  I  have  a  band,  dear  lord,  deep 
in  this  act : 
For  I  foresaw  this  storm ;  yet  willingly 
Put  forth  to  meet  it.    Oft  have  I  seen  a  father 
Washing  the  wounds  of  his  dear  son  in  tears ; 
A  son  to  curse  the  sword,  that  struck  his  father ; 
Both  slain  i*the  quarrel  of  your  families. 
Those  scars  are  now^^en  off;  and  I  beseech  you 
To  seal  our  pardon. VKll  was  to  this  end ; 
To  cum  the  ancient  hates  of  your  two  houses 
To  fresh  green  friendship,  that  your  loves  mi^t 

look 
Like  the  spring's  forehead,  comfortably  sweet ; 
And  your  vcxt  souls  in  peaceful  union  meet. 
Their  blood  will  now  be  your's,  your's  will  be 

their's; 
And  happiness  shall  crown  vour  silver  hairs. 
Fluel  You  see,  my  lord,  there's  now  no  remedy. 
Omnes.  Beseech  your  lordship. 
Duke.  You  beseech  fair;  you  have  me  in  place 
fit 
To  bridle  me.    Rise,  friar;  you  may  be  glad 
You  can  make  madmen  tame,  and  tame  men  mad. 
Since  fate  hath  conquered,  I  must  rest  content; 
To  strive  now  would  but  add  new  punishment : 
I  yield  unto  your  happ'mess.    Be  blest ; 
Our  families  shall  henceforth  breathe  in  rest. 
Omnes.  O  happy  change ! 
Duke.  Your's  now  is  ray  content ; 
I  throw  upon  your  joys  my  full  consent. 

BeL  Am  not  I  a  good  girl,  for  finding  the  friar 
in  the  well  ?  GodVso,  you  are  a  brave  man  !  will 
not  you  buy  me  some  sugar-plumbs,  because  I 
am  so  good  a  fortune-teller  ? 

Duke.  Would  thou  had*st  wir,<Iiou  pretty  soa), 
to  ask, 
As  I  have  will  to  give. 


78  We'll  run  at  barlibreak  —See  Kof e  on  The  Bird  in  a  Cage^  p.  249. 

79  j^ow  to  ffiwy  Friar  TVicfc.— Friar  Tuck  is  introduced  into  Heywood*s  play  of  Robert  of  ITuntingtoi^ 
Part  1 1.,  a&  the  l^horus. 

^  Tfi/.— So  the  first  edition.    All  the  rest  read  im/. 
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Bel  Pretty  90q1  !  a  pnttj  soul  is  better  than 
a  pretty  body.  Do  not  yoa  know  my  pretty  soul? 
I  know  you :  is  not  your  name  Matbeo  ? 

Math,  Yes,  Iamb. 

BeL  Baa !  lamb,  there  you  lie ;  for  I  am  mut- 
ton. ^'  Look,  fine  man  !  he  was  mad  for  me  once, 
and  I  was  mad  for  him  once ;  and  he  was  mad 
for  her  once :  and  were  you  never  mad  ?  yes,  I 
warrant.  I  had  a  fine  jewel  once,  a  very  fine 
jewel !  and  that  naughty  man  stole  it  away  from 
me    a  very  fine  jewel 

Du/ce.  What  jewel,  pretty  maid? 

Bel.  Maid  !  nay,  that's  a'lie.  O,  'twas  a  very 
rich  jewel,  called  a  maidenhead;  and  had  not 
you  it,  leerer  ?  • 

Math.  Out,  you  mad  ass !  away. 

Duke,  Had  he  thy  maidenhead  ?  he  shall  make 
thee  amends,  and  marry  thee. 

BeL  Shall  he?  **0  brave  Arthur  of  Bradly, 
then! 

Duke,  And,  if  he  bear  the  mind  of  a  gentleman, 
I  know  he  will. 

Math*  I  think  I  rifled  her  of  some  such  paul- 
try  jewel. 

Duke.  Did  you?  then  marry  her ;  you  see  the 
wrong 
Has  led  her  bpirits  into  a  Iffliacy. 

Math,  How !  marry  her,  my  lord  ?  'sfoot,  mai^ 
ry  a  mad  woman !  let  a  man  get  the  tnmest  wife 
he  can  come  by,  she'll  be  mad  enough  afterwards, 
do  what  he  can. 

Duke.  Nay,  then,  Father  Ansel  mo  here  shall 
do  his  best, 
To  bring  her  to  her  wits.    And  will  you,  then  ? 

Math.  I  cannot  tell ;  I  may  chuse. 

Duke.  Nay,  then,  law  shall  compel :  I  tell  you, 
sir. 
So  much  her  hard  fate  moves  roe,  you  should  not 

breathe 
Under  this  air,  unless  you  marricsd  her. 

Math.  Well,  then,  when  her  wits  stand  in  their 
right  place,  I'll  marry  her. 

Bel  I  thank  your  grace.    Matheo,  thou  art 
mine. 
1  am  not  mad ;  but  put  on  this  disguise 
Only  for  you,  my  lord ;  for  you  can  tell 
Much  wonder  of  me :  but  you  are  gone,  farewell ! 
Matbeo,  thou  did'st  first  turn  my  soul  black ; 
Now  make  it  white  again.    I  do  protest, 
I'm  pure  as  fire  now,  chaste  as  Cynthia's  breast. 

Hip.  I  durst  be  sworn,  Matheo,  she's  indeed. 

Math.  Coney-catcht !  gulled ! — Must  I  sail  in 
your  fly-boat, 
Because  I  helped  to  rear  your  main-mast  first  ? 
Plague  found  you  for't !  Tis  well 
The  cuckold's  stamp  goes  current  in  all  nations ; 


Some,  men  have  horns  giveil  them  at  their  cr^- 

tions. 
If  I  be  one  of  those— why,  so !  it's  better 
To  take  a  common  weiieh,  and  make  her  good. 
Than  one  that  simpers,  and,  at  first,  will  scarce 
Be  tempted  forth  over  the  threshold  door ; 
Yet,  in  one  se'ennight,  zounds,  turns  arrant  whore. 
Come,  wcncli,  thou  shalt  be  mine ;  give  me  thy 

grtll«." 
We'll  talk  of  legs  hereafter.— See,  my  lord ! 
God  give  us  joy  ! 

Onmes.  God  give  you  joy ! 

Enter  Cakdido's  Wife  and  GiotiG£. 

George.  Come,  mistress,  we  are  in  bedlam 
novv  :  mass !  and  see,  we  come  in  pudding-time ; 
for  here's  the  duke. 

Wife.  My  husband,  good  my  lord  ! 

Duke.  Have  I  thy  husband  ? 

Cast.  It's  Candido,  my  lord ;  he's  here  among 
the  lunatics. — Father  Anselmo,  pray  fetch  him 
forth.  [Exit  Anselmo.1 — This  mad  woman  is  his 
wife;  and,  though  she  were  not  with  child, yet 
did  she  long,  most  spitefully,  to  have  her  husband 
mad;  and  because  she  would  be  sure  he  should 
turn  Jew,  she  placed  him  here  in  Bethlem. — 
Yonder  he  comes. 

Enter  Candido  with  Anselmo. 

Duke.  Come  hither,  signior.    Are  you  mad  ? 
Cand.  You  are  not  mad  ? 
Duke.  Why,  I  know  that 
Cand.  Then  you  may  know  I  am  not  mad,  that 
know 
You  are  not  mad,  and  that  you  are  the  duke. 
None  is  mad  here,  but  one. — How  do  you,  wife  ? 
What  do  you  long  for,  now  ?— pardon,  my  lord ; 
She  had  lost  her  child's  nose  else.    I  did  cut  out 
Pennyworths  of  lawn ;  the  lawn  was  yet  mino 

own: 
A  carpet  was  my  gown ;  yet  'twas  mine  own : 
I  wore  my  man  s  coat ;  yef  the  cloth  mine  own  : 
Had  a  cracked  crown ;  the  crown  was  yet  miuef 

own: 
She  savs  for  this  I'm  mad ;  were  her  words  true, 
I  should  be  mad,  indeed.    O,  foolish  skill. 
Is  patience  madness  ?  I'll  be  a  madman  still. 
■  Wife.  Forgive  me,  and  I'll  vex  your  spirit  no 

more. 
Duke.  Come,  come,  well  have  you  friends. 

Join  hearts,  join  hands. 
Cand.  See,  my  lord,  we  are  even. 
Nay,  rise;  for  HI  deeds  kneel  unto  none  but 
heaven. 
Duke.  Signior,  mcthinks,  patience  has  laid  on 
you 


*'  /  am  wiutton— See  Note  09,  p.  652. 

•*  0  brave  Arthur  ofBradty.—kn  allusion  to  the  old  Ballad  of  that  name. 

•*  Qivt  me  thy  ^•tti.— See  Note  to  The  Mayor  of  Qainborough. 
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Soch  h%«ivy  #n|hc,  thtt  yot  abonld  loath  h. 

Cand.  Loath  it ! 

Duke,  For  he,  whose  bi^ast  b  toixler,  blood  so 
eool» 
That  no  urrorift:)  beat  it,  is  a  patient  fool. 
What  comfort  do  yoa  fifid  in  being  so  calm } 
C&nd,  That  which  f^reen  wounds  receive  from 
sovereign  balm. 
f  Patience,  my  lord  !  Why,  'tis  the  soul  of  peace : 
/  Of  all  the  virtues,  *tis  nearest  kin  to  heaven ; 
It  makes  men  look  like  gnds.    The  best  of  men 
That  e'er  wore  earth  about  him,  was  a  suiTerer; 
A  soft,  meel^  patient,  humhSe,  tranouil  spirit : 
The  first  true  gentleman,  that  ever  breathed. 
The  stock  of  patience,  then,  cannot  be  poor; 
^11  It  desires  it  has ;  what  monarch  more  f 
It  is  the  greatest  enemy  to  law 
That  can  be ;  for  it  doth  embrace  all  wrongs. 
And  so  chains  up  lawyers'  and  womons'  tongnts. 
Tis  the  nerpetual  prisoner's  liberty, 
Ilts  walks, 4ind  orchards:  'tis  tlie  bond-slave's 
freedom  j 


And  makes  htm  seem  proud  of  each  iron  cfaaifl. 
As  though  he  wore  it  laore  for  state  than  pain : 
It  is  the  beggar^s  music,  and  thos  sings;  -^ 

Although  their  bodies  beg,  their  souls  are  kingSw^ 
O,  my  dread  liege !  it  is  the  sap  of  bliss; 
Rears  us  aloft,  taakes  men  and  angels  kisi; 
And,  last  of  all,  to  end  a  household  striie, 
It  is  the  honey,  '^nst  a  waspish  wife. 
•  Duke.  Thou  givest  it  lively  colours :  who  dars 

»y 

He's  mad,  whose  words  march  in  so  good  array  ? 
Twere  sin  all  women  should  such    hasbaads 

have ; 
For  every  man  mast  then  be  his  wife's  slave. 
Come,  therefore,  you  shall  teach  our  oaurt  k> 

shine ; 
So  calm  a  spirit  is  worth  a  golden  mloe. 
Wives,  with  meek  hosbands,  that  tof<ei  them 

long, 
In  Bedlam  must  they  dwell;  else  dwell  they 

wrong. 

[Eceinif. 
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THE 


HONEST  WHORK' 


PART  THU  SECOND* 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


Duke, 

HiPOLiTo,  Husband  to  Infelice, 

Orlando  Friscobaldo,  Fath^  to  Belk^ront, 

Matheo,  Husband  to  Bellafront, 

Candido,  the  Patient  Man, 

lodovico, 

Beraldo, 

Carolo^ 

fontikell, 

ASTOLFO, 

Antonio  Georgio^  a  Poor  Scholar, 

Belcaldo, 

Bryan,  the  Irish  Footman, 


BOTS. 

Bellafront,  the  Honest  Whore, 

In  FELICE, 

Canoido's  Bride, 
Mistress  HorseL£A(;h,  A  Bawd, 
Dorothea  Target,  ^ 

Penelope  Whorehound,   >  Whores, 
Catharina  Bountinall,  j 

Vintners,  Constable,  Masters  of  Bridewell,  Bear 
dies,  Prentices,  Pages,  and  Servants* 


ACT  I. 


SCENE  I. 

Enter  at  one  Door  Beraldo,  Carolo,  Fonti- 
NELLy  AsTOLFo,  with  Serving-men,  or  Pages, 
attending  on  them ;  at  another  Door  enter  h^ 
Dovico,  meeting  them,  ,  • 

Lod.  Good  day,  gallants. 

Omnes.  Good  morrow,  sweet  L»dovico. 


Lod,  How  doest  thou^  Carolo  ? 

Car,  Faith,  as  physicians  do  in  a  plague,  se^ 
the  world  sick,  and  am  well  myself. 

Font,  Here's  a  sweet  morning,  gentlemen. 

Lod,  Oh,  a  morning  to  tempt  Jove  from  his 
Niiigle  Ganimed,  which  is  but  to  give  dairy 
wenches  green  gowns  as  they  arc  going  a  milk- 
ing; what,  is  thy  lord  stirring  yet? 


'  Langbaine  says,  "  The  passa^  between  tbe  patient  man  and  his  impatient  wife*8  goio|;  io  fight  for 
the  breeches,  with  tbe  happy  event,  Is  exprcst  by  S^ir  John  HarrlDg;tOD  in  verse,  hee  Ms  Epigrams  at  the 
end  of  Orlando  Furioso,  Book  I.  £pig.  16." 
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SECOND  PART  OF 


[Dekkak. 


Ait  Yes,  he  will  not  be  horsed  this  hoor,  sure. 

Ber.  My  lady  swears  he  shall,  for  she  longs  to 
be  at  court. 

Car,  Oh,  we  shall  ride  switch  and  spur;  would 
we  were  there  once ! 

Enter  Bryan  the  Footman. 

Lod,  How  now,  is  thy  lord  ready  ? 

Bryan,  No  so  crees  sa  me,  my  lady  will  have 
some  little  ting  in  her  pelly  first. 

Car,  Oh,  then  they'll  to  breakfast. 

Lod*  Footman,  does  my  lord  ride  i'the  coach 
with  my  lady,  or  on  horseback  ? 

Bryan.  No  foot  la,  my  lady  will  have  me  lord 
sheet  wid  her,  my  lord  will  sheet  in  de  one  side, 
and  my  lady  sheet  in  de  toder  side.  ^Exit, 

Lod,  My  lady  sheet  in  de  toder  side !  did  you 
ever  hear  a  rascal  speak  so  like  a  Pagan  ?  Is't  not 
strange  that  a  fellow  of  his  star,  should  be  seen 
here  so  long  in  Italy,  yet  speak  so  from  a  Chris- 
tian? 

EnUer  Antonio  Georgio,  a  poor  Scholar, 

Ait,  An  Irishman  in  Italy !  that  yi  strange ! 
why,  the  nation  have  running-heads. 

\^Exchange'Wa1k, 

Lod.  Nay,  Carolo,  this  is  more  strange,  I  have 
been  in  France,  there's  few  of  them :  marry,  Eng- 
land they  count  a  warm  cbiuiney-corner,  and 
there  they  swarm  like  crickets  to  the  crevice  of  a 
brew-house ;  but,  sir,  in  England  I  have  noted  one 
thing. 

Omnet.  What's  that,  what's  that  of  England? 

ImL  Marry  this,  sir ; — what's  he  yonder  ? 

Ber.  A  poor  fellow  would  speak  with  my  lord. 

Lod.  In  England,  sir,  troth  I  ever  laugh  when 
I  think  on't :  to  see  a  whole  nation  should  be 
marked  i'the  forehead,  as  a  man  m^y  say,  with 
one  iron :  why,  sir,  there  all  coster-mnngers  ^  are 
Irislimen. 

Car.  Oh,  that's  to  shew  their  antiquity,  as 
coming  from  Eve,  who  was  an  apple-wife,  and 
they  take  after  the  mother. 

Omnes.  Good,  good,  ha,  ha. 

Lod.  Why,  then,  should  all  your  chimney- 
-aweepers  likewise  be  Irishmen  ?  answer  that  now; 
come,  your  wit. 

Car,  Faith,  that's  soon  answered ;  for  St  Pa- 
trick, ^  you  know,  keeps  purgatory ;  he  makes  the 
£rey  and  his  countrymen  could  do  nothing,  if 
they  cannot  sweep  the  cbipinies. 

Omnes,  Good  iigain. 
JI0   Lod,  Then,  sir,  have  you  man^  of  them,  (like 
this  fellow)  ^specifilly  those  of  his  hair,  footmen 
to  nobleipeo  and  others,  find  the  knaves  are  very 


faithful  where  th^  love ;  by  my  faith  very  pro*" 
per  men  many  of  them,  and  as  active  as  the 
clouds,  whirr,  hah. 

Omnes,  Are  they  so  ? 

Lod,  And  stout !  exceeding  stout;  why,  I  war- 
rant, this  precious  wild  villain,  if  he  were  put  to\ 
would  6ght  more  desperately  than  sixteen  Duu- 
kerks. 

Ait,  The  women 'they  say  are  very  fair? 
'    Lod.  No,  no,  our  country  bona  robaes;  ohf 
are  the  sugrest  delicious  rogues ! 

Ait.  Oh,  look,  he  has  a  feeling  of  them. 

Lod.  Not  I,  I  protest.  Theres  a  saying  when 
they  commend  nations :  it  goes,  the  Irishman  for 
his  band,  Welshman  for  a  leg,  the  Englishman  for 
a  fac^,  the  Dutchman  for  beard. 

Font.  I  faith,  they  may  make  swabbers  of  them. 

Lod.  The  Spaniard,  let  me  see,  for  a  little  fout, 
I  take  it;  the  Frenchman,  what  a  pox  hath  he? 
and  so  of  the  resL  Are  they  at  breakfast  yet  ? 
come  walk. 

Ait.  This,  Lodovico,  is  a  notable-tongued  feU 
low. 

Font.  Discourses  well. 

Ber,  And  a  very  honest  gentleman. 

Ait.  Oh  !  he's  well  valued  by  my  lord.  • 

Enter  Bellafront  with  a  Tetilion, 

Font.  How  now,  how  now,  what's  she  ? 

Ber.  Let's  make  towards  her. 

Bel,  Will  it  belong,  sir,  ere  my  lord  come  forth? 

Ait,  Would  you  speak  with  my  lord  ? 

Lod.  How  now,  what's  this,  a  nurse's  bill  ?  hath 
any  here  got  thee  with  child,  and  now  will  nut 
keep  it  ? 

BeL  No,  sir,  my  business  is  unto  my  lord. 

Lod.  He's  about  his  own  wife  now,  he'll  hard- 
ly dispatch  two  causes  in  a  morning. 

Ast^  No  nuoter  what  he  aays,  fair  lady ;  he^s  a 
knight,  there's  no  hold  to  be  taken  at  his  words. 

Font,  My  lord  will  pass  this  way  presently. 

Ber,  A  pretty  plump  rogue. 

Ait,  A  good  lusty  bouncing  bag;age. 

Ber.  Do  you  know  her  ? 

Lod,  A  pox  on  her,  I  was  sure  her  name  was  in 
my  table-book  ^  once,  I  know  not  of  what  cut  her 
die  is  now,  but  she  has  been  more  common  than 
tobacco :  this  is  she  that  bad  the  name  of  the  Ho- 
nest Whore. 


Omnes,  Is  this  she  ? 

Lod,  This  is  the  bli 
was  turned  white:  thi 
scoured :  this  is  she 
can  be  saved,  was  savi 

Ast,  She  has  been 


■e  that  by  washing 
lirding  piece  new 
^  '  her  reiigioq 
Hipolito. 
ure. 


*■  Coffer- moRf en. —Sellers  of  apples. 
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Lod.  She  has  been !  that's  the  epitaph  of  all 
whores.  I'm  well  acquainted  with  the  poor  gen- 
tleman her  husband;  kwd!  what  fortunes  that 
man  has  over-reached !  She  knows  not  me,  yet  I 
have  been  in  her  company.  I  scarce  know  her, 
for  ihe  beauty  of  her  cheek  hath,  tike  the  moon, 
tfoffered  strange  eclipses  since  I  beheld  it :  but 
women  are  like  medlars,  no  sooner  ripe  but  rot- 
ten. 

A  woman  last  was  made,  but  is  spent  first. 
Yet  man  is  oft  proved  in  performance  worst. 

Omnet,  Mj  lord  is  come. 

Enter  Hipolito,  Infelicb^  and  two  Waiting 
Women, 

Rim,  We  have  wasted  half  this  morning :  mor- 
row, Lodovico. 

Lod,  Morrow,  madam. 

Hip.  Let's  away  to  horse. 

OmneSf  Aye,  aye,  to  horse,  to  horse. 

BeL  I  do  beseech  your  lordship,  let  yonr  eye 
read  o'er  this  wretched  paper. 

Hip.  I'm  in  haste;  pray  thee,  good  woman, 
take  some  apter  time. 

Inf.  ^ood  woman,  do. 

BeL  X>h  'las !  it  does  concern  a  poor  roan's  Hfe. 

H191.  life !  sweetheart?  Seat  yourself,  ill  but 
read  this  and  come. 

Lod.  What  stockings  have  you  put  on  this 
XDoming,  madam  ?  if  they  be  not  yellow,  *  change 
them ;  that  paper  is  a  letter  from  some  wench  to 
joar  husband. 

Inf,  Oh,  sir,  that  cannot  make  me  jealous. 

[Exeunt. 

Hip.  Your  business,  sir,  to  me  ? 

Jnt.  Yes,  my  good  lord.  ^^ 

Hip.  Presently,  sir.^Are  you  Matbeo's  wife? 

BeL  That  most  uufortunate  woman. 

Hip.  I'm  sorry  these  storms  are  fallen  on  him ; 
I  love  Matheo,  / 

And  any  good  shall  do  him ;  he  and  I  v 
Have  sealed  two  bonds  of  friendship,  which  are 

strong 
In  me,  however  fortune  does  him  wrong ; 
He  speaks  here  he's  condemned.    Is't  so  ? 

BeL  Too  true. 

Hip.  What  was  he  whom  he  killed  ?  oh,  his 
name  s  here ;  old  Jacomo,  son  to  the  Florentine 
Jacomo,  a  dog,  that,  to  meet  profit,  would  to  the 
very  eve-lids  wade  iii  blood  of  his  own  children. 
Tell  Matheo,  the  duke  my  father  hardly  shall  de- 
ny his  signed  pardon ;  'twas  fair  fight,  yes,  if  ru- 
mour's tongue  go  true, — so  writes  he  here. 
To-morrow  morning  I  return  from  court. 
Pray  be  you  here  then.  V\\  have  done,  sir,  straight : 
But  in  troth  say,  are  you  Matbeo's  wife  ? 
You  have  foi^dt  me. 


BeL  No,  my  lord. 

Hip.  Your  turner. 
That  made  you  suKMith  to  ran  an  even  bias. 
You  know  I  loved  you  when  your  very  soul 
Was  full  of  discord :  art  not  a  good  wench  still  ? 

BeL  Umph,  when  I  had  lost  my  way  to  heaven, 
you  shewed  it :  I  was  new  born  that  day. 

Enter  Lodovico. 

Lod.  'Sfoot,  my  lord,  your  lady  asks  if  you  have 
not  left  your  wench  yet  ?  When  you  get  in  once, 
you  never  have  done :  come,  come,  come,  pay 
your  old  score,  and  send  her  packing,  come. 

Hip.  Ride  soAly  on  befor^  I'll  overtake  you. 

Lod.  Your  lady  swears  she'll  have  no  riding  oh 
before,  without  ye. 

Hip.  Pr'ythee,  good  Lodovico. 

Lod.  My  lord,  pray  hasten. 

Hip.  I  come : — to-morrow  let  me  seeyou,  fare 
you  well :  commend  me  to  Mathbo.  Pray,  one 
word  more :  Does  not  your  father  live  about  the 
court? 

BcL  I  think  he  does,  but  such  rude  spots  of 
shame 
Stick  on  my  cheek,  that  he  scarce  knows  my  name. 

Hip.  Orlando  Friscobaldo,  is't  not  ? 

BeL  Yes,  my  lord. 

Hip,  What  does  lie  for  you  ? 

BeL  All  he  should :  when  children 
From  duty  start,  parents  from  love  may  swerve : 
He  nothing  does,  for  nothing  I  deserve. 

Hip.  Shall  I  join  him  unto  you,  and  restore  you 
to  wonted  grace  ? 

BeL  It  is  impossible.        [Esit  Bellafrokt. 

Hip.  It  shall  be  put  to  trial ;  fare  you  well : 
The  face  I  would  not  look  on !  &ure  then  'twas 

rare. 
When  in  despite  of  grief,  'tis  still  thus  fair.— 
Now,  sir,  your  business  with  me. 

Ant.  I  am  bold  to  express  my  love  and  duty  to 
your  lordship  in  these  few  leaves. 

Hip.  A  book! 

Ant.  Yes,  my  good  lord. 

Hip.  Are  you  a  scholar  ? 

Ant.  Yes,  my  lord,  a  poor  one. 

Hip.  Sir,  you  honour  me. 
Kings  may  be  scholars^  patrons;  but  faith  tell  me. 
To  how  many  hands  besides  hath  this  bird  flown ; 
How  many  partners  share  with  me  ? 

Ant.  Not  one  in  troth,  not  one :  your  name  I 
held  more  dear ; 
Fm  not,  my  lord,  of  that  low  character. 

Hip.  Your  name,  I  pray  ? 

Ant.  Antonio  Georgio. 

Hip.  Of  Milan? 

Ant.  Yes,  my  lord. 


VOL.  I. 
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Hip,  ni  borrow  leave 
To  read  jou  o*er,  and  then  we*U  talk ;  till  then 
Driuk  op  this  gold;  ^eod  wiu  should  love  good 

wine  J 
This  of  your  loves,  the  earnest  that  of  mine. —  * 
How  now,  sir,  where's  your  lady?  not  gone  yet? 

Enter  Bryan. 

Bryan.  I  fait  di  lady  is  run  away  from  dee 
a  mighty  deiU  of  ground ;  she  sent  me  back  for 
dine  own  sweet  face ;  I  pray  dee  come,  my  lord, 
away, — wat  tow  go  now  r 

Hip,  Is  the  co«ch  gone  ? 
Saddle  my  horse,  the  sorel. 

Bryan,  A  pox  a  de  horse's  nose,  he  is  a  lousy 
inscally  fellow ;  when  I  came  to  gird  his  belly, 
his  scurry  guts  rumbled,  di  horse  farted  in  my 
face,  and  diow  knowest  an  Irishman  cannot  abide 
a  fart;  but  I  have  saddled  de  hobby-horse,  di 
fine  hobby  is  ready :  I  pray  dee,  my  good  sweet 
lord,  wit  tow  go  now,  and  [  will  run  to  de  devil 
before  dee  ? 

Hip.  Well,  sir.F— I  pray  let's  see  you,  master 
scholar. 

Bryan,  Come,  t  pray  dee,  wuC  eome,  sweet 
face?  Go.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Lodovico,  Carolo,  Astolfo,  Beraldo. 

Lod.  Godso,  gentlemen,  what  do  we  forget? 

Omnes,  What? 

Lod,  Are  not  we  all  enjoined  as  this  day, 
Thursday,  is't  not?  Aye,  as  that  day  to  be  at  the 
linen-draper's  house  at  dinner? 

Car^  Sienior  Candido,  the  patient  man. 

A$t,  Arore  Jove,  true,  upon  this  day  he's  mai^ 
ricd. 

Ber,  I  wonder,  that  being  so  stung  with  a  wasp 
before,  he  dares  venture  again  to  come  about  the 
eaves  amongst  bees. 

Lod,  Oh  'tis  rare  sucking  a  sweet  honey-comb ; 
pray  heaten  his  old  wife  l^  buried  deep  enough, 
that  she  rise  not  up  to  call  for  her  dance  !  llie 
poor  fiddlers  instruments  would  crack  for  it,  she'd 
tickle  them  :  at  an^r  hand,  lets  try  what  mettle  is 
in  his  new  bride ;  if  there  be  none,  we'll  put  in 

HP fcU  :»<-  «  ..^—  -.„ui^  ^,.1 »  _:»„  !._ 


some.    Troth  it  s  a  very  noble  citizen,  I  pitjr  he 
should  marry  again :  Fll 
good  old  fellow, 


should  marry  again :  Fll  walk  along,  for  it  is  a 


Car*  I  warrant,  the  wives  of  Millan  would  give 
any  fellow  twenty  thousand  duckets,  that  could 
Imt  have  the  face  to  beg  of  the  duke,  that  all  the 
citizens  in  Millan  might  be  bound  to  the  peace  of 
patience,  as  the  lineo-draper  is. 

Lod.  Oh  fie  upon't,  ^twould  undo  all  us  that 
are  courtiers;  we  should  have  no  hoe^  with  the 
ivenches  then. 


Enter  HitH)LiT0. 

Ornnei.  My  lord's  coiae. 
Hip,  How  now,  what  liews  ? 
Omne$*  None. 

Lod,  Your  lady  is  wiib  the  duke  ber  fatber. 
Hip.  And  we'll  to  them  both  presently.  Who^ 
that? 

Enter  Orlando  Friscobalbo. 

Onm€$,  Sigoior  Friscobaldo. 
Hip,  Friscobaldo,  oh !  pray  call  him,  and  leare 
me ;  we  two  have  busbess. 

Car,  Ho  Siguier !  Siguier  Friscobaldo. 
The  lord  Ilipolito.  fEreimf^ 

OrL  My  noble  lord !  my  lord  Hipeiito !  the 
duke's  son !  his  brave  daughter's  brave  husband  ! 
how  does  your  honour'd  lordship  ?  does  your  no- 
bility remember  so  poor  a  gentleman  as  Signior 
Orlando  Friscobaldo  !  old  mad  Orlando ! 

Hip,  Oh,  sir,  our  friends !  they  ought  to  be  | 
unto  us  as  our  jewels,  as  dearly  valued,  being  ] 
locked  up,  and  unseen,  as  when  we  wear  them  in  ' 
our  hands.  I  see,  Friscobaldo,  age  hath  not  com- 
mand of  your  bkMK) ;  for  all  time's  Mckle  \ifXh  gone 
over  yea,  you  are  Cirlando  still. 

OrL  Why,  my  lord,  are  not  the  fields  mown 
and  cut  down,  and  stript  bare,  and  yet  wear  tbey 
not  pied  coats  again?  though  my  head  be  like  a 
leek,  white,  may  not  my  heart  be  like  the  blade^ 
green? 

Hip,  Scarce  can  I  read  the  stories  on  your 
broff. 
Which  age  hath  writ  there ;  you  look  youthfiil 
still. 
OrL  I  eat  snakes,  my  lord,  I  ear  snakes. 
My  heart  shall  never  have  a  wrinkle  lo  it,  so  long 

as  I  can  cry 
Hem  with  a  clear  voice.  ^  ^ 

Hip,  You  are  the  happier  man,  sir. 
OrL  Happy  man!  Fll  give  you,  my  lord,  the 
true  picture  of  a  happy  man ;  I  was  turning  leaves 
over  this  morning,  and  found  it ;  an  excellent  Ita- 
lian painter  drew  it ;  if  I  have  it  in  the  right  co- 
lours,  Fll  bestow  it  on  your  lordship. 
Hip,  I  stay  for  it. 

OrL  He  that  makes  gold  his  wife,  but  not  his 
whore. 
He  that  at  noon-day  walks  by  a  prison  door. 
He  that  i'the  sua  is  neither  beam  nor  moat. 
He  that's  not  mad  after  a  petticoat, 
He  for  whom  poor  mens'  curses  dig  no  grave^ 
He  that  is  neither  lord's  nor  lawyers  slave. 
He  that  makes  /Ait  his  sea,  and  that  his  shore. 
He  that  in's  coffin  is  richer  than  before, 
He  that  counts  youth  his  sword,  and  age  hissta£l( 
He  whose  right  hand  carves  his  own  epitaph, 
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He  that  upon  his  deathbed  is  a  swan. 
And  dead,  no  crow,  he  is  a  Imppj  man. 

Hip,  It's  veiy  well;  I  thank  you  for  ihb  pic- 
ture. 

OrL  After  this  picture,  my  lord,  do  I  strive  to 
have  my  face  drawn:  , 
For  I  am  not  covetous. 
Am  not  in  debt^ 
Sit  neither  at  the  duke's  sidc^ 
Nor  lie  at  his  feet 

Wenchins  and  I  have  done;  no  man  I  wrong, 
No  man  I  fear,  no  man  I  fee. 
I  take  heed  how  far  I  walk,  because  I  know  yon- 

ders  my  home. 
I  would  not  die  uke  a  rich  man,  to  carry  nothing 

away  save  a  winding  sheet : 
Bat  like  a  good  man,  to  leave  Orlando  behind  me. 
I  sowed  leaves  in  my  youth,  and  1  reap  now 

ho6k$  in  my  age. 
I  fill  this  hand,  and  empty  this;  and  when  the 
bell  shall  toll  for  me,  if  1  prove  a  swan,  and  go 
singing  to  my  nest,  why  so : 
If  a  crow !  throw  me  out  for  carrion,  and  pick 

out  mine  eyes. 
May  not  old  Friscobaldo,  my  lord,  be  merry  now ! 
ha? 
Hip,  You  mav ;  would  I  were  partner  in  your 

mirih  f 
OrL  J  liave  a  little,  have  all  things;         ^ 
.  I  have  nothing ;  I  have  no  wife,  I  have  no  child, 
have  no  chick,  and  why  should  not  1  be  in  my  jo- 
cundare  ?    ^ 

Hip.  Is  your  wife  then  depn'ted  ? 
OrL  She's  an  old  dweller  in  those  high  coun- 
tries, yet  not  from  me :  Here,  she's  here;  but  be- 
fore me,  when  a  knave  and  a  quean  are  married, 
they  commonly  walk  like  Serjeants  together;  but 
a  good  couple  are  seldom  parted. 

Hip,  You  had  a  daughter  too,  sir,  had  you  not  ? 
OrL  Oh,  my  lord !  this  old  tree  had  one  branch, 
and  but  one  branch  growing  out  of  it:  it  was 
young,  it  was  fair,  it  was  straight;  I  prun'd  it 
daily,  drest  it  carefully,  kept  it  from  the  wind, 
help*d  it  to  the  sun;  yet  for  all  my  skill  in  plant- 
ing, it  grew  crooked,  it  bore  crabs;  I  hewed  it 
down ;— what*s  become  of  it,  I  neither  know,  nor 
care. 

Hip.  Then  can  I  tell  you  what's  become  of  it; 
That  branch  is  wither'd. 
OrL  So  'twas  long  ago. 

Hip,  Her  name,  1  tlunk,  was  j^Uafront;  she's 
dead. 
OrL  Ha!  dead? 

Hip.  Yes,  what  of  her  was  left,  not  worth  the 
keeping. 
Even  in  my  sidit  was  thrown  into  a  grave. 

OrL  Dead  f  mv  last  and  best  peace  go  with 
her !  I  see  death  s  a  good  trencherman,  be  can 
eat  coarse  homely  meat,  as  well  as  the  daintiest 
Hip.  Why,  Friscobaldo,  was  she  homely  ? 
OrL  O,  my  lorcf !  a  strumpet  is  one  of  the  de- 
vil's vines;  all  the  sins,  Uke  so  many  poles,  are 


stuck  upright  out  of  hell,  to  be  her  props,  that 
she  may  spread  upon  tbem:  And,  when  site's 
ripe,  every  slave  has  a  pull  at  her,  then  must  she^ 
be  prest  The  young  beautiful  grape  sets  the 
teeth  of  lust  on  edge;  yet  to  taste  ttiat  lickrish 
wine,  is  to  drink  a  man's  own  damnation.  Is  she 
dead? 

Hip,  She's  turned  to  earth. 

OrL  Would  she  were  turned  to  heaven ;  umh, 
is  she  dead !  I  am  glad  the  world  has  lost  one  of 
his  idob ;  no  whoremonger  will  at  midnight  beat 
at  the  doors ;  in  her  grave  sleep  all  my  shame, 
and  her  own ;  and  aU  my  sorrows,  and  all  her 
sins. 

Hip,  I'm  glad  you  are  wax,  not  marble;  you 
are  made 
Of  man's  best  temper ;  there  are  now  good  hopes 
That  all  these  heaps  of  ice  about  your  heart. 
By  which  a  fathers  love  was  frozen  up, 
Are  thawed  in  these  sweet  showers  fetch'd  from 

your  eye: 
We  are  ne'er  like  angels  till  our  passion  dies. 
She  is  not  dead,  but  lives  under  worse  fate, 
I  think  she's  poor;  and,  more  to  clip  her  wings, 
Her  husband  at  this  hour  lies  in  the  jail. 
For  killing  of  a  man ;  to  save  his  blood. 
Join  all  your  force  with  mine:   mine  shall  be 

shown ; 
The  getting  of  his  life  preserves  your  own. 

OrL  In  my  daughter  you  will  say !  does  she 

live  then  r 

I  am  sorrv  I  wasted  tears  upon  a  harlot !  but  the 

best  is,  I  have  a  kandkercher  to  drink  them  up, 

soap  can  wash  them  all  out  again.    Is  she  poor  I 

H^,  Trust  me,  I  think  she  is. 

OrL  Then  she's  a  right  strumpet  I  never  knew 
any  of  their  trade  rich  two  years  together;  sieves 
can  hold  no  water,  nor  harlots  hoanl  up  money ; 
they  have  many  vents,  too  many  sluices  to  let  it 
out ;  taverns,  tailors,  bawds,  panders,  fiddlers, 
swaggerers,  fools,  and  knaves,  do  all  wait  upon  a 
common  harlot's  trencher :  she  is  the  gallypot  to 
which  these  drones  fly  :  not  for  love  to  the  pot, 
but  fi>r  the  sweet  sucket  within  it,  her  money, 
her  money. 

^  Hip.  I  almost  dare  pawn  my  word,  her  bosom 
gives  warmth  to  no  such  snakes^  when  di4  ypu 
see  her  ? 

OrL  Not  seventeen  summers. 

Hip,  Is  your  hate  so  old  ? 

OrL  Older;  it  has  a  white  head. 
And  shall  never  die  till  she  be  buried ; 
Her  wrongs  shall  be  my  bed-fellow. 

Hip,  Work  yet  his  life,  since  in  it  lives  her 
fame. 

OrL  No,  let  hinj  h^ng,  and  half  her  infamy 
departs  out  of  the  world ;  I  hate  him  for  her;  he 
taught  her  ^t  to  taste  poison ;  I  hate  her  fqr 
herself,  becs^use  she  refused  my  physic 

Hip.  Nay,  but  Friscobaldo. 

OrL  I  detest  her,  I  defy  both,  she's  not  mine| 
she's  — — 
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H^.  H«ar  her  bot  speak. 

OrL  I  love  no  menmudi^  Fll  not  beoau^ 
with  a  quail-fipe^ 

Hip.  You're  now  beyond  all  reason. 

OrL  I  ain  then  a  beast  Sir,  I  had  rather  be 
a  beast,  and  not  dishonour  my  creation,  than  be 
a  doting  father,  and,  like  time,  be  the  destruction 
of  mine  own  brood. 

Hip,  U\  dotage  to  relieve  your  child  being 
poor? 

OrL  Is*t  fit  for  an  old  man  to  keep  a  whore  ? 

Hip  'Tis  charity  too. 

OrL  'ris  f(K)lery  ;  relieve  her  I 
Were  her  cold  limbs  stretcht  out  upon  a  bier, 
I  would  not  sell  this  dirt  under  my  nails. 
To  buy  her  an  hour's  breath,  nor  give  tliis  hair. 
Unless  it  were-,  to  choke  her. 

Hip,  Fare  you  wellyforl'll  trouble  you  nomore. 

[Exit. 

OrL  And  fare  you  well,  sir,  go  thy  ways ;  we 
have  few  lords  of  thy  making,  that  love  wenches 
for  their  honesty. — ^'Las,  my  girl !  art  thou  poor? 
poverty  dwells  next  door  to  despair,  there  s  but 
a.  wall  between  tliem;  despair  is  one  of  helPs 
c^ch-poles ;  and  lest  that  Devil  arrest  her,  I II 
,  to  her,  yet  she  shall  not  know  me ;  she  shall 
drink  of  my  wealth,  as  beggar^  do  of  running 
water,  freely,  yet  never  know  from  what  foun- 
tain's head  it  flows.  Shall  a  rWy  bird  pick  her 
own  breast  to  nourish  her  young  ones,  and  can  a 
father  see  his  child  starve?  that  were  hard;  the 
pelican  ^  does  it,  and  shall  not  I  ?  Yes,  I  will 
rictual  the  camp  for  her,  but  it  shall  be  by  some 
stratagem.  That  knave  there  her  husband  will  be 
hanged  I  fear;  I'll  keep  his  neck  out  of  the  noose 
if  I  can,  he  shall  not  know  how. 

Enter  two  Serving'^nen, 

OrL  How  now,  knaves,  whither  wander  yon  ? 
1  Serving'fnan,  To  seek  your  worship. 
OrL  Stay,  which  of  you  has  my  purse?  what 
money  have  you  about  you  ? 


2  &nwiigyMwi.  Some  fifteen  or  siitetn  poontby 
sir. 

OrL  G>re  it  me,  I  think  I  fasfe  some  g»ld 
about  me;  yes,  it's  well;  leave  my  lodging  as 
court,  and  get  yo«  home.  Come,  str,  Cfaoo^  I 
never  turned  any  man  out  of  door%  yet  1*11  be 
so  liold  as  to  pull  your  coat  over  year  ears. 
1  Serving- man.  What  do  you  mean  to  do,  sir  f 
OrL  Hold  thy  tongue,  knave,  take  then  raj 
cloak ;  I  hope  I  play  net  tlie  pakry  merchant  in 
this  bartering.  Bid  the  steward  of  my  house  sleep 
with  open  eyes  in  my  absence,  and  to  look  to  all 
things,  whatsoever  I  command  by  letters  to  be 
done  by  you,  see  it  done.    So,  does  it  fit  well  ? 

3  Sermng-inan.  As  if  it  were  made  for  yoa( 
wofbhip. 

OrL  You  proud  varlets,  you  need  not  be  asha-^ 
med  to  wear  blue  \  when  your  master  is  one  of 
your  fellows ;  away,  do  not  see  me. 

Both.  This  is  excellent.  [Exeunt, 

OrL  I  should  pat  on  a  worse  suit  too ;  per- 
haps I  will. 
My  vizard  is  on ;  now  to  this  mask.  Say  I  should 
shave  off  this  honour  of  an  old  man,  or  tie  it  up 
shorter ;  well,  I  will  spoil  a  good  face  for  once. 
My  beard  being  o£^  how  should  I  look  ?  even 

like 
A  winter  cuckoo,  or  unfeathered  owl ; 
Yet  v>etter  lose  this  hair,  then  lose  her  soul. 

[Erit, 

Enter  Candido,  Lodovico,  and  Carolo.  As- 
TOLFo,  other  Gue$tif  and  Bride  with  Frerf 
tices. 

Can,  O  gentlemen,  so  late  ?  you're  yery  wel- 
come, pray  sit  down. 

Lod.  Carolo,  did'st  ere  see  sod)  eoiest  of  caps? 

A$t.  Methinks 
It's  a  most  civil  and  most  comely  sight. 

Lod.  What  does  he  i'tbe  middle  Took  like? 

A»t.  Troth,  like  a  spire-steeple  in  a  oountrj 
village,  ove^pecring  so  many  thatch't  houses. 


7  The  pelican  does  %L~-The  young  pelican  is  fabled  to  sock  the  mother's  blood*    For  that  reason,  King 
Lear  calls  his  daughters  pelican  daughtersm 
Again,  Shirley's  Love  in  a  Maxe^  16S2 : 

"  The  pelican  loves  not  her  yonng  so  well. 
That  digs  opon  her  breast  a  hundred  springs.** 

See  Shakapeare^  vol.  iz.  p.  466.  edit.  1778. 

*  To  wear  blue  — The  habit  of  servants  at  the  time. 

Dekkar's  Bet-man  o/IrOfidon,  Sign.  H  :  **  But  the  guest  being  departed  from  his  Inne  to  the  towne,or 
into  the  faire,  backe  comes  this  counterfeit  blew  coate,  running  in  all  haste  for  his  maister*s  cloke  bar 
|or  portmanteau,'*  &c. 

Dekkar's  Bel-matCt  Night  walkes.  Sign.  K  3 :  «*— The  other  act  their  parU  hi  blew  coates^  as  they  were 
their  serving  men,  though  indeed  they  be  all  fellowes." 

The  Curtain  Drawer  of  the  Worlds  16l«,  p^  8.  "  Aot  a  servhig-man  dare  appeare  in  a  blue  coat,  not  be* 
cause  U  is  the  livery  of  charity,  but  least  he  should  be  thought  a  retainer  to  their  eoeniv.*' 
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«  Lod,  1^8  rather  »  k»g  pike-ttaff  a^iiiist  to 
maaj^  bucklers  without  pikes;  tbev  sit  for  all 
the  worid  like  a  pair  of  oi|;aos,  and  ne*8  the  tall 
great  roaring  pipe  in  the  midst* 

AU,  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Con.  What's  that  you  laugh  at,  signiors  ? 

JLU.  Troih,  shall  I  tell  you?  and  aloud  TU 
teUit.— 
We  laugh  to  see  (yet  laugh  we  not  m  scorn) 
AoMHigst  BO  many  caps  that  long  hat  worn. 

Lod,  Mine  is  as  tall  a  felt  as  any  is  this  day  ia 
Mil  Ian,  and  therefore  1  love  it,  for  the  block  was 
cleft  out  for  my  head,  and  fits  me  to  a  hair. 

Ccji.  Indeed  you  are  good  obsenrers,  it  shews 
strange. 
But,  gentleiiien,  I  pray  neither  donteouiy 
Nor  yet  deride  a  avil  ornament ; 
I  could  build  so  much  in  the  round  cap^s  praise, 
That  love  this  high  roof,  I  this  flat  would  raise. 

Lod,  Pr'ythee,  sweet  bridegroom,  do't. 

Can,  So  all  these  guesU  viH  pardon  me^  I'll 
do'L 

Ornnu.  With  all  our  hearts. 

Can,  Thus  then  in  the  cap's  honour ;  v^ 
To  every  sex  and  state,  both  nature,  time, 
The  countries'  laws,  yea,  and  the  very  diroe^ 
Do  allot  distinct  habits ;  the  spruce  courder 
'^  Jets  up  and  down  in  silk ;  the  warrior 
Marches  in  bufl^*  the  clown  plods  on  in  gray ; 
fiut  for  these  upper  garments  thus  I  say. 
The  seaman  has  his  cap,  pared  without  briiB» 
The  gallant's  head  is  feathered,  that  fits  him ; 
The  soldier  has  his  murrion, "  women  have  tires; 
Beasts  have  their  head-pieces,  and  men  have 
theirs. 

Lod.  Proceed. 

Can,  Each  degree  has  his  faihioo ;  it's  fit  then, 
One  should  be  laid  by  for  the  citizen. 
And  that's  the  cap  which  you  see  swells  not 
For  caps  aie  emblems  of  humility ; 
Jt  is  a  citizen's  badge,  and  first  was  worn 


By  the  Romans;  '^  for  when  uy  bondman's 

turn 
Came  to  be  made  a  freeman,  thus  'twas  said. 
He  to  the  cap  was  called  ;  that  is,  was  made 
Of  Rome  a  freeman,  but  was  first  close  shor% 
And  60  a  citiaen's  hair  is  stitt  short  worn. 

Lod,  That  close  shaving  made  barbers  a  com* 

And  now  every  citizen  uses  it. 

Can,  Of  geometric  figures  the  most  rare^ 
And  perfectebt,  are  the  circle  and  the  square; 
The  city  and  the  school  much  build  upon 
These  ngures,  for  both  love  proportion. 
The  city-cap  is  round,  the  scholars^  square^ 
To  shew  that  government  and  learning  are 
The  perfectest  limbs  i'che  body  of  a  state ; 
For  without  them,  all's  disproportionate. 
If  the  cap  had  no  honour,  this  might  rear  i(^ 
The  reverend  Fathers  of  the  law  do  wear  it. 
It's  light  for  summer,  and  in  cold  it  sits 
Close  to  the  scull,  a  warm  house  for  the  wits; 
It  shews  the  whole  face  boldly,  'tis  not  made 
As  if  a  man  to  look  on't  were  afraid ; 
Nor  like  a  draper's  shop  with  broad  dark  shed. 
For  he's  no  citizen  that  hides  bis  head. 
Flat  caps  as  proper  are  to  city  pwns. 
As  to  armours  helmets,  or  to  kmgs  their  crownt. 
Let  then  the  dt^-cap  by  none  be  soom'd, 
Since  with  it  princes'  heads  Imve  been  adom'd; 
If  more  the  round  cap's  honour  you  would  know, 
How  would  this  long  gown  with  the  steeple 
show  ? 

Omnei,  Ha,  ha,  ha;  most  vile,  most  ugly. 

Can,  ?t?Lj^  sigoior,  pardon  me,  'twas  done  ia 
jest 

Bride,  A  cup  of  claret  wine  there. 

1  Fren,  Wine;  yes  forsooth,  wine  for  the 
bride. 

Car,  You  have  well  set  out  the  Gap>  sir. 

Lod,  Nay,  that's  flat. 

Cor.  A  health. 


^ 


^  Bucklers  without  pikes. — ^The  ancieot  huskUn  had  a  prominent  tpilte,  and  sometimes  a  pUlol  in  the 
centre  of  them.  If  my  memory  does  not  foil  me,  specimen  of  both  kinds  may  be  seen  in  the  Tower  of 
Ii>ndon — S. 


'^  JtU  up  and  down,^-See  Note  93  to  Edward  11,  p.  167. 

"  Mwrrum, — A  head  piece  or  cap  of  steel.    So,  in  PhUoiter^  vol.  I. 


p.  18S.  edit  1778. 


**  Thus  do  we  clap  our  musty  murriont  on. 
And  trace  the  streets  in  terror." 

'*'  For  mhm  a  hmadnunCs  <wm,  ^c — **  The  ceremony  of  inanomission  was  thus  performed  :  the  slave 
was  brought  l>efore  the  Consul,  and  in  after  times  l>efore  the  Praetor,  by  bis  roaster,  who,  laying  his  hand 
upon  bb  servant's  head,  said  to  the  Pnetor,  Bunc  hominem  liberum  esse  voloy  and  with  that,  let  him  go  out 
of  his  hand,  which  they  termed  emanu  emittere.  Then  the  Praetor  laying  a  rod  upon  hb  head,  called  Via* 
dieta,  said,  Dieo  turn  Ubemm  use  mart  Qutritum.    Hence  Persiut, 

'*  y  indicta  postquam  mens  a  Pretore  recessh 

After  this,  the  Llctor,  taking  the  rod  oot  of  the  Pnetor*s  hand,  struck  the  servant  several  blows  on  the 
head,  face,  and  back  $  and  nothing  now  remahied  but  pileo  donari,  to  receive  a  cap  in  token  of  liberty,  and 
to  have  hb  name  emered  in  the  common  Roll*of  Freemen,  with  the  reason  of  hb  obtaining  that  favpur.** 
I^eonct's  Roman  AntiguitieSf  f.  100.    See  also  Addboii's  BiaiopM  on  Ancieni  Medai$,  p.  07.  edit.  1795. 


566 


SECOND  PART  OF 


[DlKKAft. 


£oi.  Knee  1u8  cap*8  roiiady  diat  shall  go  rotmcL 
Be  bare; 
For  in  the  cap's  praise  all  ofjroa  hare  share. 

She  Bnde  kin  the  Prmtice  on  the  tips. 
e  Bride's  at  cafl&. 
Can.  Oh,  peace  I  pray  thee,  thus  far  off  I  stand, 
I  spieil  the  error  of  my  servants. 
She  called  for  claret^  and  yon  filled  out  sack ; 
That  cup  give  me,  'tis  for  an  old  man's  back, 
And  not  for  hers.   Indeed  'twas  but  mistaken. 
Ask  all  these  else. 

Omnei.  No  faith,  'twas  but  nustaken. 
1  Pren,  Nay,  she  took  it  right  enough. 
Can.  Good  Luke,  reach  her  that  glass  of  claret 
Here,  Mistress  Bride,  pledge  me  there. 

BrUU.  Now  111  none.  [Exit  Bride. 

Can,  How  now  ? 

IaxL  Look  what  your  mistress  ails. 

1  Pren,  Nothing,  sir,  but  about  filling  a  wrong 

glass,  a  scurvy-trick. 
Can.  I  pray  you  hold  your  tongue,  my  servant 
there 
Tells  me  she  is  not  well. 

Omnes,  Step  to  her,  step  to  her. 
Lod.  A  word  with  you:  do  you  hear?  This 
wench  (your  new  wife)  will  take  you  down  in 
Tour  wedding-shoes,  unless  you  hang  her  up  in 
tier  wedding-garters. 
Can,  How,  hnng  her  in  her  ^rters? 
Lod,  Will  you  be  a  tame  pigeon  still  ?  shall 
your  back  be  like  a  tortoise-shell,  to  let  carts  go 
over  it,  yet  not  to  break  ?  This  she-cat  will  have 
more  lives  than  your  last  puss  had,  and  will 
scratch  worse,  and  mouze  you  worse ;  look  to't. 
Can.  What  would  you  have  me  do,  sir? 
Lod,  What  would  1  have  you  do  ?  Swear,  swag- 
ppr,  brawl,  fling;  for  fightmg  it^s  no  matter,  we 
have  had  knocking  pusses  enow  already;  you 
know,  that  a  woman  was  made  of  the  rib  of  a 
man,  and  that  rib  was  crooked.    The  moral  of 
which  is,  that  a  man  must  from  his  beginning  be 
crooked  to  his  wife;  be  you  like  an  orange  to 
her,  let  her  cut  you  never  so  fair,  be  you  sour  as 
rinegar ;  will  you  be  ruled  by  me  ? 

Can.  In  any  thing  that's  civil,  Itonest,  end  just 
Lod,  Have  you  ever  a  prentice's  suit  will  fit 
me?  t 

Can,  I  have  the  very  same  which  myself  wore. 
Lod,  I'll  send  my  man  for't  within  this  half 
hour,  and  withip  this  (wo  hours  1*11  be  ypur  pren- 
tice ;  the  hen  shall  not  overcrow  the  cock,  f  *11 
sharpc  n  your  spurs. 


Can.lt  will  be  but  some  jest,  sir. 

Lod.  Only  a  jest;  farewell    Come,  Carolo. 

[Exemni. 

Omnes.  Well  take  our  leaves,  sir,  too. 

Can.  Pray  conceit  not  ill  of  my  wife's  sodden 
rising.  This  young  knigh^  sir  Lodovico,  is  deep 
seen  m  physic,  and  he  telb  me,  the  disease  called 
the  Mother  hangs  on  my  wife;  it  is  a  veheoMot 
heaving  and  beating  of  the  stomach,  and  that 
swelling  did  with  tl^  pain  thereof  cramp  np  her 
arm,  tnust  hit  his  lips,  and  brake  the  glass;  no 
harm,  it  was  no  hartaiL 

Omnei,  No,  sifpior,  none  at  alL 

Can.  The  streigbtest  arrow  may  fly  wide  by 
chance. 
Bat  come,  we'll  close  this  brawl  up  in  some  dance. 

[Bxeunij 

Enter  Bellafeovt  and  Matbeow 

BeL  Oh  my  sweet  hosband,  wert  thon  in  thj 
grave,  and  art  alive  again  ?  O  welcome,  welcome. 

Math.  Doest  know  me?  my  cloak  pr'ythee 
lay  it  up.  Yes  faith,  my  winding  sheet  was  ta- 
ken out  of  lavender,  to  be  stuck  with  rosemary; 
I  hidLt  but  the  knot  here,  or  here;  yet,  if  I  had 
had  it,  I  should  have  made  a  wry  mouth  at  the 
world  like  a  playse ; "  but,  sweetest  villain,  I  am 
here  now,  and  I  will  tfdk  with  thee  soon. 

BeL  And  glad  am  I  thou  art  here. 

Math.  Did  these  heels  caper  in  shackles?  Ah ! 
my  little  plimip  rogue,  FU  bear  up  for  all  this^ 
and  fly  hish.    Catio,  Catzo. 

Bel  Matheo? 

Math.  What  sayest,  what  sayest?  Oh  brave 
fresh  air !  a  pox  on  these  grates  and  gingline  of 
keys,  and  rattling  of  iron*  Til  bear  up,  I'll  fly 
high,  wench,  hang  tosse. 

BeL  Matheo,  pr^ythee  make  thy  prison  thy 

And  in  it  view  the  wrinkles,  and  the  scar^ 
By  which  thou  wert  disfigured ;  viewing  them, 
mend  them. 

Math.  I'll  go  visit  all  tlie  mad  rogues  now,  and 
(he  good  roaring  boys. 

BeL  Thou  dost  not  hear  me  ? 

Math.  Yes  faith  do  I. 

J^eL  Thou  hast  been  in  ^e  hands  pf  misery, 
and  taken  strong  physic ;  pr^ythee  now  be  sound* 

Math*  Yes.  SToot,  I  wonder  bow  the  inside 
of  a  tavern  looks  now.  Oh  !  when  shall  1  '^  bizle^ 
bizle? 


'3  lihould  have  madp  a  wry  mouik  at  the  world  Ukt  a  ployt^— So,  in  Nasb*8  Lenten  Stuffs  1599  :  '<  None 
won  the  days  in  this,  but  the  herring  if  bonj  all  their  clamorous  suffracet  laloted  with  Vive  le  Roy^  God 
save  Ibe  King,  (iod  save  the  King,  save  only  theplaj/ie  and  the  bott,  Aat  made  wry  mouthe  at  him,  and 
for  their  mocking  have  wry  mouths  ever  since.'^' 
Dekkar'i  Satiromastrix  :  *'  bate  one  at  that  stake  my  place  mouth  yeipers." 

'^  Bizle^  bitU.—Or,  as  it  is  sometimes  spelt,  beztle.  He  means  to  sav,  when  shall  I  have  an  opportonity 
to  drink  to  excess.  Nash,  in  Pierce  PenUesse  his  Supplication  to  the  Devill,  159i,  describing  a  Dane,  says» 
**  Xbos  wallLcs  hef  op  and  dowpe  in  his  Aii^estie,  taking  a  yard  of  ground  ^i  every  step,  and  stampes  oi^ 
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Bel  NaT,  see,  tboa  art  ihirstj  nill  for  poison; 
comey  I  will  not  have  thee  swagger. 

Aldth,  Honest  ape's  face. 

BeL  lis  that  siiarpened  an  axe  to  cat  thy 
throat. 
Good  Ibve^  I  would  not  hare  thee  sell  thy  sab- 
Stance 
And  time  (worth  all)  in*  those  damned  shops  of 

hell; 
Those  didns-hoases,  that  stand  nerer  well. 
Bat  when  they  stand  most  ill ;  that  foar-squared 

sin 
Has  almost  lodged  as  in  the  beggar's  Inn. 
Besides  (to  spedc  which  even  my  soul  docs  grieve) 
''  A  sort  of  ravens  have  hung  upon  thy  sleeve. 
And  fed  upon  thee  ;  good  Matheo  (if  you  ptease) 
So  base  a  scorn  to  spread  wing  amongst  these ; 
Bv  them  thy  fame  is  speckled,  yet  it  shows 
Clear  amoi^tthem ;  so  crows  are  fair  with  crows. 
Custom  in  sm,  gives  sin  a  lovely  dye: 
Blackness  in  Moors  is  no  deformity. 

Math,  Bellafront,  Bellafront,  I  protest  to  thee, 
I  swear,  as  I  hope  my  soul,  I  will  turn  over  a 
new  leaf;  the  prison  I  confess  has  bit  me,  the 
best  man  that  sails  in  such  a  ship  may  be  lousy. 

BeL  One  knocks  at  door. 

Math,  Vh  be  the  porter:  they  shall  see,  a  jail 
cannot  hold  a  brave  spirit ;  FU  fly  high.      [Ejeit, 

BeL  How  wild  b  his  behaviour  !  oh,  I  tear 
He's  spoiled  by  prison,  he's  half  damned  comes 

there; 
But  I  must  sit  all  storms  i  when  a  full  sail  his 
Fortunes  spread,  he  loved  me ;  being  now  poor, 
111  beg  for  him,  and  no  wife  can  do  more. 

Enter  MATnEo,  and  Orlando  iike  A  Sennng* 


Math,  Come  in,  pray ;  would  you  speak  with 
me,  sir? 


OrL  Is  your  name  si^ioir  Matheo? 

Math.  My  name  b  Signior  Matheo. 

OrL  Is  this  gentlewoman  ]^our  wife,  sir? 

Math,  This  gentlewoman  is  my  wife,  sir. 

OrL  The  desdnies  spin  a  strong  and  eveit 
thread  of  both  your  loves.— The  mother's  own 
fece,  1  have  not  forgot  that  (Aside.)  I'm  an  old 
man,  sir,  and  am  troubled  with  a  whoreson  salt 
rheum,  that  I  cannot  hold  my  water.  Gentle^ 
woman,  the  la9t  man  I  served  was  your  father. 

BeL  My  father  ?  any  tongue  that  sounds  his 
name 
Stpeaks  music  to  me :  welcome,  good  old  man. 
How  does  my  father  ?  lives  he  ?  has  he  health  ? 
How  do^  my  father  ?  I  so  much  do  shame  him,. 
So  much  do  wound  him,  that  I  scarce  dare  name 
him. 

OrL  I  can  speak  no  more. 

MatK  Hovir  now,  old  lad !  what,  dost  cry  ? 

OrL  The  rheum  still,  sir,  nothing  else ;  I  should 
be  well  seasoned,  for  mine  eyes  lie  in  brine; 
look  yon,  sir,  I  have  a  suit  to  you. 

Math,  What  is't,  my  little  white  pate  ? 

OrL  Troth,  sir,  I  have  a  mind  to  serve  your 
worship. 

3faM.To  serve  me  ?  Troth,  ray  friend,  my  for- 
tunes are,  as  a  man  may  say-^— 

OrL  Nay,  look  vou,  sir,  I  know  when  all  sins 
are  old  in  us,  and  go  upon  crutches,  that  cove- 
tousness  does  but  then  he  in  her  cradle :  'tis  not 
80  with  me.  Letchery  loves  to  dwell  in  the  fair- 
est lodging,  and  covetousness  in  the  oldest 
building  that  are  ready  to  fall :  but  rav  white 
head,  sir,  is  no  inn  for  such  a  gossip.  If  a  serv- 
ing-man at  my  years  be  not  storea  with  biscuit 
enou^,  that  has  sailed  about  the  world  to  serve 
him  me  voyage  out  of  his  life,  and  to  bring  him 
East-home,  111  pity  bat  all  his  days  should  be  fast- 
ing days.  I  care  not  so  much  for  wages,  for  I  have 


the  earth  so  terrible,  as  if  he  ment  to  knock  op  a  splrlte,  when  (fouU  drunken  ieztle)  iLan  Englishman 
set  his  little  finger  to  him,  he  falls  like  a  hogVtroogh  that  is  set  on  one  end.**  %^«  ^ 

Every  Woman  in  her  Humour,  1609,  Sign.  B  8  :  «*  —  yondert  the  most  hard-favoared  newes-walke^ 
the  stieetes,  seaveo  men  goeing  to  their  graves  that  dyed  with  drinking  and  biMtoling,'* 

Jack  Oram  8  Entertainment^  1616,  Sign.  A  S  : 


-Tis  now  become 


The  shewing  borne  of  Beielen  discoarse.*' 

"  A  eort  of  ravine, — A  company,  a  number.    See  Note  4  to  Gammer  Qurton'i  NudU,  p.  10?, 
This  word,  in  the  same  sense,  is  used  in  Waller*s  Foeme,  4to.  1789,  p.  3 1 

"  As  when  a  tort  of  losty  shepherds  try 
Their  force  at  football  eare  of  victory, 
•^    Makes  them,**  &c. 

On  which  Mr  Fenton  obierves,  that "  Mr  Waller  oseth  the  word  $ort  in  the  same  sense  which  it  often 
bears  in  Spencer,  tosignliyAcraiod:  and  so  we  ^  it  employed  in  that  old  Version  of  the  Ptolms,  which 
is  retained  in  our  Liturgy }  Me  thall  be  tlain  all  the  tort  ofyou^  Ps.  liii.  3. 

**  So  afterwards  we  read  Ixrmr  Aothor : 

As  when  a  tort  of  wolves,*'  &c. 
'<  And  in  another  poem : 

**  So  when  a  tort  of  losty  shepherds,*'  &c. 

Bat  I  do  not  remember  to  have  met  with  it  in  any  writer  since  (he  Restoration,  except  once  in  Sir  George 
lUber^e's  Sir  FopUng  Flutter.*' 


^ 


SECOND  PART  OF 


P> 


8<^pedaiiaBd(ii!ofKoM  tiaMliert  Ihav«alit- 
tle  moDey,  sir,  which  I  wontd  \mt  into  your  woi^ 
ship's  htndiiy  not  so  imioh  to  mah«  it  ~— 


Math,  No,  no>  yoo  aay  weR :  tboa  sajpest  well ; 
tmt  I  must  tefl  yoa  ^— Ilow  nucfa  is  tliie  monej, 
Myest  thoar 

Orl,  About  twenty  pounds,  sir. 

Math,  Twen^ pounds  ?  Let  me  see;  ciMt  shall 
bring  thee  in,  after  ten  per  centum^  per  umnum. 

Orl  No,  no,  no,  sir,  no;  I  cannot  abide  to 
liave  money  ineender ;  ^e  upon  this  silver  letcbery, 
£e ;  if  I  may  nave  meat  to  my  mouth,  and  rags 
to  my  back,  and  a  flock-bed  to  snort  upon,  when 
I  die,  the  longer  fiver  take  all. 

Math.  A  good  old  boy,  yfaitb  I  if  tboa  servest 
me,  thou  shalt  eat  as  I  eat,  drink  as  I  drink,  lie 
as  I  lie,  and  ride  as  I  ride. 

Orl  That's  if  you  have  money  to  hire  horses. 

Math,  Front,  what  dost  thou  think  on't? 
This  good  old  lad  here  shall  serve  me. 

BfZ  Alas^  Matheo,  wilt  thou  load  a  back  that 
is  already  broke  ? 

Math.  Peace !  pox  on  yoa,  peace !  there's  a 
trick  in%  I  fly  high,  it  shall  be  so.  Front,  as  I  tell 
you :  give  me  thy  hand,  thuu  shall  serve  me y faith; 
welcome :  as  for  your  money 

Orl.  Najr,  look  you,  sir,  1  have  it  here. 

Math,  Pish,  keep  it  thyself,  man,  and  then 
thou'rt  sure  'tis  safe. 

Orl  Safe !  and  'twere  ten  thousand  ducats, 
your  wonthip  should  be  m^r  cash-keeper ;  I  have 
heard  what  your  worship  is,  an  excellent  dung- 
hill cock,  to  scatter  all  abroad ;  but  1*11  venture 
twenty  pounds  on's  head. 

Math,  And  didst  thou  serve  my  worshipful 
father-in-law,  Signior  Orlando  Friscobaldo,  that 
madman  once  ? 

OrL  I  served  him  so  long,  till  he  turned  me 
out  of  doors. 

Math,  It's  a  notable  chuff,  I  have  not  seen 
him  many  a  day. 

Orl  No  matter  and  you  never  see  him ;  it's 
an  arrant  grandee,  a  churl,  and  as  damn'd  a  cut- 
throat  

Bel  Thou  villain,  curb  thy  tongue  !  thou  art  a 
Judas, 
To  sell  thy  master's  name  to  slander  thus. 

Math.  Away  ass,  he  speaks  but  truth :  thy  fa- 
ther is  a — 

Bel  Gentleman. 

Math,  And  an  old  knave  ( there's  more  deceit 
in  him  than  in  sixteen  poticaries ;  it's  a  Devil, 
thou  mayst  beg,  starve,  hang,  damn ;  does  he  send 
thee  so  much  as  a  cheese  ? 

Orl  Or  so  much  as  a  gammon  of  bacon  ? 
He'll  give  it  his  do^  first. 
Math,  A  joil,  a  jail. 
Orl  A  Jew,  a  Jew,  sir.  ' 


Math.  A  dog. 

Orl  An  English  masti^^  sir. 

Math,  Pox  rot  out  his  old  stinkini  garbage  ! 

B^l  Art  net  ashaoMd  ta  strike  an  absent  maa 
thus? 
Art  not  ashamed  to  let  this  vile  dog  baric. 
And  bite  my  father  thus?  Ill  not  endure  it; 
Out  of  my  doors,  base  slave. 

Math,  Your  doors !  a  vengeance !  I  shall  live 
to  cut  that  old  rogue's  throat,  for  ail  yoa  take  b^ 
part  tbaSk 

Orl  He  shall  live  to  see  thee  hanged  first 

[Aeida. 

Enter  Hipolito. 

M^h.  God's-so^  my  lord,  yoor  lofdship  is  moBt 
welcome; 
Vm  proud  of  this,  my  lord. 

n^.  Was  bold  to  see  you.    Isdiat  yaor  wifef 

Math,  Yes,  sir. 

Hip,  I'll  borrow  her  lip. 

Math,  With  all  my  bear^  my  lord^ 

Orl  Who's  this,  I  pray,  sir? 

Math,  My  lord  Hipolito :  what's  thy  name  ? 

Orl  Pacheco. 

Math.  Pacheco !  flf^  name :  tboa  seest,  Pa- 
checo, I  keep  company  with  no  scoundrelsi  nor 
base  fellows. 

Jf^.  Came  not  my  footman  to  yoa? 

Bel  Yes,  my  lord. 

Hip,  I  sent  by  him  a  diamond  and  a  letter ; 
Did  yoa  receive' them  ? 

Biel  Yes,  my  lord,  I  did. 

Hip.  Read  you  the  letter? 

Bel  O'er  and  o'er  'tis  read. 

Hip.  And  faith  your  answer  ? 

Bel,  Now  the  time's  not  fit ; 
You  see,  my*husband's  here. 

Hip,  I'll  now  then  leave  you« 
And  choose  mine  hour :  but  ere  I  part  away, 
Hark,  you  remember  I  must  have  no  nay.— > 
Matheo,  I  will  leave  you. 

Math.  A  glass  of  wine  ? 

Hip,  Not  now ;  Fll  visit  you  at  other  times. 
YouVe  come  off  well  then  ? 

Math.  Excellent  well,  I  thank  your  lordship : 
I  owe  you  my  life,  my  lord ;  and  will  pay  my 
best  blood  in  any  service  of  yours. 

Hip.  I'll  take  no  such  dear  parent ; — ^hark 
you,  Matheo,  I  know,  the  prison  is  a  gulf ;  if 
money  run  low  with  yon,  my  purse  is  yours;  call 
for  it. 

Math.  Faith,  my  lord,  I  thank  my  stars,  they 
send  me  down  some ;  I  cannot  sink,  so  long  as 
tliese  bladders  bold. 

Hip.  I  will  not  see  your  fortune's  ebb,  pray  try. 
To  starve  in  full  bams  were  '^  fond  modesty. 

Math.  Open /he  door,  sirrah. 


l^  Fond,  I  cfooliih*    So,  in  Chnrchyard*s  CkaUengt,  1.*&»S,  p.  74. 

<<  O  cooDtrey  sweete,  perswade  obedience  heere, 
«<  Refonne  the/amdf  and  still  preserve  the  wise." 


Dekka^.] 


THE  HONEST  WHORE- 
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Hip,  Drink  this,  and  anon  I  pray  thee  give  thy 
mistress  this.  [Erit. 

OrL  O  noble  spirit !  if  no  worse  guests  hero 
divelly 
My  blue  coat  sits  on  my  old  shoulders  well; 

Math,  The  only  royal  fellow  ;  he's  bounteous 
as  the  Indies ;  wlmt's  that  he  said  to  thee,  Bella- 
front  ? 

BeL  Nothing. 

Math,  I  prVthee,  good  girl  ? 

BeL  Why,  I  tell  you  nothing. 

Math,  Nothing !  it's  well :  tricks,  that  I  must 
be  beholden  to  a  scald  hot-livered  goatish  gallaint, 
to  stand  with  my  cap  in  my  hand,  and  vail  bon- 
net, when  I  have  spread  as  loftr  sails  as  himself; 
would  I  had  been  hanged.  Nothing !  Pacheco, 
brush  my  cloak. 

OrL  Where  is't,  sir? 

Math.  Come,  we'll  fly  high. 
Nothing !  there  is  a  whore  sdll  in  thine  eye; 

[Esit, 

OrL  My  twenty  pounds  flies  high.  O  wretched 
woman! 
This  varlet's  able  to  make  Lucrece  common. — 
How  now,  rabtress  ?  has  my  master  dyed  you 
Into  this  sad  colour? 

BeL  Fellow,  be  gone,  I  pray  thee;  if  thy  tongue 
Itch  after  talk  so  much,  seek  out  thy  master, 
Thou'rt  a  fit  instrument  for  him. 

OrL  Zownes,  I  hope  he  will  not  play  upon  me? 

BeL  Play  on  thee !  no,  you  two  will  fly  together, 
Because  tou  are  roving  arrows  of  one  feawer. 
Would  thou  wouldst  leave  my  house,  thou  ne'er 

shalt 
Please  me ;  weave  thy  nets  ne'er  so  high. 
Thou  shalt  be  but  a  spider  in  mine  eye. 
Thou'rt  rank  with  poison ;  poison  tempered  well 
Is  food  for  health;  but  thy  black  tongue  doth 

swell 
With  venom,  to  hurt  him  that  gave  thee  bread ; 
To  wron^  men  absent,  is  to  spurn  the  dead. 
And  so  did'st  thou  thy  master,  and  my  father. 

OrL  You  have  small  reason  to  take  his  part ; 
for  I  have  heard  him  say  five  hundred  times,  you 
were  as  arrant  a  whore  as  ever  stiflened  til!any 
neckcloths  in  water-starch  upon  a  Saturday  i'the 
afternoon. 

BeL  Let  him  say  worse ;  when  for  the  earth's 
offence 
Hot  vengeance  through  the  marble  clouds  is  driven, 
Is't  fit  earth  shoot  again  those  darts  at  heaven  ? 


OrL  And  so  if  your  father  call  you  whore, 
you'll  not  call  him  old  knave  ? — Fri<icobaIdo,  she 
carries  thy  mind  up  and  down ;  she's  thine  own 
flesh,  blood,  and  bone  (aside).  — Truth,  mistress,  to 
tell  you  true,  the  fireworks  that  ran  from  me  upon 
lines  against  my  good  old  master,  your  father, 
were  but  to  try  how  my  ybung  master,  your  hus- 
band, loved  such  squibs :  but  it's  well  known,  I 
love  your  father  as  myself;  Fll  ride  for  him  at 
mid-night,  run  for  you  by  owl-light;  I'll  die  for 
him,  drudge  for^ou ;  I'll  fly  low,  and  I'll  flv  high, 
(as  my  master  says)  to  do  you  good,  if  you'll  for- 
give me. 

BeL  I  am  not  made  of  marble :  I  forgive  thee. 

OrL  Nay,  if  you  were  made  of  marble,  a  good 
stone-cutter  might  cUt  you :  I  hope  the  twenty 
pounds  I  delivered  to  my  master  is  in  a  sure 
hand. 

BeL  In  a  sure  hand,  I  warrant  thee,  for  spending. 

OrL  1  see  my  young  master  is  a  madcap,  and 
a  bonui  aocius.  I  love  him  well,  mistress:  ^et 
as  well  as  I  love  him^  I'll  not  play  the  knave  with 
you ;  look  you,  I  could  cheat  you  of  this  purse 
Tull  of  money ;  but  I  am  an  old  lad,  and  I  scorn 
to  cone^-catch :  yet  I  have  been  a  dog  at  a  coney 
in  my  time. 

BeL  A  purf^e,  where  hadst  it  ? 

OrL  The  gentleman  that  went  away,  whisper- 
ed in  mine  ear,  and  charged  me  to  give  it  you. 

BeL  The  lord  Hipolito]? 

OrL  Yes,  if  he  be  a  lord,  he  gave  it  me. 

Bei  Tis  all  gold. 

OrL  Tis  like  so :  it  may  be,  he  thinks  yon 
want  money,  and  therefore  bestows  his  alms 
bravely,  like  a  lord. 

BeL  He  thinks  a  silver  net  can  catch  the  poor; 
Heres  bait  to  choke  a  nun,  and  turn  her  whore. 
Wilt  thou  be  honest  to  me  ? 

OrL  As  your  nails  to  your  fingers,  which  I 
think  never  deceived  you. 

BeL  Thou  to  this  lord  shalt  go,  commend  me 
to  him, 
And  tell  him  this ;— the  town  has  held  out  long, 
Because  (within)  'twas  rather  true,  than  strong. 
To  sell  it  now  were  base ;  say  'tis  no  hold 
Built  of  weak  stuff,  to  be  blov^n  up  with  gold. 
He  shall  believe  thee  by  this  token,  or  this;  if 
not,  by  this. 

OrL  Is  this  all? 

BeL  This  is  all. 

OrL  Mine  own  girl  still ! 


Beo  Joobod's  Dtvitit  an  Ju,  A.  1.  S.  6 : 

'^ in  me  makes  that  proffer, 

**  Which  never  fair  ooe  was  Bajfand  to  lose." 

Euphuet  and  Mm  Enghmdf  p.  9  :  <*  he  that  b  young  thinketh  the  olde  man  fond,  and  the  olde  kaowetb  the 
yoang  man  to  be  a  foole.** 

ibid.  p.  10 :  <<  that  were  as  fond  as  not  to  cat  one*8  meat  with  that  knife  that  another  hath  cut  his 
flnge^** 

Iwword  in  the  same  sente  Is  still  In  use  In  the  notthero  parts  of  this  kingdom. 
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SECOND  PART  OF 


[Dbkkab. 


BeL  A  star  raaj  shoot,  not  fall. 

[£x»V  Bellafront. 

OrL  A  star !  nay,  thou  art  more  than  the  moon, 
for  thou  hast  neither  changing  quarters,  nor  a  man 
standing  in  thy  circle  with  a  bush  of  thorns.  Is't 
possible  the  lord  Hipolito,  whose  face  is  as  civil 
as  the  outside  of  a  dedicatory  book,  should  be  a 
mutton-monger  ''  ?  A  poor  man  has  but  one  ewe, 
and  this  grandee  sheep-biter  leaves  whole  flocks 
of  fat  wethers  (whom  he  may  knock  down)  to 
devour  this.  Til  trust  neither  lord  nor  butcher 
with  (^uick  flesh  for  this  trick ;  the  cuckoo  I  see 
now  sings  all  the  year,  though  every  man  cannot 
hear  him,  but  Til  spoil  his  notes.  Can  neither 
love-letters,  nor  the  Devil's  common  pick-locks 
(gold),  nor  precious  stones,  make  my  girl  draw  up 
her  percullis  ?  hold  out  still,  wench. 
All  are  not  bawds  (I  see  now)  that  keep  doors, 
Nor  all  good  wenches  that  are  markt  for  whores. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Candido,  Lonovtco  like  a  Prentice. 

Lod,  Come,  come,  come,  what  do  ye  lack,  sir? 
what  do  ye  lack,  sir?  what  is't  ye  lack,  sir?  is 
not  my  worship  well  suited  ?  did  you  ever  see  a 
gentleman  better  disguised? 

Can.  Never,  believe  me,  signior. 
Lod.  Yes :  but  when  he  has  been  drunk,  there 
be  prentices  would  make  mad  gallants,  for  they 
would  spend  all,  and  drink,  and  whore,  and  so 
forth ;  and  I  see  we  gallants  could  make  mad 
prentices.  How  does  thy  wife  like  me  ?  Nay,  I 
inust  not  be  so  saucy,  then  I  spoil  all :  pray  you, 
how  does  my  mistress  like  me  ? 

Can.  Well :  for  she  takes  you  for  a  very  sim- 
ple fellow. 

Lod.  And  they  that  are  taken  for  such,  arc 
commonly  the  arrnntest  knaves:  but  to  our 
eomedy,  come. 

Can.  I  shall  not  act  it  Chide,  you  say,  and  fret, 
Mod  grow  impatient:  I  shall  never  do't. 

Lod.  S'blood  !  cannot  you  do  as  all  the  world 
does — counterfeit  ? 

Can.  Were  I  a  painter,  that  should  live  by 
drawing  nothing  but  pictures  of  an  angry  man,  I 
should  not  earn  my  colours ;  I  cannot  do't. 

Lod.  Remember  you're  a  linen-draper,  and  that 
If  you  give  your  wife  a  yard,  she'll  take  an  ell : 
give  her  not  therefore  a  quarter  of  your  yard,  not 
a  nail.  "^ 

Can.  Say  I  should  turn  to  ice,  and  nip  her  love 
now  'tis  but  in  the  bod. 
lod.  Well,  say  she's  nipt 
Can.  It  will  so  overcharge  her  heart  with 
grief. 
That  like  a  cannon,  when  her  sighs  go  off,  i 

She  m  her  duty  either  will  recoil. 
Or  break  in  pieces,  and  so  die  :  her  death. 


By  my  unkindness  might  be  counted  rourtber. 

Lod.  Die !  never,  never ;  I  do  not  bid  yon 
beat  her,  nor  give  her  black  eyes,  nor  pinch  her 
sides :  but  cross  her  humours.  Are  not  bakers^ 
arms  the  scales  of  justice  ?  yet  is  not  their  bread 
light  ?  and  may  not  you,  I  pray,  bridle  her  with  s 
sharp  bit,  yet  ride  her  gently  f 

Can.  Well,  I  will  try  your  pills  :  do  you  your 
faithful  service,  and  be  ready  still  at  a  pinch  to 
help  me  in  this  part,  or  else  I  shall  be  out  clean. 

Lod.  Come,  come,  I'll  prompt  you. 

Can.  I'll  call  her  forth  now,  shall  I  ? 

Lod.  Do,  do,  braveljT. 

Can.  Luke,  I  pray  bid  your  mistress  to  coiDe 
hither. 

Lod.  Luke,  I  pray  bid  your  mistress  to  come 
hither. 

Can.  Sirrah,  bid  my  wife  come  to  me  :  why, 
when? 

Luke.  Presently,  sir,  she  comes,— viYAtn— 

Lod.  La  you,  there's  the  echo,  she  comes. 

Enter  Bride. 

Bride.  What  is  your  pleasure  with  me  ? 

Can.  Marry,  wife, 
I  have  intent,  and  (you  see)  this  stripling  here, 
lie  bears  good  will  and  liking  to  my  trade, 
And  means  to  deal  in  linen. 

Lod.  Yes,  indeed,  sir,  I  would  deal  in  linen,  if 
my  mistress  like  me  so  well  as  I  like  her. 

Can.  I  hope  to  find  him  honest    Pray,  good 
wife. 
Look  that  his  bed  and  chamber  be  made  ready. 

Bride.  You're  best  to  let  him  hire  me  for  bi» 
maid. 
I  look  to  his  bed !  look  to't  yourself. 

Can.  Even  so 
I  swear  to  you  a  great  oath. 

Lod.  Swear,  cry  Zounds ! 

Can.  I  will  not,  go  to  wife,  I  will  not» 

Lod.  That  your  great  oath  ? 

Can.  Swallow  these  gudgeons. 

Lod.  Well  said. 

Can.  Then  fast,  th^  you  may  choose. 
You  know  at  table  what  tricks  you  played. 
Swaggered,  broke  glasses !  Fie,  fie,  ^t,  ^ ; 
And  now  before  my  prentice  here  you  make 
An  ass  of  me ;  thou  what  shall  I  call  diee  ?-' 

Bride.  Even  what  you  will. 

Lod.  Call  her  arrant  whore. 

Can.  Oh  fie,  by  no  means,  then  shell  call  me 
cuckold.  Sirrah,  go  look  to  the  shop :  how  does 
this  show  ? 

Lod.  Excellent  well,  I'll  go  look  to  the  shop, 
sir.    Fine  cambricks,  lawns,  what  do  you  lack  r 

[Exit  Lonovrco* 

Can.  A  curst  cow's  milk  I  have  drunk  once  be*^ 
fore, 


!'  Mut'owmonger^Set  Note  68  to  the  Fint  VaHoflU  Honest  Whore,  p.  S5«. 
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And  'twAs  so  rank  in  taste,  Fll  driuk  no  moreu 
Wife,  ril  tame  you. 

Bride.  You  may,  sir,  if  you  can  j 
But  at  a  wrestling  I  have  seen  a  fellow, 
limbed  like  an  ox,  thrown  by  a  little  man. 

Can.  And  so  youll  throw  me.    Reach  me, 
knaves,  a  yard. 

Lod,  A  yard  for  my  master. 

1  Pren.  My  master  is  grown  valiant. 

Can.  Ill  teach  you  fencing  tricks. 

Omnes.  Rare !  rare !  a  prize ! 

Lod,  What  will  you  do,  sir  f 

pan.  Marry,  my  good  prentice,  nothing  but 
breathe  my  wife. 

Bride.  Breathe  me  with  your  yard  ? 

Lo<L  No,  he'll  but  measure*you  out,  forsooth. 

Bride,  Since  you'll  needs  fence,  handle  your 
weapon  well, 
For  if  you  take  a  yard,  Fll  take  an  ell. 
Reach  me  an  ell. 

Lod.  An  ell  for  my  mistress. 
Keep  the  laws  of  the  noble  science,  sir,  and  q^ea- 
sure  weapons  with  her;. your  yard  is  a  plain 
heathenish  weapon ;  'tis  t(H>  short,  she  may  give 
you  a  handful,  and  yet  you'll  not  reach  her. 

Can.  Yet  I  have  the  longer  arm ;  come  fall  to*t 
roundly, 
And  spare  not  me,  wife,  for  FU  la/t  on  soundly. 
If  o'er  husbands  their  wives  will  needs  be  roasters, 
We  men  will  have  a  law  to  win't  at  wasters.  ^ 

Lod.  Tis  for  the  breeches,  is't  not  ? 

Can.  For  the  breeches. 

Bride*  Husband,  I  am  for  you,  Fll  not  strike  in 
jest. 

Can,  Nor  I. 

Bride,  But  will  you  sign  to  one  request  ? 

Can.  What's  that? 

Bride.  Let  me  give  the  first  blow. 

Can.  The  first  blow,  wife,  shall  I  ? 

Lod.  Let  ber  ha't 
|f  she  strike  hard,  in  to  her,  and  break  her  pate. 

Can.  A  bargain.    Strike. 

Bride.  Then  guard  you  frf>m  this  blow. 
For  I  play  all  at  legs,  but  'tis  thus  low. 

[She  kneeh. 
Behold,  I  am  such  a  cunning  fencer  grown, 
I  keep  my  ground,  yet  down  I  will  be  thrown 
With  the  l^t  blow  you  give  me ;  I  disdain 
The  wife  that  is  hef  huslMUid's  sovereign. 
She  that  opon  your  pillow  first  did  rest. 


They  say,  the  breeches  wore,  wbidi  I  detest  t 
The  tax  which  she  imposed  upon  you,  I  abate 

you. 
If  me  you  make  your  master,  I  shall  hate  you. 
The  world  shall  judge  who  oflfers  fairest  play; 
You  win  the  breeches,  but  I  win  the  day. 

Can,  Thou  wiu'st  the  day  indeed ;  give  me  thy 
hand, 
Fll  challenge  ihee  no  more :  my  patient  breast 
Played  thus  the  rebel,  only  for  a  jest : 
Here's  the  rank  rider  that  breaks  colts,  'tis  he 
Can  tame  the  mad  folks,  and  curst  wives. 

Bride.  Who,  your  man  ? 

Can,  My  man!  my  master,  though  his  head 
be  bare ;  ' 

But  he's  so  courteous,  he'll  put  off  his  hair. 

Lod,  Nay,  if  your  service  be  so  hot,  a  qian 
cannot  keep  his  hair  on,  I'll  serve  you  no  longer. 

Bride.  Is  this  yopr  schooln)aster  ? 

Lod,  Yes  faith,  wench,  I  taught  him  to  take 
thee  down  *  I  bope  thou  canst  take  him  down 
without  teaching ;  you  have  got  the  conquest,  anc) 
you  both  are  friends. 

Can,  Bear  witness  else:  * 

Lod.  My  prenticeship  then  ends. 

Can.  For  the  good  service  you  to  me  have  done, 
I  give  you  all  your  years. 

Lod.  1  thauk  you,  master. 
Fll  kiss  my  mistress  now,  that  she  may  say, 
My  man  was  bound  and  free  till  in  one  day. 

[Exeunt, 

Enter  Orlanpo,  and  Infelice. 

Iivf,  From  whom,  sayst  thoii  ? 

OrU  From  a  poor  gentlewoman,  madam,  whon| 
I  serve. 

Inf.  And  what's  your  business  ? 

OrL  This,  madam  i  my  poor  niistress  has  a 
waste  piece  of  ground,  which  is  her  own  by  in* 
heritanoe,  and  left  to  her  by  her  mother;  thiere's 
a  lord  now  that  goes  about,  not  to  take  it  clean 
fh>m  her,  but  to  inclose  it  to  himself,  and  to  join 
it  to  a  piece  of  his  lordship's. 

Jn/*,  What  would  she  have  me  do  in  this  ? 

OrL  No  more,  madam,  but  what  one  woman 
should  do  for  another  in  such  a  case.  My  hou* 
ourable  lord,  your  husband,  would  do  any  thing 
in  her  behalf,  but  she  had  rather  put  herself  in- 
to your  hands,  because  you,  a  woman,  may  do 
more  with  the  duke  your  father. 


'^  Wmter§  » Wasters  are  cudgels ;  as  in  Churchyard's  CkalUnge^  p.  64 :  "—and  sodaindy  a  stout,  taale 
cobber  will  lay  down  the  waiter,  and  yeelde  to  him  that  bath  more  practise  and  skill  in  the  weapon  than 
himselfe." 
PkiloiteTf  A.  4 :  **  Thoa  woald'st  be  loth  to  play  half  a  dozen  of  venies  at  wasters.'* 
Mioshew,  in  bte  Dictionary^  as  Mr  Theobald  observes,  has  given  a  n^ost  ridiculous  reason  for  the  etymo- 
logy of  this  word :  That  cn<4;els  were  called  Waaien^  because  in  playing  and  beating  booU  with  thenii, 
iluy  watte  and  fitter.  In  opposition  to  this  co^ectare,  Mr  Theobald  offers  the  following  :  **  We  find  ii^ 
oar  old  law-books,  that  the  statute  of  Westni.  (30  Edward!  tertii,  Gy*  14.)  was  made  against  night- 
walkers  and  suspected  penont,  called  Uoberdesmer  Waatmm  and  Akw  latches.  These  «Mttfoiify,  or 
plnoderers,  derived  tbeir  name  from  the  LaOn  term  vattatovn  i  and  thence  the  mischievous  weapons,  ^ 
|>li|d|eons,  with  wh|cb  they  went  armed,  were  called  waUers^  t  e.  destroyers." 
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Ifi/I  Whtre  lies  tbis  laqd  ? 

Orl,  Within  a  ^tone's  cast  of  this  place.  My 
mistress,  I  think,  would  be  content  to  let  him 
enjoy  it  aft^r  her  decease,  if  that  would  serve' li^s 
ttiro,  so  my  master  would  yield  too :  but  she  can- 
not abide  to  hear  that  tlie  lord  should  meddle 
^th  it  in  her  lifetime. 

Inf,  Is  she  tlien  married  ?  why  stirs  not  her 
husband  in  it? 

OrL  Her  husband  stirs  in  it  under  hand ;  but 
because  the  other  is  a  great  rich  man^  my  master 
is  loth  to  be  seen  lu  it  too  much. 

htf.  Let  her  iu  writing  draw  the  cause  at  large : 
And  1  will  move  the  duke. 

OrL  lis  !>ei  down,  madam,  here  in  black  and 
white  already :  work  it  so,  madam,  that  she  may 
fceep  her  own  without  disturbance,  grievance, 
molestation,  or  meddling  of  any  other ;  and  she 
bestows  this  purse  of  gold  on  your  ladyship. 

Inf,  Old  man,  I'll  plead  for  her,  but  take  no 
fees  : 
Give  lawyers  them,  I  swim  not  in  tliat  flood ; 
I'll  touch  no  gold,  till  I  have  done  her  good. 

OrL  I  would  all  proctors'  clerks  were  of  your 
mind,  I  should  Jaw  mure  amongst  them  than  I 
do  then ;  here,  madam,  is  the  survey,  not  only  of 
the  manor  itself,  but  of  the  grange-bouse,  with 
every  meadow,  pasture,  plough-land,  cony-bo- 
rough,  fish- pond,  hedge,  ditch,  and  bush,  that  stands 
in  it. 

Inf,  My  husband's  name,  and  hand  and  seal 
at  arms,  to  a  love-letter  ?  where  hadst  thou  thb 
writing  ? 

OrL  From  the  foresaid  party,  madam,,  that 
would  l^eep  the  foresaid  land  out  of  tlie  fore^d 
lord's  fingers. 

Inf.  My  lord  turned  ranger  now  ? 

QrL  You're  a  good  huntress,  lady ;  you  have 
found  your  game  already ;  your  lord  would  tain 
be  a  i^auger,  but  my  mistress  reques^  you  to  let 
him  run  a  coiirae  in  your  own  park,  if  you'll  not 
do't  fur  love,  then  do't  for  mopey ;  she  hus  no 
white  money,  but  there's  gold,  or  else  she  prays 
jou  to  '^  ring  him  bv  this  token,  and  so  you  siiall 
t»e  sure  his  nose  will  not  be  rooting  other  men's 
pictures. 

bif  This  very  purse  was  woven  witfi  mine  own 
hands; 
This  diamond,  on  that  very  night  when  he 
Untied  my  virgin  girdle,  gave  I  him : 
And  must  a  common  harlot  share  in  mine  ? 
Old  man,  to  quit  thy  pains,  take  thou  the  gold. 

OrL  Not  I,  ma^am,  old  servingmen  want  no 
mon^y. 

Inf.  Cupid  himself  was  sure  his  secretary  ; 
These  lines  are  even  the  arrows  love  let  flies, 
The  very  ink  dropt  out  of  Venus'  eyes* 


QrL  I  do  not  thialc,  madam,  but  he  fetcfat  off 
some  poet  or  other  for  those  lines,  for  chey  are 
parlous  hawkes  to  flie  at  wenches. 

Inf,  Here's  honied  poison !  to  me  he  ne'^r  thna 
writ, 
But  lust  can  set  a  double  edge  on  wit. 

OrL  Nay,  that's  true,  madam ;  a  wench  will 
whet  any  thing,  if  it  be  not  too  dull. 

Inf    Oaths,    promises,    preferments^  jewels^ 
gold. 
What  snares  should  break,  if  all  these  canoot 

hold? 
What  creature  is  thy  mistress  ? 

OrL  One  of  those  creatures  that  are  contrary 
to  man,  a  woman* 

Inf,  What  manner  of  woman  ? 

OrL  A  little  tiny  woman,  lower  than  your  lady- 
ship by  head  and  shoulders,  but  as  mad  a  weodi 
as  ever  unlaced  a  petticoat :  these  things  should 
I  indeed  have  delivered  to  my  lord  your  husband. 

Inf  They  are  delivered  better::  why  should  she 
send  back  these  things? 

OrL  Ware,  ware,  there's  knavery. 

Inf.  Strumpets,  like  cheating  gamesters,  will 
not  win 
At  first :  these  are  but  baits  to  draw  him  in. 
How  mi\>ht  I  learn  his  hunting  hours  ? 

OrL  The  Irish  foootman  cfm  tell  you  aU  his 
hunting  hotirs,  the  park  he  hunts  in,  the  doe  he 
would  strike ;  that  ^  Irish  shackatory  beats  the 
bush  for  him,  and  knows  all;  he  brought  that 
letter,  and  that  ring;  he  is  the  carrier. 

Iif,  Know'st  thou  what  other  gifts  have  past 
^tween  them  ? 

OrL  Little  S.  Patrick  knows  all. 

Inf  Him  I'll  examine  presently. 

OrL  Not  whilst  I  am  here,  sweet  madam. 

Inf  Bqgone  then,  and  what  lies  in  me  com- 
mand. {Exit  Ormnoo. 

Enter  Bryak. 

Inf  Come  hither,  sirrah ;  how  much  cost  those 
satins,  and  cloth  of  silver,  which  my  husband  sent 
by  you  to  a  low  gentlewoman  yonder  ? 

Bryan.  ""Faat  sattins?  faat  silvers,  faat  low 
gentlefolkes?  dow  pratest  dow  knowest  not  what, 
yfaat  la. 

Inf.  She  there,  to  whom  you  carried  letters. 

Bryan^  By  dis  hand  and  bod  dow  saist  true,  if 
I  did  so,  oh  how  ?  X  know  not  a  letter  a  dei  book, 
yfaat  la. 

Inf.  Did  your  lord  never  send  you  with  a  ring, 
sir,  set  with  a  diamond? 

Bry€kn,  Never  sa  crees  sa  me,  never;  be  may 
run  at  a  towsand  rings  yfaat,  and  1  never  hold 
his  stirrup,  till  he  leap  into  de  saddle.  By  S. 
Patrick,  madam,  I  never  touch  my  lord's  diamond, 


'^  Ring  AiOT^To  prevent  swim  from  doiaf  nlBchief,  it  is  usual  to  put  rings  tkr«iigh  their  ndistfUk 


IrUh  shackatory — Irish  hoi 
old  man,  is  an  ezcelient  footman 
and  you  gone  too," 


hum  The  Wantkring  «/ew,  ^ignu  I*' :  '^-^for  time,  tkough  he  be  an 
no  fAodUitor^  cones  ncere  him)  iif  bee  unoe  gat  the  start,  het*s  |;Qnf» 
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nor  ever  had  to  do,  yfaat  1%  with  wy  of  hit  pre- 

QOOSSlOQeS. 

Enter  Hipolito. 

Imf.  Are  you  so  close,  you  bawd,  you  pand- 
ring  slave  ? 

Hip.  How  now?  why  Infelice?  wilt's  your 
quarrel? 

I^f.  Out  of  my  sight !  base^  varlet !  get  tbee 
gone, 

Hip  Away,  yoq  rogue. 

Bryan.  Slawne  loot,  fare  de  well,  fare  de  well. 
Ah  marraeh/rqfiU  boddah  breen,  [Exit, 

Hip.  What,  grown  a  fighter  ?  pr'ythee  what's 
the  matter? 

Inf.  [f  you'll  needs  know,  it  was  about  the 
clock :  how  works  the  day,  my  lord,  pray,  by 
your  watch  ? 

Hip.  Lest  you  cuff  me,  111  tell  you  present^ : 
I  am  near  two. 
Inf,  How,  two  ?  I  am  scarce  at  one. 
Hip.  One  of  us  then  goes  false. 
Jn/i  Then  sure  'tis  you  ; 
Mine  goes  by  heaven's  dial,  the  sun,  and  it  goes 
true. 
Hip.  I  think,  indeed,  mine  runs  somewhat  too 

fast. 
Inf.  Set  it  to  mine,  at  one^  then. 
Hip.  One?  'tis  past: 
'Us  past  one  by  the  sun. 

Inf.  Faith,  then,  belike, 
Neither  your  clock  nor  mine  does  truly  strike; 
And,  since  it  is  uncertain  which  goes  true, 
Better  be  false  at  one,  than  fklse  at  two. 
Hip,  You're  very  pleasant,  madam. 
Inf.  Yet  not  merry. 

Hip,  Why,  lufelice,  what  should  make  you  sad? 
Inf.  Nothing,  my  lord,  but  my  false  watch: 
Pray  teU  me. 
You  see,  my  clock  or  yours  is  out  of  frame. 
Must  we  upon  the  workmen  lay  the  blame, 
Or  on  ourselves  that  keep  them  ? 

Hip.  Faith,  on  both. 
He  may,  by  knavery,  spoil  them ;  we,  by  slotlu — 
But  why  talk  you  all  riddle  thus  ?  I  read 
Strange  comments  in  those  jnargins  of  your  looks : 
Your  cheeks  of  late  are  (like  bad  printed  books) 
So  dimly  charactered,  I  scarce  can  spell 
One  line  of  love  in  them.    Sure  all's  not  well. 

Itif.  All  is  not  well,  mdeed,  my  dearest  lord : 
Lock  up  thy  gates  of  hearing,  Uiai  no  sound 
Of  what  I  speak  may  enter. 
.  Hip,  What  means  this  ? 


Inf.  Or  if  my  own  toagne  omit  nyielf  betmy. 
Count  it  a  dream,  or  turn  thine  ey«»  away, 
And  think  me  not  thy  wife.  [She  km^B. 

ffip.  Why  do  you  kneel  ? 
Inf,  Earth  is  sin's  cushion ;  when  the  sick  soul 
feels  herself  growing  poor,  then  she  turns  beggar» 
cries  and  kneels  for  help.  Hipolito  (for  husband 
I  dare  not  call  thee)  I  have  stolen  that  jewel  of 
my  chaste  honour,  (wliich  was  only  thine,)  and 
given  it  to  a  sUve. 
Hip.  Ha ! 

Jijf.  On  thy  pillow  adultery  and  lost  have  slept, 
the  groom 
Hath  climbed  the  unlawful  tree,  and  plockt  the 

sweets ;         * 
A  villain  hath  usurped  a  husbaad's  sheets. 
Hip.  'Sdeath,  who  ?— «  cuckold  !--who  ? 
In/!  This  Irish  footman. 
Hip,  Worse  than  damnation !  %  wild  kerne,  ft 
frog,  a  dog,  whom  Til  scarce  spurn !  Longed  you 
for  shamrock  ?  *"   Were  it  my  father's  father, 
heart !  Ill  kill  him,  although  I  take  him  on  his 
death-bed,  gasping  *twnt  heaven  and  hell!  a 
shag-haired  cur!"  Bold  strumpet,  why  hangest 
thou  on  me  ?  think'st  Til  be  a  bawd  to  a  whore, 
because  die's  noble? 

Inf,  I  beg  but  this. 
Set  not  my  shame  out  to  the  worM's  broad  eye ; 
Yet  let  thy  vengeance  (like  my  fault)  soar  high, 
So  it  be  in  darkened  clouds. 

Hip,  Darkened  !  my  horns 
Cannot  be  darkened,  nor  shall  my  revenge. 
A  harlot  to  my  slave  ?  the  act  is  base. 
Common,  but  foul ;  so  shall  thy  disgrace : 
Could  not  I  feed  your  appetite?  Oh,  women! 
You  were  created  angels,  pure  and  fair;  \ 

But,  since  the  first  fell,  tempting  devils  you  are : 
You  should  be  men's  bliss,  but  you  prove  their  i 

Were  there  no  woroeij,  men  might  live  like  gods.  J 
You  have  been  too  much  down  already,  rise ; 
Get  from  my  sight,  and  henceforth  shun  my  bed; 
ril  with  no  strumpet's  breatlvbe  poisoned. 
As  fpr  your  Irish  Lubrican,  that  spirit 
Whom  by  preposterous  charms  thy  lust  hath  raised 
In  a  wrong  circle,  him  1*11  damn  more  black     — 
Thau  any  tyrant's  souL 

Inf.  Hipolito! 

Hip.  Tell  me,  didst  thou  bait  hawks  to  draw 
him  to  thee,  or  did  he  bewitch  thee  ? 

Inf,  The  slave  did  woo  me. 

Hip»  Two  wooes  in  that  screech-owl's  language ! 
Oh,  who  would  trust  your  cork-heeled  sexf  I 


V 


^'  Shamrock.—The  quarto  reads  shamockf  a  weed  which  the  Irish  wear  in  their  hats  on  some  particular 
festival.    A  coUectiou  of  Hibernian  Poetry,  pobllsbed  not  many  years  ago,  is  entitled,  Tke  Shamrock.  S. 

In  the  Dedication  to  Dericke*8  Image  of  IreUmde^  1581 :  **  My  harte  abhorreth  their  dealynges,  and  my 
soale  dooth  detest  their  wilde  ihamro3ts  manners."  • 

^^  A  thag'haired  cur, — Shakespeare  bestows  the  same  epithet  on  a  Kcroc  of  Ireland,  in  the  Second 
Part  of  King  Henry  FI,  ediu  1778,  p.  3«. 
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think  to  sate  your  last !  you  would  love  a  horse, 
a  bear,  a  croaking  toad,  so  your  hot  itching  veins 
might  have  their  bound.  Then  the  wild  Irish  dart 
ivas  thrown:  come,  how?  the  manner  of  this 
fight? 

Ifvf,  Twas  thus ;  he  gave  me  this  battery  first. 
Oh,  I 
Mistake,  believe  roe,  all  this  in  beaten  gold : 
Yet  I  held  out,  but  at  length  this  was  charmed. 

Hip,  What  ?  change  your  diamond,  wench ! 
the  act  is  base, 
Common,  but  foul ;  so  shall  not  your  disgrace. 
Could  not  I  feed  your  appetite  ? 

Inf,  Oh,  men ! 
You  were  created  angels,  piAe  and  fair ; 
Bat,  since  the  first  fell,  worse  than  devils  you  are. 
You  should  our  shields  be,  but  you  prove  our  rods, 
Were  there  no  men,  women  might  live  like  gods. 
Guilty,  my  lord  ? 


Hip.  Yes,  guilty,  my  good  lady. 
Inf,  Nay,  you  may  laugh,  but  henceforth  shun 
my  bed. 
With  no  whore's  leavings  111  be  poisoned. 

{Exit. 
Hip.  O'er-r^adied  so  finely !  Tis  the  very  dia- 
mond 
And  letter  which  I  sent ;  thb  villainjr 
Some  spider  closely  weaves,  whose  poisoned  bulk*' 
I  must  let  forth.— Who*s  there's  without? 
Serv.  [wUMn,]  My  lord  calls. 
Hip,  Send  me  the  footoran. 
Serv.  Call  the  footman  to  my  lord.    Bryan ! 
Bryan! 

Enter  Bryan. 

Hip,  It  can  be  no  man  eUe;  that  Irish  Judas^ 
^  Bred  in  a  country  where  no  venom  prospers^ 


*3  Bttfib— L  e,  hod]f.    So,  in  David  and  Bethube^  by  G.  Peele : 
«(  Bury  his  hulk  beneath  a  heap  of  stones.^ 
Ben  Jonson^B  Sejanuty  A.  5 : 

**  Their  buUu  and  spuls  are  bound  on  fortune's  wheet*' 
Volpone^  A.  2.  S.  3 : 

**  Beside,  this  feat  body  of  mine  doth  not  crave 

Half  the  meat,  drink,  and  cloth,  one  of  your  huUu  will  have.*' 

^  Bred  in  a  country  where  no  venom  prospen.-^ThsLt  Ireland  is  free  firom  all  venomous  or  poisoiKWf^ 
Vreatores,  is  a  fact  whirh  is  asserted  by  almost  every  one  who  hath  written  concembig  that  country* 
J)ericke,  in  The  Image  offreUmde,  1581,  Sign.  C  2,  says : 

f  ^  Within  the  compasse  of  this  land, 

no  poysonyng  beast  doeth  live  i 
To  adder,  snake,  nor  crocadile, 

DO  respitte  doeth  it  give : 
Whereby  the  same  repast  maie  take 

to  feede  his  appetite : 
But  with  a  deadly  percyng  blowe, 

eche  vermioe  it  doeth  smite. 
*  As  sone  as  they  ^oe  toache  the  groundc, 

even  by  and  by  they  dye; 
And  hope,  of  longer  life  to  live, 

from  every  one  doeth  flye. 
For  where  tyme  past  it  did  possesse 

eche  hurtfull  wicked  beast; 
•  The  hissing  serpent  with  her  mate, 

and  worme  of  poyson  least ; 
Yet  now  no  such  It  will  retaine» 

it  voucbeth  not  to  see  } 


The  frogge,  the  tode,  nor  viper  vUe, 
within  her  bounds  to  bee.^' 


The  same  anther  says,  that  the  country  was  exempted  from  these  poisonous  creatures  |>y  the 
it  Patrick.    He  likewise  adds, 

**  No  beast  that  noyeth  mortall  man 

is  procreated  theare  i 
It  br^Dges  forthe  no  lion  feare, 

nor  yet  the  ravnyng  beare. 
Ko  beast  (I  sale)  which  do  possesse 

one  jote  of  crewell  kinde  ; 
Excepte  the  wolfe,  that  nosome  is, 

in  Irishe  soile  I  finde." 
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But  in  the  nation's  bloody  hath  thus  betrayed  me. 
Slave,  get  you  from  your  service. 

Bryan,  Faat  meanest  thou  by  this  now  ? 
Hip.  Question  me  not,  nor  tetnpt  my  fury,  vil- 
lain: 
Could'st  thou  turn  all  the  mountains  in  the  land 
To  hills  of  gold,  and  to  give  me,  here  thou  stay- 
est  not 
Bryan,  I  faat,  I  care  not. 
Hip,  Prate  not,  but  get  thee  gone,  I  shall  send 

else. 
Bryan.  I,  do  predy,  I  bad  rather  have  thee 
make  a  scabbard  of  ray  guts,  and  let  out  all  do 
Irish  puddings  in  my  poor  belly,  den  to  be  a  false 
knave  to  dee  I  faat,  I  will  never  see  dyne  own 
sweet  face  more.  A  mawhid  deer  agra,  fare  dee 
well,  fare  dee  well !  t  will  go  steal  cows  again  in 
Ireland.     •  [Exit. 

Hip.  He's  damned  that  raised  this  whirlwind, 
which  haih  blown 
Into  her  eyes  this  jealousy !  Yet  TU  on, 
m  On,  stood  armed  devils  staring  in  my  face ; 
To  be  pursued  in  flight,  quickens  the  race  : 
Shall  my  blood-Streams  by  a  wife*s  lust  be  bar'd ! 
Fond  woman,  no !  iron  grows  by  strokes  more 

hard. 
Lawless  desires  are  seas  scorning  all  bounds ; 
Or  sulphur,  which,  being  rammed  up,  more  Con- 
founds : 
Struggling  with  madmen,  madness  nothing  tames ; 
^inds  wrestling  with  great  fires  incense  the  flames. 

[Ejit. 

Enter  Bellafront  and  Orlando. 

Bel.  How  now,  what  ails  your  master  ? 

OrL  He's  taken  a  younger  brother's  purge,  for- 
sooth, and  that  works  with  him. 

BeL  Where  is  his  cloak  and  rapier  f 

OrL  He  has  given  up  his  cloak,  and  his  rapier 
is  bound  to  the  peace;  if  you  look  a  little  higher, 


you  may  see  that  another  hath  entered  into  hat* 
band  for  him  too.  Six  and  four  have  put  him  in- 
to this  sweat. 

BeL  Where's  all  his  monev  ? 

OrL  ^is  put  over  by  exchange.  His  doublet 
was  going  to  be  translated/  but  for  me :  if  aov 
man  would  have  lent  but  half  a  ducat  on  his  beard, 
the  hair  of  it  had  stuft  a  pair  of  breeches  by  this 
time.  I  had  but  one  poor  pennv,  and  that  I  was 
glad  to  nigde  out,  and  buy  a  holly  wand  to  grace 
him  through  the  street.  As  hap  was,  his  boots 
were  on ;  and  them  I  dustied,  to  msike  people 
think  he  had  been  riding,  and  I  had  run  by  him* 

BeL  Oh  roe,  how  does  my  sweet  Maiheo  ? 

Enter  Matuco. 

Math.  Oh,  rogue,  of  what  devilish  stuff  are 
these  dice  made  of?  of  the  parings  of  the  devil's 
corns  of  his  toes,  that  they  run  thus  damnably } 

BeL  I  pr'ythee  vex  not. 

Math.  If  any  handicraftVman  was  ever  suffer- 
ed to  keep  shop  in  hell,  it  will  be  a  dice-maker ; 
he's  able  to  undo  more  souls  than  the  devil.  I 
played  with  mine  own  dice,  yet  lost — Have  you 
any  money  ? 

BeL  'Las,  I  have  none. 

Math,  Must  have  money,  must  have  seme; 
must  have  a  cloak,  and  rapier,  and  things.  Will 
you  go  set  your  lime-twigs,  and  get  me  some  birds, 
some  money  ? 

BeL  What  lime-twigs  should  1  set  ? 

Math,  You  will  not,  then?  Must  have  cash 
and  pictures :  Do  you  hear,  frailty,  shall  I  walk 
in  a  Plymouth  cloak,*'  that's  to  say,  like  a  rogue, 
in  my  nose  and  doublet,  and  a  crabtree  cudgel  in 
my  hand,  and  you  swim  in  your  satins?  Must 
have  money,  come. 

OrL  Is'c  bed-time,  master,  that  you  undo  my 
mistress? 


Bamaby  Rjch,  In  his  Description  of  Ireland,  p.  44.  says,  ^'  I  will  not  contend  whether  it  were  Saint 
Patricke  who,  by  his  praters,  hath  thus  purged  Ireland  from  toads,  from  snakes,  from  adders,  and  from 
other  like  venomous  wormes ;  but  there  are  other,  as  well  beasts  as  birds,  as  the  roebuck,  the  moule,  the 
pianet,  the  nytingale,  that  are  meer  straneers  in  Ireland,  as  the  other ;  and  I  cannot  thinke  but  that  it  was 
one  nan's  worke  to  expell  all  these  together,  and  all  at  one  time.  But  if  it  were  Saint  Patrick,  or  who- 
soever otherwise,  that  was  so  severe  against  the  nytingale,  the  sweete  querrister  of  the  wood,  whose  de- 
lectable harmony  Is  pleasing  to  every  eare,  I  would  be  had  been  as  strict  In  justice  against  that  fuul- 
Doutlied  bird  the  cuckow,  whose  notes  were  never  yet  pleasing  to  any  man's  eare,  that  was  jealous  oih'w 
wife." 

*'  Plymouth  cloak— ^'^  That  is,"  says  Ray,  in  his  Proverbs,  174e,  p.  938.  *<  a  cone,  a  staff;  whereof  this 
is  the  occasion.  Many  a  man  of  good  extraction,  coming  home  from  far  voyages,  may  chance  to  land 
here,  and,  being  out  of  sorts,  is  unable  for  the  present  time  and  place  to  recruit  himself  with  clothes. 
Here  (If  not  frioidly  provided)  they  make  the  next  wood  their  draper's  shop,  where  a  staff  cat  out  serves 
them  for  a  covering.  For  we  use,  when  we  walk  in  cuerpo,  to  carry  a  staff  in  our  hands,  but  none  when 
in  a  cloak.'* 

ji  Pipnouth  cloak  is  mentioned  in  The  Wandering  Jew,  Sign.  D :  **  But  let  fortone  snatch  her  wheel 
from  yon,  a  poor  alc*hoase  Is  your  inn,  an  old  freeze  jerkin,  In  snmmer,  your  Sonday  suit,  and  a  Plimnath 
cloake  your  caster." 
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BeL  Undo  ne?  Yes,  yes,  at  these  rifltogs 
I  biive  been  too  often. 

Math,  Help  to  flea,  Pacheco. 

OrL  Fleaing  call  you  it  ? 

Math.  Til  pawn  yon,  by  the  Lord,  to  your  very 
eye-brows. 

Bel.  With  all  my  heart ;  since  heayen  will  have 
me  poor, 
As  good  be  drowned  at  sea,  as  drowned  at  shore. 

Orl  Why  hear  you,  sir  ?  i'faith,  do  not  make 
ftway  her  gown 

Maih,  Oh,  it's  summer,  it's  summer ;  tour  on- 
ly fashion  for  a  woman  now,  is  to  be  light,  to  be 
light. 

OrL  Why,  pray,  sir,  employ  some  of  that  mo- 
ney you  have  of  mine. 

Math,  Thine?  I'll  starve  first.  111  beg  first: 
when  I  touch  a  penny  of  that,  let  these  fingers 
ends  rot. 

OrL  So  they  may,  for  that's  past  touching.  I 
saw  my  twenty  pounds  fly  high. 

Math,  Knowest  thou  never  a  damned  broker 
about  the  city  ? 

OrL  Damned  broker  ?  yes,  ^ve  hundred. 

Math.  The  gown  stood  me  in  above  twenty 
ducats,  borrow  ten  of  it;  cannot  live  without  sil- 
Ter. 

OrL  III  make  what  I  can  of  it,  ur ;  T\\  be  your 
broker, 
But  not  your  damned  broker. — Ob,  thou  scurvy 

knave ! 
What  makes  a  wife  turn  whore,  but  such  a  slave  ? 

[Esit. 

Math.  How  now,  little  chick,  what  ailest? 
weeping,  for  a  handful  of  tailors*  shreds  ?  Pox  on 
them,  are  there  not  silks  enow  at  mercers  ? 

BeL  I  care  not  for  gay  feathers,  I. 

Math,  What  doest  care  for  then?  why  doest 
grieve  ? 

BeL  Why  do  I  grieve?  a  thousand  sorrows 
strik'e 
At  one  poor  heart,  and  yet  it  lives.    Matheo, 
Thou  art  a  gamester,  prithee  throw  at  all. 
Set  all  upon  one  cast  I  we  kneel  and  pray. 
And  struggle  for  life,  yet  must  be  cast  away. 
Meet  miserx  quickly  then,  split  all,  sell  all, 
And  when  tliou  b^t«old  all, spend  it;  bu^I  be- 
seech tb^ 
Build  not  thy  mind  on  me  to  coin  thee  more ; 
To  get  it,  wottld'st  thou  have  me  play  the  whore  ? 

Math,  Twas  your  professtoa  before  I  married 
yon. 

BeL  Umh  ?  it  was  indeed :  if  all  men  should 
be  branded 
For  sins  long  since  laid  up,  who  could  be  saved  ? 
The  quarter-day's  at  hand,  how  will  you  do 
To  pay  the  rent,  Matheo  ? 

Math.  Why,  do  as  all  of  our  occupation  do 
against  quarter-d^;  break  up  house,  remove, 
^ift  your  lodgings :  Pox  a  your  quarters  ! 

Enter  Lodovico. 

Lod,  Where's  this  gallant  ?  | 


Math,  Si^or  Lodovico !  How  does  mr  little 
mirror  of  knighthood  ?  thb  is  kindly  done,  iYaith  s 
welcome,  by  my  troth. 

Lod.  And  how  dost,  frolic  ?  save  you,  fair  lady. 
Thou  lookest  smug  and  bravely,  noble  Matheo. 

Math.  Drink  and  feed,  laugh  and  lie  warm. 

Lod.  Is  this  thy  wife  f 

Math,  A  poor  gentlewoman,  sir,  whom  I  make 
use  of  a-nights. 

Lod.  Pay  custom  to  your  lips,  sweet  lady. 

Math.  Borrow  some  shells  of  him ;  some  winc^ 
sweetheart. 

Lod.  ill  send  foi't  then,  i'faith. 

Math.  You  send  for't?  Some  wine,  I  pr^ythee. 

BeL  I  have  no  money. 

Math,  'Sblood,  nor  I:  What  wine  love  yoa, 
signior  ?  , 

Lod,  Here,  or  I'll  not  stay,  I  protest ;  trouble 
the  gentlewoman  too  much  fiExit  Bellafromt.J 
And  what  news  flies  abroad,  Matheo  f 

Math,  Troth  none.  Oh,  signior,  we  have  beea 
merry  in  our  days. 

Lod.  And  no  doubt  shall  again. 
Hie  divine  powers  never  shoot  darts  at  men 
Mortal,  to  kill  them. 

Math,  You  say  true. 

Lod.  Why  should  we  grieve  at  want? 
Say  the  world  made  thee  her  minion,  that 
Thy  head  lay  in  her  lap,  and  that  she  danced  thee 
On  her  wanton  knee,  she  could  but  give  thee  a 

whole 
World;  that's  all,  and  that  all's  nothing:  the 

world's 
Greatest  part  cannot  fill  up  one  comer  of  thj 

hearL 
Say,  the  three  corners  were  all  filled,  alas ! 
Of  what  art  thou  possessed  ?  a  thin  blown  glass : 
Sudi  as  by  boys  is  pufled  into  the  air. 
Were  twenty  kingdoms  thine,  thou'dst  live  in  care; 
Thou  could'st  nut  sleep  the  better  nor  live  longer, 
Nor  merrier  be,  nor  healthfuller,  nor  stronger, 
[f  then  thou  want'st^  thus  make  that  want  thy 

pleasure, 
No  man  wants  all  things,  nor  has  all  in  measure. 

Math.  1  am  the  most  wretched  fellow :  sure 
some  lefl-handed  priest  christened  me,  I  am  so 
unlucky ;  I  am  never  out  of  one  puddle  or  ano- 
tlier,  still  falling. 

Enter  Be^lafront  and  Orlando. 

Math.  Fill  out  wine  to  my  little  finger. 
With  my  heart,  iYaith. 

Lod.  Thanks,  good  Matheo. 
To  your  own  sweet  self. 

OrL  All  the  brokers'  hearts,  sir,  are  made  of 
flint.  I  can,  with  all  my  knocking,  strike  but  six 
sparks  of  fire  out  of  them ;  here's  six  ducats,  if 
you'll  take  them. 

Math.  Give  ma  them ;  an  evil  coDscieoce  gnaw 
them  all!  moths  and  plagues  bang  upon  tbetr 
lousie  wardrobes ! 

Lod.  Is  thb  your  man,  Matheo  ?  an  old  ser- 
ving-man. 
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Orl  You  may  give  me  f other  hdf  too,  sir; 
Tlliat's  the  beggar. 

Lod.  Whatnast  there,  gold  ? 

Math,  A  sort  of  rascals  are  in  my  debt,  God 
knows  what !  and  they  feed  me  mm  bits,  with 
crums ;  a  pox  choke  them  ! 

Lod.  A  word,  Matheo :  be  not  lingry  wHh  me; 
Believe  it  that  I  know  the  touch  of  tin, 
And  can  part  copper,  diough  it  be  pilded  o'er. 
From  the  true  gold :  the  sails  which  thou  dost 

spresid. 
Would  shew  weli,  if  they  were  not  k>rrowed. 
The  sound  of  thy  low  fortunes  drew  me  hither, 
I  give  myself  unto  thee,  pr^ythee  use  me ; 
I  will  bestow  on  you  a  suit  of  sattin. 
And  aU  things  else  to  fit  a  gentleman, 
Because  I  love  you. 

Math.  Thanks,  good  noble  knight. 

Lod,  Call  on  me  when  you  please ; 
Till  then,  fiirewelL  [Exit. 

Muth.  Hast  angled  f  hast  cut  up  this  fresh  sal- 
mon? 

Bet  Would'st  have  me  be  so  base? 

Math.  Its  base  to  steal,  its  base  to  be  a  whore ; 
Thou'lt  be  more  base,  I'll  make  thee  keep  a  door. 

[Exit. 

Orl.  I  hope  he  will  not  sneak  away  with  all  the 
inoney,  will  he  ? 

BeL  Thou  seest  he  does. 

OrL  Na^,  then,  its  weiL  I  set  my  brains  up- 
on an  upright  last;  though  my  wits  be  old,  yet 
they  are  like  a  withered  pippin,  wholesome.  Look 
you,  mistress,  I  told  him  I  had  but  six  ducats  of 
the  (knave)  broker;  but  I  had  eight,  and  kept 
these  two  for  yOu. 

BeL  Thou  should'st  have  given  him  all. 

OrL  What,  to  fly  high  ? 

BeL  Dke  waves,  my  miserv  drives  on  misery. 

[Exit. 

OrL  Sell  his  wife's  clothes  from  her  back  f  Does 
fOxy  poulterer's  wife  pull  chickens  alive  t  He  riots 
till  abroad,  wants  all  at  home ;  he  dices,  whores, 
swaggers,  swears,  cheats,  Inirrows,  pawns:  I'll 
^ive  him  book  and  line  a  little  more  for  all  this. 
Yet  sure  i'the  end  he'll  delude  all  my  hopes, 
And  show  me  a  French  trick  danced  on  the  ropes. 

[Exit. 

Enter  at  one  Door  Lodovko  and  Carolo  ;  at 
another  Buts  and  Mittregs  HoRSELEAcn  ; 
CANoroo  and  his  Wife  appear  in  the  Shop. 

Lod.  Hist,  hist,  lieutenant  Bots,  how  dost,  man  ? 

Car.  Whither  are  you  ambling.  Madam  Ilorse- 
kach? 

Horse.  About  worldly  profit,  sir :  how  do  your 
worships  ? 

Bots.  We  want  tools,  gentlemen,  to  Yurnish 
the  trade ;  they  wear  out  day  and  night,  they 
wear  out  till  no  mettle  be  left  m  their  back  ;  we 
4icar  of  two  or  three  new  wenches  are  come  up 
with  a  carrier,  and  your  old  goshawk  here  is  fly- 
ing at  them. 

Lod.  And  faith,  what  flesh  have  you  at  home? 

VOU  I. 


Horn.  Ordinary  dishes,  by  my  troth,  sweet  men ; 
"there's  few  good  i'the  city ;  I  am  as  well  furnishi 
as  any,  and  though  I  say  it,  as  weli  customed. 

Bots.  We  have  meats  of  all  sorts  of  dressing ; 
we  have  stewed  meat  fur  your  Frenchmen,  pretty 
light  picking  meat  for  your  Italian,  and  thac 
which  is  rotten  roasted  for  Don  Spaniardo. 

Lod.  A  pox  on't. 

Bots.  We  have  poulterers'  ware  for  your  sweet 
bloods,  as  dove,  chicken,  duck,  teal,  woodcock, 
and  so  fbrth :  and  botcher's  meat  for  the  citizen: 
yet  muttons  fail  very  bad  this  year. 

Lod.  Stay,  is  not  that  my  patient  linen-draper 
yonder,  and  my  fine  young  smug  mistress,  his  wife  ? 

Car.  Sirrah  Grannam,  I'll  give  thee  for  thy  fee 
twenty  crowns,  if  thou  canst  but  procure  me  the 
wearing  of  yon  velvet  cap. 

Horse.  You'd  wear  another  thing  besides  the 
cap.     You're  a  wag. 

Bots.  Twenty  crowns?  we'll  share,  tod  111  be 
your  pully  to  draw  her  on. 

Lod.  Do't  presently,  we'll  have  some  sport. 

Horse.  Wheel  you  about,  sweet  men :  do  you 
see,  I'll  cheapen  wares  of  the  man,  whilst  Bots  is 
doing  with  his  wife. 

l2d,  To't ;  if  we  come  into  the  shop  to  do  yott 
grace,  we'll  odl  you  madam. 

Bots.  Pox  a  your  old  face,  give  it  the  badge  of 
all  scurvy  faces,  a  masque. 

Can.  What  is't  you  lack,  gentlewoman  ?  cam- 
brick  or  lawns,  or  fine  hollands  ?  pray  draw  near, 
I  can  sell  you  a  penny-worth. 

Bots.  Some  cambnck  fpr  my  old  lady. 

Can,  Cambrick?  you  shall,  the  purest  thread 
in  Millan.  • 

Lod.  and  Car.  Save  you,  Siguier  Candido. 

Lod.  How  dues  my  noble  master?   how  my 
fair  mistress  ? 

Can.  My  worshipful  good  servant,  view  it  well, 
for  'tis  both  fine  and  even. 

Car,  Cry  you  mercy,  madam,  though  mask'd,  I 
thought  it  should  be  you  by  your  man.  Pray, 
Sigmor,  shew  her  the  best,  for  she  commonly  deals 
for  good  ware. 

Can.  Then  this  shall  fit  her,  this  is  for  your 
ladyship. 

Bots.  A  word,  I  pray,  there  is  a  waiting  gen- 
tlewoman of  my  lad/s,  her  name  is  Iluvna,  says 
she's  your  kinswoman,  and  that  you  should  be 
one  of  her  aunts. 

Wife.  0!!eufheraunts?^roth,sir,Iknow  her  not. 

Bots.  If  it  please  you  to  liestow  the  poor  la- 
bour of  your  legs  ai  auy  time,  I  >vill  be  your  con- 
voy thither  ? 

Wife.  I  am  a  snail,  sir,  seldom  leave  my  house, 
if  t  please  her  to  vihit  me,  she  shall  be  welcome. 

Bots.  Do  you  hear?  the  naked  troth  is:  my 
lady  hath  a  young  knight,  her  son,  who  loves  you  ; 
you're  made,  if  yon  lay  hold  upon't :  this  jewel  ho 
sends  you. 

Wife.  Sir,  I  return  his  love  and  jewel  with 
scorn ;  let  go  my  hand,  or  I  sliall  c^l  my  husband. 
You  are  an  arraut  knave.  l-^i^* 

4p  ' 
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Lod.  What,  will  she  do? 

Bots.  Do  ?  they  shall  all  do  if  Bots  sets  upon 
them  once;  she  was  as  if  she  had  profcst  the  trade, 
squeamish  at  first,  at  last  I  shewed  her  this  jewel, 
said,  a  knight  sent  it  her. 

Lod.  Is't  gold,  and  right  stones? 

Bols.  Copper,  copper,  I  go  a  iishing  with  these 
baits.  She  nihhled,  hut  would  not  swallow  (the 
hook,  because  the  cunger-head  her  husband  was 
by :  but  she  bids  the  gentleman  name  any  after- 
noon, and  she'll  meet  him  at  her  garden-house, 
which  I  know. 

Lod.  Is  this  no  lie  now  ? 

Bots.  Damn  me  if — 

Lod.  Oh  pr'ythee  stay  there. 

Bots.  The  twenty  crowns,  sir. 

Lod.  Before  he  has  his  work  done?  but  on 
my  knightly  word,  he  shall  pay't  thee. 

Enter   Astolfo,    Beraldo,  Fontinell,    and 
Bryan. 

Ast.  I  thought  thou  had'st  been  gone  into  thine 
own  country. 

Bryan.  No  faat  la,  I  cannot  go  dis  four  or 
tree  dayes. 

Ber.  Look  thee,  yonder's  the  shop,  and  that^s 
the  man  himself. 

Fonti.  Thou  shalt  but  cheapen,  and  do  as  i^e 
told  thee,  to  put  a  jest  upon  him,  to  abuse  his 
patience. 

Bryan.  I  faat,  I  doubtmy  pate  shall  be  knocked : 
but  sa  crees  sa  me,  for  your  shakes,  I  will  runne 
to  any  linen-draper  in  bell  come  prcddy. 

Ornnes.  Save  juu,  gallants. 

Lod  and  Car.  Oh,  well  met ! 

Can^  ¥4^u.*ll  givo  no  more  yon  say?  I  cannot 
take  It. 

Horse.  Truly  I'll  frive  no  more. 

Cflw.  It  nitist  nut  fetch  it.  What  wo'd  you 
have,  sweet  f^entlcmen? 

AsL  Na.y,  here's  the  customer. 

[Exeunt  Bois  and  Horseleaco. 

Lod.  The  garden-house  you  say?  we*il  bolt 
out  your  roguery. 

Can.  I  will  but  lay  these  parcels  by — My  men 
are  all  at  Customhouse  uuloadmg  wares;  if  cam- 


brick  yoa  wo'd  deal  in,  there's  the  best,  all  Mil* 
Ian  cannot  sample  it. 

Lod.  Do  you  hear?  one,  two,  three:  SYoot, 
there  came  in  four  gallants;  sure  your  wife  is 
slipt  up^  and  the  fourth  man  I  bold  my  life  is 
grafting  your  wardentree.  *^ 

Can.  Ha,  ha,  ha:  you  gentlemen  are  full  of  jest. 
If  she  be  up,  she's  gone  some  wares  to  show, 
I  have  above  as  good  wares  as  below, 

Lod.  Have  you  so?  nay  then- 
Can.  Now,  gentlemeu,  is't  cambricks? 

Bryan.  I^iredee  now  let  me  have  de  best  wares. 

Can.  W  hilt's  that  he  says,  pray,  gentlemen  ? 

Lod.  Marry,  he  says  we  are  ake  to  have  the . 
best  wares. 

Can.  The  best  wares !  all  are  bad,  yet  wares 
do  good. 
And,  like  to  surgeons,  let  sick  kingdoms  blood. 

Bryan.  Faat  a  devil  pratest  tow  so,  a  pox  on 
dee,  I  preddee  let  me  see  some  hoUen,  to  make 
linen  shirts,  for  fear  my  body  be  lousy. 

Can.  Indeed  I  understand  no  word  he  speaks. 

Car.  Marry,  he  says,  that  at  tbe  uege  in  Hol- 
land there  was  much  bawdry  used  among  the  sol- 
diers, though  they  were  lousy. 

Can.  It  may  be  so,  that's  likely,  true  indeed. 
In  every  garden,  sir,  does  grow  that  weed. 

Bryan.  Pox  on  de  gardens,  and  de  weeds,  and 
de  fooles  cap  dere,  and  de  cloutes;  hear,  dost 
make  a  hobby-horse  of  me  ? 

Ornnes.  Oh,  fie,  he  has  torn  tbe  cambrick. 

Can,  Tis  no  matter. 

Ast.  It  frets  me  to  the  souL 

Can.  So  does  not  me. 
My  customers  do  oft  for  remnants  call. 
These  are  two  remnants  now,  no  loss  at  all. 
But  let  me  tell  you,  were  my  servants  here, 
It  would  have  cost  more.— *Thank  you,  gentle- 
men, 
I  use  you  well,  pray  know  my  shop  again. 

[Ejeit* 

Ornnes.  Ha,  ha,  ha ;  come,  come,  let's  c^,  let's 
go.  [^Exeunt. 

Enter  Matheo  (brave  ^^ )  and  Bellafeokt. 

Math,  ^ow,  am  I  suited.  Front?  am  I  not 
gallant,  ha? 


**  Warden-tru — A  pear  tree.  "  Folemum.  Plin.  Volema  antem  pyra  sunt  prsegrandia,  ila  dicta,  quod 
impleant  volam.**  Barretts  Jlvearie.  Tbe  French  call  this  pear  poirt  de  garde.  See  Mr  Steevens's 
l^otc  on  The  Printers  Tale,  A.  4.  S.  2. 

*7  Brave — i.  e.fine,  gaudily  dressed.  As,  in  Lyly's  Euphues  and  ?iis  England,  p.  67  :  "—another  layetK 
all  his  living  upon  his  backe,  judging  that  women  are  wedded  to  braverie.^* 

The  Picture,  by  Massioger,  A .  3.  8.  6 : 

"  And  to  how  many  several  women  you  are 
"  Beholding  for  your  bravery.^* 

The  Emper9r  of  the  East,  A.  t.  S.  1  : 

•* — her  bravery 

**  So  alters  her,  I  had  forgot  ber  face.'* 
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Bet  Yes,  sir,  yon  are  suited  welL 

Math,  Exceeding  passing  well,  and  to  the  time. 

BeL  The  tailor  has  played  his  part  \fith  you. 

Math.  And  I  have  played  a  gentleman's  part 
with  my  tailor,  for  I  owe  him  for  the  making  of 
it 

BeL  And  why  did  you  so,  sir? 

Math,  To  keep  the  fashion :  It's  your  only 
fashion  now  of  your  best  rank  of  gallants,  to 
make  their  tailors  wait  for  their  money  ;  neither 
were  it  wisdom  indeed  to  pay  them  upon  the 
first  edition  of  a  new  suit;  for  commonly  the  suit 
is  owing  for,  when  the  linings  are  worn  out,  and 
there's  no  reason  then  that  the  tailor  should  be 
paid  before  the  mercer. 

BeL  Is  this  the  suit  the  knight  bestowed  upon 
you? 

Math,  This  is  the  suit,  and  I  need  not  shame 
to  wear  it ;  for  better  men  than  I  would  be  glad  to 
ha?e  suits  bestowed  on  them.  It's  a  generous 
fellow, — but — pox  on  him — we,  whose  pericra^ 
nioDS  are  the  very  limbecks  and  stillitories  of  good 
wit,  and  fly  high,  must  drive  liquor  out  of  stale 
gaping  oysters.  Shallow  knight!  poor  Squire 
Tinacheo :  Til  make  a  wild  Cataian  ^  of  forty 
such :  hanp  him,  he's  an  ass,  he's  always  sober. 

BeL  This  is  your  fault  to  woqnd  your  friends 
still. 

Math,  No  faith,  Front,  Lodovico  is  a  noble 
Slavonian :  it*s  more  rare  to  sec  him  in  a  woman's 
company,  than  for  a  Spaniard  to  go  into  England, 
and  to  challenge  the  English  fencers  there. — 
One  knocks,— See— Itf, /a,  iof,  la,  fa,  la,  rustle 
in  silks  and  sattins :  there's  music  in  this,  and  a 
taflfety  petticoat,  it  makes  both  fly  high,— Catzo. 

Enter  Bellafront,  after  her  Orlando  like 
himtelf,  with  four  Men  after  him, 

BeL  Matheo  ?  'ds  my  father. 

Math,  Ha,  father  ?  it's  no  matter,  he  finds  do 
tattered  prodigals  here. 

OrL  Is  not  the  door  good  enough  to  hold  your 
blue  coats  ?  away,  knaves.  Wear  not  your  clothes 
thread-bare  at  knees  for  me ;  beg  heaven's  bles- 
sing, not  mine.  Oh,  cry  your  worship  mercy, 
sir;  was  somewhat  bold  to  talk  to  this  gentie- 
ivoman,  your  wife  here. 

Math,  A  poor  gentlewoman,  sir. 


OrL  ^nd  not,  sir,  bare  to  me;  I  have  read 
oft 
That  serpents,  who  creep  low,  belch  ranker  poi- 
son 
Than  winged  dragons  do,  that  fly  aloft 

Math,  If  it  offend  you,  sir  ?  'tis  for  my  plear 
sure. 

OrL  Your  pleasure  be't,  sir  ?  umh,  is  this  your 
palace? 

BeL  Yes,  and  our  kingdom,  for  Vis  our  content, 

OrL  Its  a  very  poor  kingdom  then  ;  what,  are 
all  your  subjects  gone  a  sheep- shearing  ?  not  a 
maid  ?  not  a  man  r  not  so  much  as  a  cat  ?  you 
keep  a  good  house  belike,  just  like  one  of  your 
profession,  every  room  with  bare  walls,  and  (| 
half-headed  bed  to  vault  upon,  as  all  your  bawdy- 
houses  are.  Pray,  who  are  your  upholsters  ?  Oh, 
the  spiders,  I  see ;  they  bestow  hangings  upon 
you, 

Math,  Bawdy-house !  Zounds  !  sir 

BeL    Oh,  sweet  Matheo,  peace.    Upon  my 
knees 
I  do  beseech  you,  sir,  not  to  arraign  me 
For  sins,  which  (leaveii,  I  hope,  long  since  hath 

pardoned. 
Those  flames,  like  lightning  flashes,  are  so  spent, 
The  heat  no  more  remains,  than  where  ships  wen^ 
Or  where  birds  cut  the  air,  the  print  remains. 

Math.  Pox  on  him,  kneel  to  a  dog ! 

BeL  She  that's  a  whore 
Lives  gallant,  fares  well,  is  not,  like  me,  poor; 
I  have  now  as  small  acquaintance  with  that  sin. 
As  if  I  had  never  known  it ;  that,  never  been. 

OrL  No  acquaintance  with  it !  what  maintains 
thee  then  ?  how  dost  live  th€n  ?  has  thy  husband 
any  lauds  ?  any  rents  coming  in,  any  stock  going, 
any  ploughs  jogging,  any  ships  sailing?  hast  thou 
any  wares  to  turn,  so  much  as  to  get  a  single  penny 
by  ?  yes,  thou  hast  ware  to  sell,  knaves  are  thy 
chapmen,  and  thy  shop  is  hell. 

Math,  Do  you  hear,  sir  ? 

OrL  So,  sir,  I  do  hear,  sir,  more  of  you  thari 
you  dream  I  do. 

Math,  You  fly  a  little  too  high,  sir. 

OrL  Wh^,  sir,  too  high  ? 

Math,  I  have  suffered  your  tongue,  like  *'  a 
bard  cater  tra,  to  run  all  this  while,  and  have  i^ot 
stopt  it. 


Ibid.  A.  4.  S.  1  : 

"  iVe  bailt  no  palaces  to  face  the  Court, 

'*  Nor  do  my  folIower*8  bravery  shame  his  train." 

^'  jt  wild  Cataian  offcrij  tuch : — 1*  e.  forty  inch  shallow  knights,  &c.  woald  g«  to  the  composition  of 
a  dexterous  thief,    8ee  a  note  on  the  Merry  Wives  of  Windsor ,  last  edition,  p.  ^65. 

*^  A  hard  cater  tra — The  following  passage  from  The  Jri  of  Juggling,  or  Legerdemaine,  by  S.  U.  4to; 
1612,  Sign.  C  4,  will  sufficiently  explain  the  terms  above  used  ;  '*  First  you  most  know  a  lai^gcet,  which 
is  a  die  that  Kirople  men  have  seldom  heard  of,  but  oftf n  seene  to  their  cost ;  and  this  b  a  well-favoured 
die,  and  seemeth  good  and  square,  yet  it  is  forged  longer  upon  the  eater  and  trea  than  any  other  way ;  and 
therefore  it  b  called  a  langret.  buch  \>e  also  called  bard  cater  treas,  because  commonly  the  longer  end  will 
^f  bb  Qwqc  sway  drawe  downetrardSiaDd  turoe  up  to  th^eie  sice  sincke deuce  or  ace.  Tb^prUicipal  use  q( 
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OrL  Well,  sir,  Voa  talk  like  a  gamester.  | 

Math.  If  you  come  to  bark  at  her,  l)ecause  I 
she's  a  poor  rogue ;  look  you,  here's  a  fine  path,  I 
sir,  and  there,  there  the  door. 

Bel.  Matheo? 

Math,  Your  blue  coats  stay  for  you,  sir. 
I  love  a  good  honest  roaring  boy,  and  so— 

OrL  Ihat's  the  devil. 

Math,  Sir,  sir.  Til  have  no  Joves  in  my  house 
to  thunder  avaunt :  she  shall  live  and  be  main- 
tained ;  when  you,  like  a  keg  of  musty  sturgeon, 
shall  stink.  Where  ?  in  your  coffin.  How  ?  be 
a  musty  fellow,  and  lousy. 

OrL  I  know  she  shall  be  maintained,  but  how  ? 
she  like  a  quean,  thnu  like  a  knave ;  she  like  a 
whore,  thou  like  a  thief. 

Math.  Thief!  zounds,  thief ! 

BeL  Good  dearest  Matheo. — Father ! 

Math,  Pox  on  you  both,  V\\  not  be  braved  : 
new  sattin  scorns  to  be  put  down  with  bare 
bawdy  velvet.    Thief ! 

OrL  Aye,  thief;  thou'rt  a  murtherer,  a  cheat- 
er, a  whore-monger,  a  pot-huuter,  a  borroweri  a 
beggar — 

BeL  Dear  father — 

Math,  An  old  ass,  a  dog,  a  churl,  a  chufl^  an 
usurer,  a  villain,  a  moth,  a  mangy  mule  with  an 
old  velvet  foot-cloth  on  his  back,  sir. 

BeL  Oh  me ! 

OrL  Varlct,  for  this  Til  hang  thee. 

Math.  Ha,  ha,  alas. 

OrL  Thou  kecpest  a  man  of  miaj^  here,  under 
my  nose.  ,  '^, 

Mat/^  Under  thy  beard. 

OrL  As  arrant  a  tmell-smock,  for  an  old  mut- 
ton-monger, as  thysMf. 

Math.  No  as  yourself. 

OrL  As  arrant  a  jjurse-taker  as  eve^  cried, 
stand ;  yet  a  good  fewow,  1  confess,  and  valiant ; 
but  he'll  bring  thee  to  the  gallows ;  you  both  have 
robbed  of  iate  two  poor  country  pedlars. 

Math.  How's  this  ?  how's  this  ?  dost  thou  fly 
high?  rob  pedlars?  bear  witness,  Front,  rob 
pedlars  ?  my  man  and  I  a  thief. 

BeL  Oh,  sir,  no  more. 

OrL  Aye,  knave,  two  pedlars,  hue  and  cry  is 
up,  warrants  are  out,  and  I  ^all  see  thee  climb 
a  ladder. 

Math,  And  come  down  again  as  well  as  a 
bricklayer,  or  a  tyler.  How  the  vengeance  knows 
he  this  ?  if  I  be  hanged,  Til  tell  the  people  1 
married  old  Friscobaldo's  daughter,  rll  frisco 
you,  and  your  old  carcase. 

OrL  Tell  what  thou  canst;  if  I  stay  here  longel*, 


I  shall  be  hanged  too,  for  being  in  tby  ctnap^pj  ; 
therefore,  as  I  found  you,  I  Leave  you. 
Math.  Kneel,  and  get  money  of  blm. 
OrL  A  knave  and  a  quean,  a  thiei^  ami  a 
strumpet,  a  couple  of  beggars,  abraceof  Iji^ggagiea. 
Math.  Hang  upon  him.  Aye,  aye,  sir,  fare  you 
well ;  we  are  so :  follow  close — we  are  beggars — - 
in  sattin — to  him. 

BeL  Is  this  your  comfort,  wheni  so  many  yean 
You  have  left  me  frozen  to  death  ?  . 
OrL  Freeze  still,  starve  still. 
BeL  Yes,  so  I  shall ;  I  must,  I  must  and  wilL 
If  as  you  say  I'm  poor,  relieve  me  then. 
Let  me  hot  sell  my  body  to  base  men. 
You  call  me  strumpet,  heaven  knows  I  am  none : 
Your  cruelty  may  drive  roe  to  be  one : 
Let  not  that  sin  be  yours ;  let  not  the  shame 
Of  conunon  whore  live  lon^r  than  my  name.  . 
That  cunning  bawd.  Necessity,  night  and  day 
Plots  to  undo  me ;  drive  that  hag  awi^. 
Lest  being  at  lowest  ebb,  as  now  I  am, 
I  sink  for  ever. 

Ort  Lowest  ebb,  what  ebb? 
BeL  So  poor,  that,  though  to  tell  it  be  my: 
shame, 
I  am  not  worth  a  dish  to  hold  my  meat; 
I  am  yet  poorer,  I  want  bread  to  eat* 
Ort  It  s  not  seen  by  your  cheeks. 
Math.  I  think  she  has  read  an  homily  to  tickle 
too  the  old  rogue. 
OrL  Want  bread  ?  there's  sattin  :  bake  that. 
Math,  S'blood,  ipake  pasties  of  my  clothes  { 
OrL  A  fair  new  cloke,  stew  that;  an  excellent 
gilt  rapier. 

Math.  Will  you  eat  that,  sir  ? 
OrL  I  could  feast  ten  good  fellows  wHh  those 
hangers. 

Math.  The  pox  you  shall. 
OrL  I  shall  not,  till  thou  beggest,  think  tboo. 
art  poor; 
And  when  thou  beggest,  Hi  feed  thee  at  mj 

door, 
As  I  feed  dogs,  with  bones ;  till  then  beg^ 
Borrow,  pawn,  steal,  and  hang,  turn  bawd. 
When  thouVt  no  whore : — m^  heart-stringy  sure 
Would  crack,  were  they  strained  more.      [£xi^. 
Math,  This  is  your  father,  your  damned-^ 
confusion  light  upon  all  the  generation  of  you  { 
he  can  come  bragging  hither  with  four  white 
herrings  at's  tail,  in  blue  coats  without  roes  in 
their  ^IHes,  but  I  may  starve  ere  be  give  me  so 
much  as  a  cob.  ^° 

BeL  What  tell  you  me  of  this  ?  alas. 

Math.  Go  trot  after  youc  dad,  do  you  capitii- 


them  is  at  Novum ;  for  so  longe  a  paire  of  bard  cater  irM»  be  walking  on  the  board,  so  loig  caa  ye  not  cast 
live  nor  nine,  onles  it  be  by  great  chance,  that  the  roughoes  of  the  table,  or  tome  other'stoppe,  force  tbeni 
to  stay,  and  run  against  their  klode :  for  without  cattr  or  trea  ye  Icoow  that  five  or  nine  can  never  oome.'* 

Momiear  D'Ollve,  1606,  the  stop  eater  Ira  is  mentiened  $  and  again,  The  London  Prodigal. 

^  A  cob^K  herring  is  called  a  cob.  See  Nash's  Lmten  Stuff.  This  is,  however,  a  quibble  here,  for 
lthiak«(co*iqlffeiaadsigaliefaceio,  or  piece  af  money*        ^ 
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late,  ni  p«wfi  DOt  for  yon,  11)  oot  fteal  to  b« 
hanged  for  such  an  hypocritical  close  common 
harlot;  away,  you  dc^-r-Brave  yfuith !  Udsfoot ! 
give  me  some  nieaU 

Bel.  Yes,  sir.  [Exit. 

Math,  Goodman  slave,  my  man,  too,  is  gallop- 
ed to  the  devil  a]tbe  t'other  side.  Pacheco,  1 11 
checo  yoa :  Is  this  vour  dad's  day  ?  England, 
they  sav,  is  the  only  bell  for  borsev  and  only  Pa- 
radide  for  women ;  pray,  get  you  to  that  Paradise, 
^because  yoa're  called  an  Honest  Whore,  There 
they  live  none  but  honest  whores,  with  a  pox ! 
Marry,  here,  in  our  city,  all  our  sex  are  but  lOQ^ 
cloth  nags;  the  master  no  sooner  iigbts,  but  the 
pan  leaps  into  the  saddle. 

Ent&  Bellafbont,  with  Meat. 

Bel.  Will  you  sit  down,  I  pray,  sir? 

Jiiath,  I  could  tear,  by  the  Lord !  his  flesh, 
And  eat  his  midriff  in  salt,  as  1  eat  this. — Must  I 
choke. — My  father  Friscobaldo  !  I  shall  make  a 
pitiful  bog-louse  of  you,  Orlando,  if  you  fall  once 
into  my  £)gers.^Here's  the  savouriest  meat ;  I 
)iave  got  a  stomach  with  chafing.  What  rogue 
^hould  tell  him  of  those  two  pedlers  ?  A  plague 
^hoke  him,  and  gnaw  him  to  the  bare  bones  ! — 
Come,  fill. 

BeL  Thou  sweatest  with  very  an^er,  good 
f  weet :  Vex  not ;  'las  'tis  no  fault  of  mine. 

Math,  Where  didst  buy  this  mutton  ?  I  never 
felt  better  ribs. 

jPeL  A  neighbour  sept  it  me. 

Enter  Orlando. 

Math,  Hah,  neighbour  ?  fob,  mv  mouth  stinks ! 
You  whore,  do  you  beg  victuals  for  me?  Is  this 
^ttin  doublet  to  be  bombasted  3'  with  broken 
peat  i  [Takes  up  the  Stool. 


OrL  What  will  you  do,  air? 

Math^  Peat  out  the  bnuns  of  a  beggarly—— 

[Exit  BsLLAFBOirT. 

OrL  Beat  out  an  ass's  head  of  your  awn : — 
Away,  mistress! — Zounds!  do  but  touch  one 
hair  of  her,  and  Til  so  quilt  your  cap  with  old 
iron,  th^t  your  coxcomb  shall  ache  the  wone 
these  seven  ^ears  for't:  Does  she  look  like  m 
roasted  rabbit,  that  you  must  have  the  bead  for 
the  brains  ? 

Math,  Ha,  ha !  Go  out  of  i^y  doors,  you  rogi»% 
away !  Four  marks,  trudge. 

OrL  Four  marks?  no,  sir,  my  twenty  pounds 
that  you  have  made  fly  high,  and  I  am  gone. 

Math.  Must  I  be  fed  with  chippings?  yoo*re 
best  get  a  clap-dish,  ^^  and  say  you  ra  proctor  to 
some  Spitul-house,  Where  Imt  thou  been,  Pf|- 
checo  ?  Come  hither,  my  little  turkey-cock. 

OrL  I  cannot  abide,  sir,  to  see  a  womim  wrong* 
ed ;  not  I. 

Math.  Sirrah,  here  was  my  father-in-law  to^^. 

OrL  Pish,  then  you're  full  of  crowns. 

Math,  Hsmg  him,  he  would  have  thrust  crowns 
upon  me,  to  have  fallen  in  agaio»  but  I  sooni  oast 
clothes,  or  a^y  man's  gold. 

OrL  But  mine;  how  did  he  brook  that,  sir? 

Math,  Oh,  sviore  like  a  doxtn  of  drunken  tink- 
ers; at  last,  growing  foul  in  words,  he  and  four  of 
his  men  drew  upon  me,  sir. 

OrL  In  your  house  ?  would  I  had  been  by. 

Math.  1  made  no  more  ado,  but  fell  to  mv  old 
lock,  and  flp  thrashed  my  blue  coats,  and  oM 
crabtree-fa!be  my  father*in*lawy  and  then  widked 
like  a  lion  in  my  grate. 

OrL  Oh,  noble  master ! 

Math.  Sirrah,  he  could  tell  me  of  the  robbii^ 
the  two  pedien >  and  that  warraatl  %re  out  ^  uf 
both.  ^ 


'*  Bmh^Sted-^l  e.  stuffed  oat.    8o^  ia  Gascoigne's  FabU  ofjeronimi^  p.  fJ2 1 

<*  Thy  bodies  bolstred  oat 

With  bumbast  and  with  bagges, 
Tky  roales,  thy  ruffes,  thy  caules,  thy  coifes. 

Thy  jcrkhif,  and  thy  jagges.  *' 

To  bomboMt  was,  in  general,  to  stuff  with  cotton.  See  Mr  Steevem's  Note  on  the  First  Part  of  Henrw  IF. 
4.  2.  S.  4.  ^ 

**  Clapdish.—**  The  beggars,  two  or  three  centuries  ago,  used  to  proclaim  their  waat  by  a  woodea 
dish  with  a  moveable  cover,  which  they  clacked  to  show  that  the  vessel  was  empty."  See  Mr  Steeveu*i 
>Qte  on  Measure  for  Measure,  A.  3.  S. «.  ^ 

A^in,  in  Charchyard*s  ChatUnge^  1^3,  p.  143  : 

"  Where  1  was  wont,  the  golden  cbaioes  to  wear, 
A  payre  of  beads  about  ny  necke  was  wound, 
A  linnen  cloth  was  lapt  about  my  hemrc, 
A  ragged  gownc,  that  trailed  on  the  ground, 
-rf  dish  thai  cUpf,  and  gave  a  heavy  sound, 
A  staying  staffe,  and  wallet  therewithall, 
I  bear  about,  as  witnesse  of  my  fall." 

fvery  ^an  in  hU  Humimry  A.2.  S,  I :  ^*  An  he  think  to  be  relieved  by  v^,  when  he  Is  got  lolo  one  o* 
your  city  pounds,  the  counters,  h<5  has  got  the  wrong  sow  by  the  car  lYaitb,  and  clt^  hUiishaJLi^  wrai4[ 
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OrL  Good  sir»  I  like  not  those  crackers. 

Maih.  Crackhalter,  wo't  set  t|iy  foot  to  mine  ? 

OrL  How,  sir,  at  drinking? 

Math.  We'll  pull  that  old  crow,  my  father : 
rob  thy  master.  I  know  the  house,  thou  the 
servants;  the  purchase''  is  rich,  the  plot  to  get 
it  ea^ :  the  dog  will  not  part  from  a  bone. 

OrL  Pinck't  out  of  his  throat,  then :  Til  snarl 
for  one,  if  this  can  bite. 

Maih,  Say  no  more,  say  no  more,  old  cole; 
meet  me  anon  at  the  sign  of  the  Shipwreck. 

Orl.  Yes,  sir. 

MUk  And  dost  hear,  man  ?— the  Shipwredc. 

'  [ExU. 

OrL  ThouVt  at  the  Shipwreck  now,  and  like  a 
swimmer 
Bold,  but  unexpert,  with  those  waves  dost  play, 
Whose  dalliance,  whore-like,  is  to  cast  thee  away. 

Enter  Uipolito  and  Bellafront. 

And  here's  another  vessel,  better  fraught. 
But  as  ill-manned,  her  sinking  will  be  wrought, 
If  rescue  come  not;  like  a  man  of  war 
IMl  therefore  bravely  out ;  somewhat  Til  do. 
And  either  save  them  both,  or  perish  too. 

[ExU. 
Hip.  It  is  my  fate  to  be  bewitched  by  those 

eyes. 
BeL  Fate  ?  your  folly. 
Why  should  my  face  thus  mad  you  ?  'las,  those 

colours 
Are  wound  up  long  ago,  which  beauty  spread ; 
The  flowers  tnat  once  grew  here,  are  withered. 
You  turned  my  black  soul  white,  made  it  look 

new, 
And  should  I  sin,  it  ne'er  should  be  with  you. 
Hip.  Your  hand,  Til  offer  you  fair  play.  When 
first 
We  met  i'the  lists  together,  you  remember 
You  were  a  common  rebel ;  with  one  parley 
I  won  you  to  come  in. 
BeL' You  did. 
Hip.  rjl  try 
If  now  I  can  beat  down  this  chastity 


^ith  the  same  ordnance.    Will  yoo  yield  this 

fort, 
If  with  the  power  of  argument  now,  as  then, 
I  get  of  you  the  conquest :  as  before 
I  turned  you  honest,  now  to  turn  you  whore, 
By  force  of  strong  persuasion  ? 

BeL  If  yon  can, 
I  yield. 

Hip.  The  alarm's  struck  op :  Fm  yonr  man. 

BeL  A  woman  gives  defiance. 

Hip.  Sit. 

BeL  Begin; 
Tis  a  brave  Imttle  to  encounter  sin. 

Hid.  You  men  that  are  to  fight  in  the  same  war 
To  which  Vm  prest,  and  plead  at  the  same  bar. 
To  win  a  woman,  if  you  would  have  me  speed. 
Send  all  your  wishes. 

BeL  No  doubt  you're  heard,  proceed. 

Hip.  To  be  a  harlot,— diat  you  stand  upon, — 
The  very  name's  a  charm  to  make  you  one. 
Harlot  was  a  dame  of  so  divine 
And  ravishine  touch,  that  she  was  concubine  '^ 
To  an  English  king:  her  sweet  bewitching  eye. 
Did  the  king's  heart-strings  in  such  love-knots  tie^ 
That  even  the  coyest  was  proud  when  she  could 

hear 
Men  say,  Behold,  ano*:her  harlot  there. 
And,  after  her,  all  women  that  were  fair 
Were  harlots  called,  as  to  this  day  some  are : 
Besides,  her  dalliance  she  so  well  does  mix. 
That  she's  in  Latin  called  the  Meretrix. 
Thus  for  the  name ;  for  the  profession,  this; 
Who  lives  in  bondage,  lives  laced ;  tlie  chief  bliss 
This  world  below  can  yield,  is  liberty ; 
And  who,  than  whores,  with  looser  wings  dare  fly? 
As  Juno's  proud  bird  spreads  the  fairest  tail. 
So  does  a  strumpet  hoist  the  loftiest  sail. 
She's  no  man's  slave,  men  are  her  slaves;  her 

eye 
Moves  not  on  wheels  screwed  up  with  jealousy. 
She,  horsed  or  coached,  does  merry  journies  make. 
Free  as  the  sun  in  his  ^It  zodiac ; 
As  bravely  does  she  sbme,  as  fast  she's  driveni 
But  stays  not  long  in  any  house  of  heaven ; 


^'  7%f  purchase  i»  rich.^- Purchase  ^as  anciently  a  l^ant  word  for  stolen  gQods.  As,  in  Bartkolomem 
Fair,  A.  2.  S.  4 :  **  All  the  purses  and  purchase  I  give  you  to-day  by  conveyance,  bring  hither  to  Un'la's 
presently." 


The  Jlchemisty  A.  4.  S.  7 : 


-I'tbe  mean  time, 


Do  yoo  two  pack  up  all  the  goods  and  purchase. 
That  we  can  carry  i'the  two  trunks." 

See  also  Mr  Wha11ey*s  Note  on' the  last  passage,  apd  MrSteevens's  Note  on  the  First  Part  of  Henry  I  Km 
A.8.  S.  I. 

*♦  —  coficii*iiie 

To  an  EmgUsh  kin0. — Jrlotta  (from  whence  the  word  harlot  is  fancifiilly  derived)  was  not  the  con* 
cttbioe  of  an  English  monarch,  but  mistress  to  Robert,  one  of  the  dukes  of  Normandy,  and  father  to  Wil* 
liam  the  (ponqoeror.    8. 
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But  slufb  from  sign  to  sign  her  amoroas  prizes, 
More  rich  being  when  she's  down^  than  wnen  she 

rises. 
In  brief,  gentlemen  haunt  them,  soldiers  fight  for 

them, 
Few  men  but  know  them,  few  or  none  abhor 

them; 
Thus,  for  sport  sake,  speak  I,  as  to  a  woman, 
Whom,  OS  the  worst  ground,  I  would  turn  to 
common : 
^  But  you  I  would  enclose  for  mine  own  bed. 
BeL  So  should  a  husband  be  dishonoured. 
Hip,  Dishonoured !  not  a  whit :  to  fall  to  one. 
Besides  your  husband,  is  to  fall  to  none. 
For  one  no  number  is. 

BeL  Faith,  should  you  take 
One  in  your  bed,  would  you  that  reckoning  make  ? 
rris  time  you  sound  retreat. 

Hip.  Say,1have  I  won ; 
Is  the  day  ours  ? 

BeL  The  battle's  but  half  done, 
None  but  yourself  have  yet  sounded  alarms, 
Let  us  strike  too,  else  you  dishonour  arms. 

Hip.  If  you  can  win  the  day, 
The  gloiy's  yours, 

BeL  To  prove  a  woman  should  not  be  a  whore. 
When  she  was  made,  she  had  one  man,  and  no 

more; 
Yet  she  was  tied  to  laws  then ;  for,  even  then, 
rris  said,  she  was  not  made  for  men,  but  man. 
Anon,  t'increase  earth's  brood,  the  law  wa<i  varied, 
Men  should  take  many  wives ;  and  though  they 

married 
According  to  that  act,  yet  'tis  not  known. 
But  that  those  wives  were  only  tied  to  one. 
New  paHiaments  were  since ;  for  now  one  wo- 
man 
Is  shared  between  three  hundred,  nay  she's  com- 
mon; 
Common  as  spotted  leopards,  whom  for  sport 
Men  hunt,  to  get  the  flesh,  but  care  not  for't. 
So  spread  they  nets  of  gold,  and  tune  their  calls, 
To  enchant  silly  women  to  take  falls ; 
Swearing  they  are  aogels,  which  that  they  may 

win, 
Thejr'll  hire  the  devil  to  come  with  false  dice  in. 
Oh  sirens  subtle  tunes  !  yourselves  you  flatter. 
And  our  weak  sex  betray ;  so  men  love  water; 
It  serves  to  wash  their  hands,  but,  being  once 

foul, 
The  water  down  is  poured,  cast  out  of  doors. 
And  even  of  such  base  use  do  men  make  whores. 
.   ,    A  harlot,  like  a  hen,  iuore  sweetness  reaps, 
V    To  pick  men  one  by  one  up,  than  in  heaps ; 
Yet  all  feeds  but  confounding.    Say  you  should 

taste  me, 
I  serve  but  for  the  time,  and  when  the  day 
Of  war  is  done,  am  cashiered  out  of  pay ; 
If  like  lame  soldiers  I  could  beg,  that's  all, 
And  there's  lust's  rendezvous,  an  hospital. 
Who  then  would  be  a  man's  slave,  a  man's  woman  ? 
Slie's  half-starved  the  first  day  that  feeds  in  com- 
mon. 


Hip.  You  shoald  not  feed  so,  but  with  me  alone; 

BeL  If  1  drink  poison  by  stealth,  is't  not  all  one  } 
Is't  not  rank  poison  still  with  you  alone ! 
Nay,  say  you  spied  a  courtezan,  whose  soft  side 
To  touch,  you'd  sell  your  birth- right  for  one  kis5. 
Be  racked ;  she's  won,  you're  sated ;  what  follows 

this? 
Oh,  then,  you  curse  that  bawd  that  told  you  in, 
(The  night)  you  curse  your  lust,  you  loath  the  sin. 
You  loath  her  very  sight,  and  ere  the  day 
Arise,  vou  rise  glad  when  you're  stolen  away. 
Even  then,  when  you  are  drunk  with  all  her  sweets. 
There's  no  true  pleasure  in  a  strumpet's  sheets.  — 
>Vomen,  whom  lust  so  prostitutes  to  sale. 
Like  dancers  upon  ropes,  once  seen  are  stale. 

Hip.  If  4111  the  threads  of  harlots'  lives  are  span 
So  coarse  as  you  would  make  them,  tell  me  why 
You  so  long  loved  the  trade  ? 

BeL  If  all  the  threads 
Of  harlots'  lives  be  fine  as  you  would  make  them. 
Why  do  not  you  persuade  your  wife  turn  whore. 
And  all  dames  else  to  fall  before  that  sin  ? 
Like  an  ill  husband,  though  I  knew  the  same 
To  be  my  undoing,  followed  I  that  game. 
Oh,  when  the  work  of  lust  had  earned  my  bread. 
To  taste  it,  how  I  trembled,  lest  each  bit. 
Ere  it  went  down,  should  choke  me,  chewing  it ! 
My  bed  seemed  like  a  cabin  hung  in  hell ; 
The  bawd,  hell's  porter;  and  the  liquorish  wine 
The  pander  fetched,  was  like  an  easy  fine. 
For  which,  methought,  I  leased  away  my  soul ; 
And  oftentimes,  even  in  my  quaffing  bowl. 
Thus  said  I  to  myself,  I  am  a  whore. 
And  have  drunk  down  thus  mucti  confusion  more. 

Hip,  It  is  a  common  rule,  and  'tis  most  true. 
Two  of  one  trade  never  love ;  no  more  do  you. 
Why  are  you  sharp  'gainst  that  you  once  profest? 

BeL  Wny  doat  you  ou  that,  which  you  did  once 
detest? 
I  cannot,  seeing  she's  woven  of  such  bad  stu£^ 
Set  colours  on  a  harlot  base  enough. 
Nothing  did  make  me,  when  I  loved  them  best. 
To  loath  them  more  than  this :  when  in  the  street 
A  fair  young  modest  damsel  I  did  meet. 
She  seemed  to  all  a  dove,  when  I  passed  by,  y 
And  I  to  all  a  raven ;  every  eye 
That  followed  her,  went  with  a  bashful  glance; 
At  me,  each  bold  and  jeering  countenance 
Darted  forth  scorn :  to  her,  as  if  she  had  been 
Some  tower  unvanquished,  would  they  vail ; 
'Gainst  me  swoln  rumour  hoisted  every  sail. 
She,  crown'd  with  reverend  praises,  passed  by 

them  ; 
r,  though  with  face  mask t, could  netscape  thehe'm; 
For,  as  if  heaven  had  set  strange  marks  ou  whores. 
Because  they  should  be  poinung  stocks  to  mAi, 
Drest  up  in  civilest  shape,  a  courtezan 
Let  her  walk  saint-like,  noteless,  and  unknown. 
Yet  she's  betray'd  by  some  trick  of  her  own. 
Were  harlots  therefore  wise,  they'd  be  sold  dear; 
For  men  account  them  good  but  for  one  year ; 
And  then  like  almanacks,  whose  dates  arc  gone. 
They  are  thrown  by,  and  no  more  looki  upon. 
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Wholl  therefore  backward  fidl,  ^ho  will  launch 

forth 
In  seas  so  foul,  for  ventuk^s  no  more  worth  ? 
Lust's  voyage  hath,  if  not  this  course,  this  cross. 
Buy  ne'er  so  cheap,  your  ware  comes  home  widi 

loss. 
What,  shall  I  sound  retreat?  the  battle's  done : 
Let  the  world  judge  which  of  us  two  have  won. 
H^.  I! 

Bel.  You  ?  nay,  then,  as  cowards  do  in  fight, 
What  by  blows  cannot,  shall  be  saved  by  flight. 

[Exit 
Hip,  Fly  to  earth's  fixed  centre :  to  the  caves 
Of  everlasting  horror,  I'll  pursue  thee, 
Though  loaden  with  sins,  even  to  hell's  brazen  doors. 
Hius  wisest  men  turn  fools,  doating  od  whores. 

[Exit. 

Enter  the  DuAc,  Lodovico,  and  Okzav  do  t  after 
them  ImfelicB)  Carolo,  Astolfo,  Bebaldo^ 

F01ITINELL.r 

OrL  I  beseech  your  grace,  though  your  eve  be  so 
piercing,  as  under  a  poor  blue  coat  to  cull  out  an 
honest  father  from  an  old  serving-man ;  yet,  good 
mj  lord,  discover  not  the  plot  to  any,  but  only 
this  ^ntleman  that  is  now  to  be  an  actor  in  our 
ensmng  comedy. 

Duke,  Thou  hast  thy  wish,  Orlando,  pass  un- 
known, 
Sforsa  shall  only  go  along  with  thee. 
To  see  ihat  warrant  served  upon  thy  son. 

Lod.  To  attach  him  upon  felony,  for  two  ped- 
lars :  is't  not  So  ? 

OrL  Right,  my  noble  knight;  those  pedlars 
were  two  anaves  of  mine ;  he  fleeced  the  men 
before,  and  now  he  purposes  to  flea  the  master. 
He  will  rob  me,  his  teeth  water  to  be  nibbling  at 
my  gold,  but  this  shall  hang  him  by  the  gills,  till 
I  pull  him  on  shore. 

Duke.  Away ;  ply  you  the  business. 

OrL  Thanks  to  your  grace ;  but,  my  good  lord, 
for  my  daughter. 

Duke.  You  know  what  I  have  said. 

OrL  And  remember  what  I  have  sworn ;  sh^s 
more  honest,  on  my  soul,  than  one  of  the  Turk's 
wenches,  watched  by  a  hundred  eunuchs. 

Lod.  So  she  had  need,  for  the  Turks  make 
them  whores. 

OrL  He's  a  Turk  that  makes  any  woman  a 
whore,  he's  no  true  Christian  I'm  sure.  I  commit 
your  grace. 

Duke.  Infelice. 
^nf.  Here,  sir. 
\  Signior  Friscobaldo. 

OrL  Frisking  again  ?  Pacbeco. 


Lod,^  Uds  80,  Pacheco  ?  well  have  some  ^port 
with  this  warrant;  'tis  to  apprehend  all  suspected 
persons  in  the  house;  besides,  there's  one  Bots 
a  pander,  and  one  Madam  norseleach  a  bawd, 
that  have  abused  my  friend,  those  two  oohiea  will 
we  ferret  into  the  pursenet  '* 

OrL  Let  me  alone  for  dabbing  them  o'the  neck : 
come,  come. 

Lod.  Do  ye  hear,  gallants  >  meet  me  anota  at 
Matheo's. 

Omnes,  Enough. 

! Exeunt  Looovtco  and  OrlaItdoi. 
d  fellow  adngs  that  note  thott  didst 
before, 
Only  his  tunes  are,  that  she  is  no  whore. 
But  that  she  sent  his  letters  and  his  gifts, 
Out  of  m  noble  triumph  o'er  his  lost, 
To  shew  she  trampled  his  assaults  in  dust 

Inf.  Tis  a  good  honest  servant,  that  old  miiu 

Duke.  I  doubt  no  less. 

Inf.  And  it  may  be  my  husband ; 
Because  when  once  this  woman  was  unmaskt. 
He  level'd  all  her  thoughts,  and  made  them  fit ; 
Now  he'd  mar  all  again,  to  try  his  wit. 

Duke.  It  may  be  so  too ;  for  to  turn  a  harlot 
Honest,  it  must  be  by  strong  antidotes ; 
'Tis  rare,  as  to  see  panthers  change  their  spots. 
And  when  she's  once  a  star  fixed,  and  shines 

bright,  • 
Though  'twere  impiety  then  to  dim  her  ligh^ 
Because  we  see  such  tapers  seldom  burn ; 
Yet  'tis  the  pride  and  glory  of  some  men. 
To  change  her  to  a  blazing  star  again. 
And  it  may  be  Hipolito  does  no  more. 
It  camiot  be,  but  you're  acouainted  all 
With  that  same  madness  or  our  son*in*law. 
That  dotes  so  on  a  courtezan. 

Omnes.  Yes,  my  lord. 

Car.  All  the  city  thinks  he's  a  whoremonger. 

Ast.  Yet  I  warrant,  hell  swear,  no  man  markft 
him. 

Ber.  'TIS  like  so ;  for  when  a  man  goes  a  wench* 
ing,  it  is  as  if  he  had  a  strong  stinking  breath, 
every  one  smells  him  out,  yet  he  feels  it  not» 
though  it  be  ranker  then  the  sweat  of  sixteen 
beai'warders. 

Duke.  1  doubt  then  you  have  all  those  stink* 
ing  breaths. 
You  might  be  all  smelt  out. 

Car.  Troth,  my  lord,  I  think  we  are  all  as  yoit 
have  been  in  your  youth  when  you  went  a  may- 
ing,  we  all  love  to  hear  the  cuckoo  sing  upon 
other  men's  trees. 

Duke.  It's  well  yet  you  confess ;  but,  girl^  thj 
bed 
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Shall  not  be  imrted  with  a  courtezan— 'tis  strange. 
No  frown  of  mine,  no  frown  of  the  poor  ladj, 
(My  abused  child,  his  wife)  no  care  of  fame, 
Of  honour,  heaven  or  hell,  no  not  that  name 
Of  common  strumpet,  can  affright,  or  woo 
Him  to  abandon  her;  the  harlot  does  undo  him. 
She  has  betwitched  him,  robb'd  him  of  his  shape, 
Tum'd  him  into  a  beast,  his  reason's  lost; 
You  see  he  looks  wild,  does  he  not  ? 

Car.  I  have  noted  new  moons 
In*s  face,  my  lord,  all  full  of  change. 

Duke.  lie's  no  more  like  unto  Hipolito, 
Than  dead  men  are  to  living— never  sleeps, 
Or  if  he  do,  its  dreams;  and  in  those  dreams 
His  arras  work, — and  then  cries — sweet— 
What's  her  name,  what's  the  drab's  name  ? 

Ast.  In  troth,  my  lord,  I  know  not; 
I  know  no  -drabs,  not  I. 

Duke.  Oh,Bellafront! 
And  catching  her  fast,  cries,  my  Bellafront 

Car.  A  drench  that's  able  to  kill  a  horse  can- 
not kill  thb  disease  of  smock-smelling,  my  lord,  if 
it  have  once  eaten  deep. 

Duke.  I'll  try  all  physic,  and  this  med'cine  first ; 
I  have  directed  warrants  strong  and  peremptory. 
To  purge  our  city  Millan,  and  to  cure  the  outward 
Parts,  the  suburbs,  for  the  attaching 
Of  all  those  women,  who,  like  gold,  want  weight. 
Cities,  like  ships,  should  have  no  idle  freight 

Car.  No,  mj  lord,  and  light  wenches  are  no 
idle  freight ; 
But  what^s  your  gttce's  reach  id  this  I 

Duke.  This,  Carolo.    If  she  whom  my  son 
doats  on. 
Be  in  that  master-book  enroll'd,  hell  shame 
Ever  t'approacb  one  of  such  noted  name. 

Car.  But  say  she  be  not  ? 

Duke.  Yet  on  harlots'  heads 
New  laws  shall  fall  so  heavy,  and  such  blows  shall 
Give  to  those  that  haunt  them,  that  Hipolito^ 
If  not  for  fear  of  law,  for  love  to  her. 
If  he  love  truly,  shall  her  bed  forbear. 

Car.  Attach  all  the  light  heels  i'the  di^,  and 
clap  'em  up ! — Why,  my  lord,  you  dive  mto  a 
well  unsearchable,  all  the  whores  within  the  walls, 
and  without  the  walls.  I  would  not  be  he  should 


meddle  with  them  for  ten  such  dukedoms;  the 
army  that  you  speak  on  is  able  to  fill  all  the  pri- 
sons within  this  city,  and  to  leave  not  a  drinking 
room  in  any  tavern  besides. 

Duke.  Those  only  shall  be  caught  that  are  of 
note. 
Harlots  in  each  street  flow ; 
The  fish  being  thus  i'the  ne^  ourself  will  sit, 
And  with  eye  most  severe  dispose  of  it — Come^ 
gu*!.         [Exeunt  Duke  and  Ikfblicb. 

Car.  Arraign  the  poor  whores  ! 

A$t.  ril  not  miss  that  sessions. 

Font.  Nor  I. 

Ber.  Nor  I, 
Though  I  hold  up  my  hand  there  myself. 

[Exeunt. 

Enter  Matbeo,  Orlando,  and  Lodovioo. 

Math.  Let  who  will  come,  my  noble  chevalier, 
I  can  but  play  the  kind  host,  and  bid  'em  weU 
come. 

Lod.  Well  trouble  your  house,  Mathee,  but  ai 
Dutchmen  do  in  taverns,  drink,  be  merry,  and  be 
gone. 

Orl.  Indeed,  if  you  be  right  Dutchmen,  if  yoa 
fall  to  drinking,  you  must  be  gone. 

Math.  The  worst  is,  my  wife  is  not  at  home;  but 
we'll  fly  high,  my  generous  kni^ht^  for  all  that; 
there's  no  music  when  a  woman  is  in  the  concert. 

OrL  No,  for  she's'^  like  a  fair  of  virginals, 
Always  with  jacks  at  her  tail. 

Enter  Astolfo,  Carolo,  Beraldo,  Fontinell. 

Lod.  See,  the  covey  is  sprung. 

Omnet.  Save  vou,  gallants. 

Math.  Happily  encountered,  sweet  bloods* 

Lod.  GenUemeo,  you  all  know  Signior  Candi- 
do,  the  linen*draper,  he  that's  more  patient  than 
a  brown  baker,  upon  the  day  when  ne  heats  his 
oven,  and  has  forty  scolds  about  him. 

Omnes.  Yes,  we  know  him  all,  what  of  him? 

Lod.  Would  it  not  be  a  good  fit  of  mirth,  to 
make  a  piece  of  English  cloth  of  him,  and  to 
stretch  him  on  the  tenters,*^  till  the  threads  of 
his  own  natural  humour  crack,  by  making  him 


34  Hkeapmiro/virgmaitf 

Jthf^  wUhjacki  at  her  tat(— So,  in  Ram  JUey^  or  Merry  Tricks,  1611  : 

^  Where  be  these  rascals  that  skip  up  and  down 
UkeviriHudjacktr' 

Again,  Bacon<  "  In  «  vhgimdy  as  soon  as  ever  the  jack  falletb,  and  toacbeth  the  string,  the  sound 
ceasetb.*'    8. 

See  note  74  to  the  First  Part  of  thb  play,  p.  555. 

37  Stretch  him  m  th§  <eiitfrs— L  €•  the  teoter-hooJu,  on  which  doth  after  dyeing  is  bang  to  dry.  The 
foarto  leads  taimten.    IB. 
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3^  drink  healths,  tobacco,  dance,  sing  bawdy  songs, 
or  to  ran  any  bias  according  as  we  think  good  to 
cast  him  ? 

Car,  'Twere  a  morris-dance  worth  the  seeing. 

Ast.  But  the  old  fox  is  so  crafty,  we  shall  hard- 
ly hunt  him  out  of  his  den. 

Math.  To  that  train  I  have  given  fire  already ; 
and  the  hook  to  draw  him  hither,  is  to  see  certain 
pieces  of  lawn,  which  I  told  him  I  have  to  sell, 
and  indeed  have  such:  Fetch  them  down,  Pa- 
checo* 

OrL  Yes,  sir,  Vm  your  watei^spaniel,  and  will 
fetch  any  thing;  but  Vl\  fetch  one  dish  of  meat 
anon,  shall  turn  your  stomach,  and  (bat's  a  con- 
etable.  [Exit. 

Enter  Bots,  ushering  MUtreu  Hobseleach. 

Omnes.  How  now,  how  now  ? 

Car.  What  gally-foist '«>  is  this? 

Lo(L  Peace;  two  dishes  of  stewed  prunes,*^  a 
ba\«d  and  a  pander.  My  worthy  Lieutenant  Bots, 
vhy,  now  I  see  thouVt  a  man  of  thy  word,  wel- 
come; welcome,  Mistress  Horseieach.  Pray,  gen- 
tlemen, salute  this  reverend  matron. 

Horse.  Thanks  to  all  your  worships. 

Lod.  I  bade  a  drawer  send  in  wine  too :  Did 
none  come  along  with  thee,  grannam,  but  the 
lieutenant  ? 


Horse,  None  came  along  with  me  but  Boti,  if 
it  like  your  worship. 

Bots,  Who  the  pox  should  come  along  with  yoa 
but  Bots? 

Enter  two  Vintners,  with  Wine, 

Omnet,  Oh,  brave  I  march  fair. 

Lod,  Are  you  come  ?  that's  well. 

Math,  Here*s  ordnance  able  to  sadt  a  city.** 

Lod,  Come,  repeat,  read  this  inventory. 

1  Vint.  Imprimis^  a  pottle  of  Greek  wine ;  a 
pottle  of  Peter  sa  meene;  ^'  a  pottle  of  Chami- 
co;  ,and  a  pottle  of  Ziattica. 

Lod,  YouVe  paid? 

2  Vmt.  Yes,  sir.  [Exeunt  Vintners, 
Math,  So  shall  some  of  us  be  anon,  I  fear. 
Bots,  Here  s  a  hot  day  towards :  but,  zounds ! 

this  is  the  life  out  of  which  a  soldier  su<is  sweet- 
ness; when  this  artillery  goes  off  roundly,  some 
must  drop  to  the  erouud,*  cannon,  demi-cannon, 
saker,  and  basilisk ! 

Lod,  Give  fire,  lieutenant 

Bots,  So,  so ;  must  I  venture  first  upon  the 
breach?— To  you  all,  gallants;  Bots  sets  upon 
you  all. 

Omnes,  Its  hard,  Bots,  if  we  pepper  not  you, 
as  well  as  you  pepper  us. 


.,  ^'  Drink  healths,  tobacco,  &c. — To  drink  tobatco  was  a  common  phrase  for  imoking  it. 

The  Miseries  of  enforced  Marriagey  A.  1.  '*  I  tell  thee,  Wentloe,  thoa  canst  not  live  on  tbttf  side  of  the 
world,  feed  well,  drink  tobacco,''*  8cc, 
Again,  A*  3: 

«  Do ;  and  we*ll  stay  here  and  drink  tobacco,* 

Again,  in  the  Interlude  of  Wine,  Beer,  Ali,  and  Tdbacco,  contending  far  Superioritif,  Tobacco  says, 

<<  What,  do  yd  stand  at  ga2e  ? 

Tobacco  is  a  drink,  too. 

Beer.  A  dfinkf 

Tobacco,  Wine,  you,  and  I,  come  both  out  of  k  pipe.** 

fhe  Country  Captaine,  by  the  Duke  of  Newcastle,  1^19,  p.  22.  :  **  1  doe  not  tbiuke  bat  thou  wilt  leave 
thy  law,  and  exercise  thy  taking  in  compassiog  some  treatises  against  longe  hayre,  and  drinhinge  that  most 
Imchristian  weede  yclept  tobacco.'* 
^    39  GaUy-foist^See  Note  8  to  The  Parxon's  Wedding, 

^  Stewed  pmnrt—See  Wotcs  of  Mr  Steevens  and  Dr  Fanner  to  the  First  Part  of  Henry  IV,  A,  3',  S.  3. 

^'  Herein  ordnance  able  to  sack  a  city  —So  Falstaff,  on  the  same  occasion,  in  the  First  Part  of  Henry  IV, 
says,  *'  there's  that  will  sack  a  city,"*    8. 

♦*  Peter  sa  meene,  CAamtro —These  wines  are  mentioned  likewise  in  The  Fair  Maid  of  the  West^  1615. 
Aragoosa,  or  Peter  see  me,  or  Chamico,    S. 

They  appear  to  have  been  Spanish  wines,  being  enumerated  in  the  foUowfaig  manner  in  PhHocPthonisia, 
1085,  p.  48. :  '*  From  the  Spaniard  all  kinds  of  Sacks,  as  Malligo,GAam{(r,  Sherry,  Canary,  Leatica,  I'a- 
lerno,  Frootiniark,  Peeter  see  tnee.  Vino  deriba  davia,  Yfam  dita  Frontina,  Vino  bianco,  Moscatell  perar- 
sivina  callis,  Callongallo,  Paracoriier,"  &c. 

The  Discovery  of  a  London  Monster,  called  the  Black  Dog  of  Neiibgete,\6%2,  Sign,  AS:  **  I  found  English, 

Scottish,  Welch,  Irish,  Dutch,  and  French,  in  several!  roomes,  some  drinking  the  neate  wine  of  Orleaoce, 

'some  the  Gascoriy,  some  the  Burdeaur, there  wanted  neither  Sherry  sack,  nor  ChamocOf  Mal^o,  nor  Pe^ 

ter  Seemine,  Amber  coloured  Candy,  nor  liquorish  Ipocras,  brown  Bastard,  fat  Aligant,  nor  any  qnick 

spirited  liquor  that  might  draw  their  wits  into  a  circle  to  see  the  devill  by  imraagioatlon." 

Dr  Warburton  says,  as  chameca  is,  in  Spanisby  the  nam«  of  turpentine- tree,  be  imagines  the  growth  of 
Chamico  was  in  some  district  abounding  with  that  tree;  or  that  it  had  its  naaie  tnm  a  certain  ifaiToar 
resembling  it. 

See  Notes  by  Dr  Warburton,  Mr  Hawkins,  Mr  Steevens,  and  Dr  Percy,  on  the  Second  Part  of  Henry  IV, 
A*  *•  S*  3* 
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fnf^r  Candido. 

XoA  My  noble  linen-draper!  Some  wine;  wel- 
come, old  lad ! 

Math.  You're  welcome,  Signior. 

Can.  These  lawns,  sir  ? 

Math.  Preseatiy;  my  man  is  gone  for  them. 
We  have  rigged  a  fleet,  you  see,  here,  to  sail  about 
the  world.  * 

Can.  A  daneerons  voyage,  sailing  in  such  ships. 

Bots.  There  8  no  casting  overboard  yet 

Lo(L  Because  you're  an  old  lady,  I  will  have 
▼ou  be  acquainted  with  this  grave  citizen :  Pray 
bestow  your  lips  upon  him,  and  bid  him  wet 
Gome« 

Horse.  Any  citizen  shall  be  most  welcome  to 
me. — I  have  used  to  buy  ware  at  your  shop. 

Can.  It  may  be  so,  good  madaiio. 

Horse.  Your  'prentices  know  my  dealings  well. 
I  trust  your  good  wife  be  in  good  case;  if  it 
please  you,  bear  her  a  token  from  my  lips  by  word 
of  mouth. 

Can.  I  pray  no  more,  forsooth;  'tis  very  well ; 
indeed  I  love  no  sweetmeats.— She's  a  breath 
atmks  worse  than  fifty  pole-cats !— Sir,  a  word ; 
is  she  a  lady? 

lj)d.  A  woman  of  a  good  house,  and  an  an- 
dent^  she's  a  bawd. 

Can.  A  bawd !  Sir,  I'll  steal  hence,  and  see 
your  lawns  some  other  time. 

Math.  Steal  out  of  such  company  ?  Pacheco^ 
iny  man,  is  but  gone  for  'em.  Jueutenant  Bots, 
drink  to  this  worthy  old  fellow,  and  teach  him  to 
£y  high. 

Omnes.  Swagger;  and  make  him  do't  on  his 
knees. 

Can.  How,  Bots?  aow,  bless  me,  what  do  I 
with  BoU^— No  wine,  in  sooth,  no  wine,  good 
master  Bots. 

Bo*f.  Grey-beard,  goat's-pizzle,  Vis  a  health ! 
Have  this  in  your  guts,  or  this;  there.  I  will 
sing  a  bawdy  song,  sir,  because  your  verjuice  face 
is  melancholy,  to  make  liqud^  go  down  giib :  Will 
YOU  fall  on  your  marrow-bones,  and  pledge  this 
health ;  'tis  to  my  mistress,  a  whore  ? 

Can.  Here's  ratsbaue  upon  ratsbane ! — Master 
Bots,  I  pray,  sir,  |>ardon  me ;  you  are  a  soldier:, 
press  me  not  to  this  service,  I  am  old,  and  shoot 
not  in  such  pot-euns. 

Bots.  Cap,  ni  teach  you. 

Can.  To  drink  healthis,  is  to  drink  sickness  :— 
Gentlemen,  pray  rescue  me. 

Bots.  Zounds!  who  dare? 

Omnes.  We  sh^  have  stabbing,  then. 


Can.  I  have  reckonings  to  cast  up»  good  master 
Bots.  ' 

Bots.  This  will  make  you  cast  'em  np  bettep. 

Lod.  Why  does  your  hand  shake  so? 

Can.  The  palsy,  Signiors,  daoceth  in  my  blood. 

Bots.  Pipe,  with  a  pox,  sir,  then ;  or  Til  make 
your  blood  dance ! 

Can.  Hold,  hold,  good  master  Bots;  I  drink.  > 

Omnes.  To  whom  ? 

Can.  To  the  old  countess  there. 

Horse.  To  me,  old  boy  ?  this  is  he  that  never 
drank  wine ;  once  again  to't. 

Can.  With  much  ad^  the  poison  is  got  down, 
Though  I  can  scarce  get  up ;  never  before 
Drank  I  a  whore*s  h^th,  nor  will  never  more. 

Enter  Orlando,  with  Lawns. 

Math.  Hast  been  at  gallows  ? 

OrL  Yes,  sir,  for  I  make  account  to  suffer  to* 
day. 

Math.  Look,  Siguier,  here's  the  commodity. 

Can.  Your  price  ?  ' 

Math.  Thus. 

Can.  No,  too  dear;  thus. 

Math.  No:  O  fie!  you  must  fly  higher:  Yet 
take  theip  home,  trifles  shall  not  make  us  quarrel  ^ 
we'll  agree,  you  shall  have  them,  and  a  penny- 
worth ;  ni  fetch  money  at  your  shop. 

Can.  Be  it  so,  good  Signior,  send  me  going. 

Math.  Going  ?  a  deep  bowl  of  wine  for  Signior 
Candido. 

Orl.  He  would  be  going. 

Can.  I'll  rather  stay,  than  go  so;  stop  your  bowU 

Enter  Constable  and  Billmen, 

Lod,  How  now  ?  : 

Bots.  ♦'  Is't  Shrove-Tuesday,  that  these  ghosta 
walk?  i 

Math,  Wliat's  your  business,  sir  ? 

Con.  Fromi  the  Doke :  You  are  the  man  we 
look  for,  Signior ;  I  have  warrant  here  from  the: 
Duke  to  apprehend  you  upon  felony,  for  robbing 
two  pedlars :  I  charge  you,  i'the  Duke's  name,  go 
quickly. 

Math.  Is  the  wind  turned?  well;  this  is  that 
old  wolf,  my  fatbel^in-law.  Seek  out  your  mis- 
tress, sirrah. 

OrL  Yes,  sir:  as  shafts  by  piecing  aie  made 
strong. 
So  shall  thy  life  be  straightened  by  this  wrong.  . 

[Exit. 

Omnes.  In  troth  we  are  sorry. 

Math.  Brave  men  roust  be  crost ;  pish,  it's  but 
fortune's  dice  roving  against  me.  Come,  sir,  pray 


«  J4*<  Shrove-Tuesday,  that  these  ghosU  walk  f—Trom  ibis  passa^,  I  apprehend,  it  was  formerly  a 
custon^  for  the  peace-officers  to  make  search  after  women  of  iU  fame  on  that  day,  and  to  confine  them 


during  the  season  of  Lent. 
$hrovt~Tuesdt^U  tragedy,*' 


So  SensuaUt}f  says,  in  Microcosmusx  A.  5 :  *'  Bat  now  welcome  a  cart,  or  %. 


»88 


SECOND  PART  OF 


[Dekkab. 


use  me  like  a  gentleman,  let  me  not  be  carried 
through  the  streets  like  a  pageant. 

Cm.  If  these  gentlemen  please,  you  shall  go 
along  vvith  them. 

(mne$.  Be't  so ;  come. 

Can.  What  are  you»  sir  ? 

Bats,  ly  sir  ?  sometimes  a  fi^re,  sometimes  a 
cypher,  as  the  state  has  occasion  to  cast  up  her 
accounts :  Fm  a  soldier. 

Con,  Your  name  is  Bots,  is't  not  ? 

Boii.  Bots  is  my  name :  Bets  is  known  to  this 
company. 

Con.  I  know  you  are,  sir :  what's  she  ? 

Bots.  A  gentlewoman,  my  motlier. 

€^n.  Take  them  both  along, 

Boti.  Me,  sir? 

Bilimen.  And,  sir. 

Con.  If  he  swagger,  raise  the  street 

Bots.  Gentlemen,  gentlemen,  whither  will  you 
draff  us? 

LotL  To  the  garden-house.  Bots,  are  we  even 
with  you  ? 

Con.  To  Bridewell  with  them. 

Bots.  You  will  answer  this.  [Exeunt. 

Con.  Better  than  a  challenge ;  I  have  warrant 
for  my  work,  sir. 

Lod.  We'll  so  before.  [Exeunt. 

Con.  Pray  ito. 
Who,  Signior  Candido?  a  citizen  of  your  degree 
Consorted  thus,  and  revelling  in  such  a  house? 

Can.  Why,  sir  ?  what  house,  I  pray  ? 

Con.  Lewd,  and  defamed. 

Can.  Is't  so?  thanks,  sir;  I'm  gone. 

Con.  What  have  you  there  ? 

Can.  Lawns  which  I  bought,  sir,  of  the  gentle- 
man that  keeps  the  house. 

Con.  And  I  have  warrant  here,  to  search  for 
such  stolen  ware.    These  lawns  are  stolen. 

Can*  Indeed ! 

Con.  So  he's  the  thief,  you  the  receiver :  I'm 
sorrv  for  this  chance,  I  must  commit  you« 

Can.  Me,  sir,  for  what? 

Con,  These  goods  are  found  upon  you,  and 
you  must  answer't. 

Can.  Must  I  so} 

Con.  Most  certain. 

Can.  I'll  send  for  bail. 

Con.  I  dare  not ;  yet  because  you  are  a  citizen 
of  worth,  you  shall  not  be  made  a  pointing  stock, 
but  without  guard  pass  only  with  myself. 


Can,  To  Bridewell  too? 
Con,  No  remedy. 

Can.  Yes,  patience ;  being  not  mad,  tfaej  l^d 
me  once  to  Bedlam. 
Now  Vm  drawn  to  Bridewell,  loving  no  whores: 
Con.  You  will  buy  lawn  ?^ 

[Exemni. 

Enter  at  one  door  Hxpolito  ;  at  another,  Lo> 
novico^  AsTOLFo,  Carolo,  Bebaux),  Fohtzo 

NELL. 

Lod.  Yonder^s  the  lord  Hipolito,  bv  any  meant 
leave  him  and  me  together ;  now  will  I  turn  hiia 
|0  a  madman. 

Omnes.  Save  you,  my  lord.  [Exemni. 

Lod,  1  have  strange  news  to  tell  you. 

Hip.  What  are  they? 

Lod.  Your  mare's  in  the  pound. 

Hip,  How's  this  ? 

Lod.  Your  nightingale  is  in  a  lime  bush. 

Hip.  Ha! 

Xo«r.  Your  puritanical  Honest  Wkar€^  tits  in 
a  blue  gown. 

Hip.  Blue  gown ! 

Lod.  She'll  chalk  out  your  way  to  her  now :  she 
beats  chalk. 

Hip,  Where,  who  dares  ? 

Xok.  Do  you  know  the  brick  house  of  casd- 
gation,  by  the  river  side  that  runs  by  Millan ;  the 
school  where  they^^  pronounce  no  letter  well 
butO? 

Hip,  I  know  it  not. 

Lod.  Any  man  that  has  bom  office  of  consta- 
ble, or  any  woman  that  has  fallen  from  a  horae 
load  to  a  cart-load,  or  like  an  old  hen  that  has  had 
none  but  rotten  eggs  in  her  nest,  can  direct  you 
to  her;  there  you  shall  see  your  punk  amongst 
her  back  friends,  there  you  may  have  her  at  your 
will,  for  there  she  beats  chalk,  or  grinds  in  the 
mill,  ^  with  a  whip  deedle,  deedle,  deedle,  deedle; 
ah,  little  monkey. 

H^.  What  rocue  durst  serve  that  warrantj^ 
knowing  I  loved  hert 

Lod.  Some  worshipful  rascal,  I  lay  my  life. 

Hip,  I'll  beat  the  lod^ngs  down  about  their 
ears 
That  are  her  keepers. 

Lod.  So  you  may  bring  an  old  l^mse  over  her 
head. 

H^.  Ill  to  1 


^*  8il$  in  a  hlne  gown.— It  appears  from  a  passage  in  Promos  and  Catsandray  that  a  hh$e  gMra  was  the 
habit  in  which  a  strumpet  did  penance.  So  too,  in  the  Northern  Lass^  leSH:  "  —All  the  good  yon  in- 
teoded  me  ^ai  a  lockram  coif,  a  bbtt  gown^  a  wheel,  &c.*'  The  wAeef,  ai  well  as  the  bl%te  ^oten,  are  men* 
tioned  in  subsequent  scenes  of  this  comedy.    S. 

♦5  Pronounce  no  Utter  well  but  0  f—  Sec  M  r  Steevens's  Note  on  Ikelfth  Nighty  A.  2.  S.  5. 

^^  BeaU  chalky  or  grinds  in  the  mi7/.— To  beat  chalk,  grind  in  mills,  raise  sand  and  gravel,  and  make 
lime,  were  among  the  employments  assigned  for  vagrants  who  were  committed  to  Bridewell.  See 
Orders  appointed  to  be  executed  in  the  Cittie  of  London,  for  setting  rogues  and  idle  persSns  to  soorke,  andfo^ 
rtle^t  of  the  poors.    Printed  by  Hugh  Singleton* 
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111  to  her,  stood  armed  friends  to  guard  the  doon. 

[Exit, 

Lod,  Oh  me !  what  monsters  are  men  made  by 

whores ! 

If  this  false  fire  do  kindle  him,  there's  one  faggot 

More  to  the  bonfire ;  now  to  my  Brideweil-birds, 

What  song  will  they  sing  ?  [Exit. 

^ter  Duke^  Casolo,  Astolfo,  Bekaldo,  Fon- 
TiNELL,  three  or  four  Masters  of  Bridewell; 

In  FELICE. 

Duke.  ^7  Your  Bridewell?  that  the  name?  for 
beauty,  strength, 
Capjacity,  and  form  of  ancient  building, 
Besides  the  river's  neighbourhood,  few  houses 
Wherein  we  keep  our  court  can  better  it. 

1  Jf OS/.  Hither  from  foreign  courts  have  prin- 
ces come, 
And  with  our  Duke  did  acts  of  state  commence, 
Here  that  great  cardinal  had  first  audience^ 
The  grave  Carapayne ;  that  Duke  dead,  his  son, 
That  famous  pnnce,  gave  free  possession 
Of  this  his  palace,  to  the  citizens^ 
To  be  the  poor  man's  ware-house;  and  endow- 
ed it 
With  lands  to  the  value  of  seven  hundred  marks, 
With  all  the  bedding  and  the  furmture,  once 

proper, 
As  the  lands  then  were,  to  an  hospital 
^Belonging  to  a  duke  of  Savoy.    Tnos 
Fortune  can  toss  the  world ;  a  prince's  court 
Is  thus  a  prison  now. 

Duke.  nHs  fortune's  sport; 
These  changes  common  are  ;  the  wheel  of  fate 
Turns  kingdoms  up,  till  they  fall  desolate. 
But  hovr  are  these  seven  hundred  marks  by  the 

vear 
Employed  in  this  your  work-house  ? 

1  Mast.  War  and  peace 
Feed  both  upon  those  lands :  when  the  iron  doors 
Of  wars  burst  open,  from  this  house  are  sent 
Men  furnished  in  all  martial  complement. 
The  moon  hath  through  her  bow  scarce  drawn  to 

the  head, 
like  to  twelve  silver  arrows,  all  the  months, 
Since  sixteen  hundred  soldiers  went  abroad : 


Here  providence  and  charity  play  sadi  parts^ 
The  house  is  like  a  very  school  of  arts ; 
For  when  our  soldiers,  like  ships  driven  from  seig 
With  ribs  all  broken,  and  with  tattei'd  ndes. 
Cast  anchor  here  again,  their  rajgged  backs 
How  often  do  we  cover?  that,  like  men. 
They  may  be  sent  to  their  own  homes  a^n. 
All  here  are  but  one  swarm  of  bees,  and  strive 
To  bring  with  wearied  thighs  honey  to  the  hive. 
The  sturdy  beogar,  and  the  lazy  lown, 
Gel|here  hardbands,  or  laced  correction. 
The  vagabond  grows  stay'd,  and  learns  t*obey. 
The  drone  is  beaten  well,  and  sent  a«ray ; 
As  other  prisons  are,  some  for  the  thief. 
Some,  by  which  undone  credit  gets  relief 
From  bridled  debtors,  others  for  the  poor. 
So  this  b  for  the  bawd,  the  rogue,  and  whore. 

Car.  An  excellent  team  of  horse. 

1  Mait.  Nor  is  it  seen. 
That  the  whip  draws  blood  here,  to  cool  the  spleea 
Of  any  rugged  bencher ;  nor  does  offence 
Feel  smart,  or  spiteful,  or  rash  evidence ; 
But  presnant  testimony  forth  must  stand, 
Ere  justice  leave  them  in  the  beadle's  hand ; 
As  iron,  on  the  anvil  are  they  laid,  ^ 

Not  to  take  blows  alone,  but  to  be  made   / 
And  fadiioned  to  some  charitable  use. 

Duke.  Thus  wholsomest  laws  spring  from  the 
worst  abuse. 

Ent&  Orlando  before  Bellafbokt. 

BeL  Let  mercy  touch  your  heart-strings,  gra- 
cious lord. 
That  it  may  sound  like  music  in  the  ear 
Of  a  man  desperate,  being  in  the  hands  of  law. 
Duke.  His  name  ? 
BeL  Matheo. 

Duke.  For  a  robbery  ?  where  is  he  ? 
Bel.  In  this  house. 

[Exeunt  Bella  fronv,  and  one  (fthe 
Masters  of  BridewelL 

Vuke.  Fetch  you  him  hither 

Is  this  the  party  ? 

Orl.  This  is  the  hen,  my  lord,  that  the  cock, 
with  the  lordly  comb,  yoor  son-in^w  would 
crow,  over,  and  tread. 


^7  Your  BrideKellj  &c.-^We  have  herea  carious  specimen  of  the  licence  which  ancient  writers  used  to  al- 
low themselves  of  Introducing  facts  and  circumstances  pecnliar  to  one  country  into  another.  Every  thing 
here  said  of  Bridewell  is  applicable  to  the  house  of  correction  which  goes  by  that  name  in  London.— 
Clianging  the  names  of  the  duke  and  hte  son  to  those  of  Henry  the  Eighth  and  Edward  the  Sixth,  all  the 
events  mentioned  will  be  found  to  have  happened  in  the  English  Bridewell.  The  situation  of  the  place 
is  also  the  same.  In  the  time  of  Henry  the  Eighth,  princes  were  lodged  there  $  part  of  it  l>eing  built  m  the 
year  lft22,  for  the  reception  of  Charles  the  Fifth,  whose  nobles  resided  In  it.    In  1A88,  Cardinal  Cam- 

"       '    "    Inthe  seventh  year  of 

atK»vementioned.     To 

the  amount  of  7()0  marks 

a  year,  with  all  the  bedding  and  ftimitare  of  that  hospital. "  See  Stowe*s  Survtpy  8trype*s  edit.  HSI,  vol. 
I.  p.  S64.  There  is  al90  the  like  anachronism  in  the  First  Bart  of  this  I'lay  concerning  Bethlem  Hospi- 
tal. I  cannot  discover  that  th^re  is  any  phice  for  the  reception  of  lunatics,  in  the  city  of  Milan,  dis- 
^ii^ished  by  that  name* 


^ 
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[Dbkkai 


Duke,  Atv  your  two  servants  ready  ? 
OrL  My  two  pedlars  are  pack*d  together,  my 
good  lord. 
Duke,  Tis  well;  this  day  in  judgement  shall  be 
bpent, 
Vice,  like  a  wound  laneed,  mends  my  punish- 
ment. 
Inf.  Let  me  be  gone,  my  lord,  or  stand  unseen; 
'Tis  rare  when  a  judge  strikes,  and  that  none  die, 
And  'tis  unfit  then  women  should  be  by. 
1  Ma$i.  We'll  place  you,  lady,  in  some  private 

room. 
Inf.  Pray  do  so.  [Exit, 

Orl,  Thus  nice  dames  swear,  it  is  unfit  their 
eyes 
Should  view  men  carved  up  for  anatomies ; 
Yet  the/11  see  all,  so  they  may  stand  unseen. 
Many  women  sure  will  sin  behind  a  skreen. 

Enter  Lodovico. 

Lod,  Your. son,  the  lord  Hipolito,  is  entered. 
Duke,  Tell  him  we  wish  his  presence.     A 
wordySforsa; 
On  what  wings  Hew  he  hither? 

Lod,  These — I  told  him  bis  lark  whom  he  loved 
was  a'Bridewell- bird;  he's  mad  that  this  cage  should 
hold  her,  and  is  come  to  let  her  out. 

Duke.  Tis  excellent :  away  gn  call  him  hither. 
[Exit  Lodovico. 

Enter  one  of  the  Governors  of  the  Houte^  Bel- 
LAFROMT  after  him  with  Mat|ieo,  after  him 
the  Constable,  Enter  at  another  door  Lodo- 
vico and  Hipolito  :  OaLANDO  steps  forth,  and 
brings  in  two  Pedlars, 

Duke.  You  are  to  us  a  stranger,  worthy  lord, 
Tis  strange  to  see  vou  here. 

Hip.  It  is  most  fit, 
That  where  the  sun  goes,  Attomyes  follow  it. 

Duke.  Attomyes  neither  shi4>e  nor  honour 
bear; 
Be  you  yourself  a  sunbeam  to  shine  clear. 
Is  this  the  gentleman?  stand  forth  and  hear  your 
accusation. 

Math,  I'll  hear  none :  I  fly  high  in  that :  rather 
than  kites  should  seize  upon  me,  and  pick  out 
mine  eyes  to  ray  face,  I'll  strike  my  talons  through 
mine  own  heart  first,  and  spit  my  blood  in  theirs ; 
1  am  here  for  shriving  those  two  fools  of  their 
sinful  pack ;  when  those  jack  daws  have  caw'd 
over  me,  then  must  I  cry  guilty,  or  not  guilty; 
the  law  has  work  enough  already,  and  therefore 
111  put  no  work  of  mioeinto  his  hands,  the  hang- 
man shall  ha't  first,  I  did  pluck  those  ganders, 
did  rob  them. 

Duke,  Tis  well  done  to  confess. 

Math,  Confess  and  be  hanged,  and  then  I  fly 
high;is't  not  so?  that  for  that;  a  gallows  is  the 
worst  rub  that  a  good  bowler  can  meet  with ;  I 
stumbled  against  such  a  post,  else  this  night  I  bad 
played  the  part  of  a  true  son  in  these  days,  un- 
done my  father-in-law,  with  him  would  I  have 
run  at  leap-frog,  and  come  over  his  gold,  though 


I  had  broke  his  neck  for^t:  bat  the  poor 
trout  is  now  in  the  net* 

Hip,  And  now  the  law  must  teadi  you  to  fiy 
high. 

Math,  Right,  my  lord,  and  then  may  you  ij 
low ;  no  more  words;  a  moose,  mmiiy  joQ  are 
stopped. 

BeL  Be  good  to  my  poor  husband,  dear  mj 
lords. 

Math.  Ass,  why  shouldst  thou  pray  tbena  to  be 
good  to  me,  when  no  man  here  is  good  to  one 
another? 

Duke,  Did  any  hand  work  in  thb  theft  bat 
yours  ? 

Math,  O  yes,  my  lord,  yes:— the  hangman 
has  never  one  son  at  a  birdi,  his  children  alwan 
come  by  couples ;  though  I  cannot  give  the  old 
clog)  my  ^father,  a  bone  to  gnaw,  the  daoghter 
shall  be  sure  of  a  choak-pear.— Yes,  my  lord, 
there  was  one  more  that  fiddled  my  fine  pedlan^ 
and  that  was  my  wife. 

BeL  Alas,!? 

OrL  O  everlasting,  supernatural  soperlative 
villain ! 

Omnes,  Your  wife,  Matheo  ? 

Hip.  Sure  it  cannot  be. 

Math.  Oh,  sir,  yoa  love  no  quarters  of  mutton 
that  hang  up,  you  love  none  but  whole  mutton  ; 
•he  set  the  robbery,  I  performed  it;  she  spurred 
me  on,  I  gallop'd  away. 

OrL  My  lords 

BeL  My  lords,  (fellow  ^ve  me  speech)  if  my 
poor  life 
May  ransom  thine,  I  yield  it  to  the  law. 
Thou  hurt'st  thy  soul,  yet  wipest  off  no  offence^ 
By  casting  blots  upon  mv  innocence ; 
Let  not  these  spare  me,  but  tell  truth ;  no,  see 
Who  slips  his  neck  out  of  the  misery. 
Though  not  out  of  the  mischief ;  let  thy  servant. 
That  shared  in  this  base  act,  accuse  me  here, — 
Whv  should  my  husband  perish,  be  got  clear  ? 

OrL  A  good'  child,  hang  thine  own  father. 

Duke,  Old  fellow,  was  thy  hand  in  too  .^ 

OrL  My  hand  was  in  the  p^e,  my  lord,  I  con-i 
fess  it;  my  mistress,  I  see,  will  bnng  me  to  the^. 
gallows,  and  so  leave  me ;  but  I'll  not  leave  her 
so :  I  had  rather  hang  in  a  woman's  company, 
than  in  a  man's;  because  if  we  should  go  to  hell . 
together,  I  should  scarce  be  let  in,  for  all  the  de<» , 
vils  are  afraid  to  have  any  women  come  amongst  > 
them ;  as  I  am  true  thief,  she  neither  consented 
to  this  felony,  nor  knew  of  it. 

Duke.  What  fury  prompts  thee  on  to  kill  thy 
wife? 

Math,  Its  my  humour,  sir;  'tis  a  foolish  bag- 
pipe that  I  make  myself  merry  with ;  why  should. 
I  eat  hemp-seed  at  the  hangman's  thirteen- pence' 
half-penny  ordinary,  and  have  this  whore  laugl^ 
at  me  as  I  swing,  as  I  totter  ? 

Duke,  Is  she  a  whore? 

Math,  A  six-penny  mutton  pasty,  for  any  ta 
cut  up. 

OrL  Ah,  toad,  toad,  toad. 
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Math,  **  A  barbells  cittern  for  every  serving 
man  to  play  upon ;  that  lord,  your  sou,  knows  it. 

Hip.  I,  sir ;  am  I  her  bawd  then  ? 
'  Math,  No,  sir,  but  she's  your  whore  then. 

OW.  Yea  spider,  dost  catch  at  great  flie'  ? 

Hip.  My  whore  ?  ^ 

Math.  1  cannot  talk,  sir,  and  tell  of  your  rems, 
and  your  rees,  and  your  whirligigs,  and  devices ; 
but,  my  lord,  1  found  tliem  like  sparrows  in  one 
nest,  biUing  together,  and  bulling  of  me,  I  took 
them  in  bed,  was  ready  to  kill  tli«m,  was  up  to 
stab  her — 

Hip.  Close  thy  rank  jaws :  pardon  me,  I  am 
vexed. 
Thou  art  a  villain,  a  malicious  devil, 
Deep  as  the  place  where  thou  art  lost,  thou  lyest; 
Since  I  am  thus  far  got  into  this  stonn, 
I'll  through,  and  thou  shall  see  I*U  through  un- 
touched, • 
When  thou  shalt  perish  in  it 

Enter  Infelice, 

Inf,  Tis  my  cue 
To  enter  now ;  room !  let  my  priee  be  play'd, 
I  have  lurk'd  in  clouds,  yet  heard  what  all  have 

said ; 
What  jury  more  can  prove  she  has  wrongM  my  bed 
Than  her  owif  husband,  she  must  be  punished; 
I  challenge  law,  my  lord,  letters,  and  gold,  and 

jewels. 
From  my  lord  that  woman  took. 

Hip.  Against  that  black-mouthed  devil,  against 
letters,  and  gold. 
And  against  a  jealous  wife  I  do  uphold. 
Thus  far  her  reputation  ;  I  could  sopner 
Shake  the  Appenine,  and  crumble  rocks  to  dust, 
Than,  though  Jove*s  shower  rained  down,  tempt 
her  to  lust. 
Bel.  What  shall  I  say? 

Orl.  [He  discovert  himself.]  ^^7  ^^^  ^^  ^^^ 
a  whore,  and  that's  more  than  fifteen  women 
amongst  five  hundred  dare  swear  without  lymg : 
this  shalt  thou  say,  no  let  me  sa/t  for  thee ;  thy 
husband's  a  knave,  this  lord's  an  honest  man; 
thou  art  no  punk,  this  lady's  a  right  lady.  Pa- 
cbeco  is  a  thief  as  his  master  is,  but  old  Orlando 
is  as  true  a  man  as  thy  father  is :  I  have  seen  you 
fly  high,  sir,  aud  I  have  seen  you  fly  low,  sir;  and 
to  keep  you  from  the  gallows,  sir,  a  blue  coat  have 
I  worn,  and  a  thief  did  I  turn  ;  mine  own  men  are 
the  pedlars,  my  twenty  pound  did  fly  high,  sir,  your 
wife's  gown  did  fly  low,  sir :  whither  fly  you  now. 


sir  ?  yon  have  scaped  the  gallows,  to  the  devil  yoa 
fly  next,  sir.    Am  I  right,  my  liege  ? 

Duke.  Your  father  has  the  true  physician  played. 

Math,  And  1  am  now  his  patient. 

Ifip.  And  be  so  still, 
Tis  a  good  sign  when  our  cheeks  blush  at  ill. 

Con.  The  linen-draper,  Signior  Candido, 
He  whom  the  city  terms  the  patient  man, 
Is  likewise  here  for  buying  or  those  lawns 
The  pedlars  lost. 

Inf.  Alas,  good  Candido.        [Exit  ConstabUi 

Duke.  Fetch  him ;  and  when  these  payments 
up  are  cast. 
Weigh  out  your  light  gold,  but  let's  have  them  last 

Enter  Candido,  and  Constable, 
Duke.  In  Bridewell,  Candido  ? 
Can.  Yes,  my  good  lord. 
Duke.  What  make  you  here  f 
Can.  My  lord,  what  make  ^ou  here  ? 
Duke.  I'm  here  to  save  ri^t,  and  to  drive 

wrong  hence. 
Can.  And  I  to  bear  wrong  here  with  patience^ 
Duke.  You  have  bought  stolen  goods. 
Can.  So  they  do  say,  my  lord,     • 
Yet  bought  I  them  upon  a  gentleman's  word; 
And  I  imagine  now,  as  I  thought  then, 
That  there  be  thieves,  but  no  thieves  gentlemen. 
Hip.  Your  credit's  crack'd  being  here. 
Can.  No  more  than  gold 
Being  crack'd,  which  does  his  estimation  hold. 
I  was  in  Bedlam  once,  but  was  I  mad? 
They  made  roe  pledge  whores'  healths,  bat  am  I 

bad. 
Because  I'm  with  bad  people  ? 

Duke.  Well,  stand  by. 
If  you  take  wrong,  we'll  cure  the  injtiry. 
Enter  ConstabU,  afttr  them  Bots,  af^er  him  two 
Beadles,  one  with  hemp,  the  other  with  a  bee^ 
tle:^ 

Duke.  Stay,  stay,  what's  he  ?  a  prisoner  ? 
Con.  Yes,  my  lord. 
JEHp.  He  seems  a  soldier  r 
Bots,  I  am  what  I  seem,  sir,  one  of  fortune's 
bastards,  a  soldier,  and  a  gentleman,  and  am 
brought  in  here  with  master  Constable's  band  of 
Billmen,  because  they  face  me  down  that  I  live, 
like  those  that  keep  bowling-alleys,  by  the  sins 
of  the  people,  in  being  '^  a  squire  of  the  body. 
Hip.  On,  an  apple-squire. 
Bots.  Yes,  sir,  that  degree  of  scurvy  squires^ 
and  that  I  am  maintained  by  the  beat  pact  thai 


*»  A  harier't  ciltfm.—See  Note  13  to  The  Mauor  of  ^tdn^Lrugh,  A.  3.,&  S. 
Again,  in  More  Foolts  yet,  by  Hoger  Sharp  \  4to,  1610  : 

.      .  "  Here  comes  old  Sponge  the  ftorW  totU  A£s  ImV^ 

^  A  beetle. — A  mallet.  Malleus  lignens.     Barretts  Alvearie, 

5®  J  sfuire  of  the  body. -^  A  squire  of  the  body,  says  Mr  Steevens,  (No^  on  the  First  Part  of  Henry  IV 
▼oL  V.  p.  260.  e|)it.  1778,)  signified  originally  the  attendant  on  a  knight;  the  person  who  bore  his  head* 
piece,  spear,  and  shield.    It  afterwards  became  a  cant  term  for  a  Tpimp,  and  is  to  used  here. 

Again,  in  The  Witty  fmr  one,  by  Shirley,  1633 :  For  a  procuress ;  here  comes  the  squirt  of  her  mistress  body. 
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is  commonly  in  a  woman,  by  ibe  worst  players  of 
those  (NirtSy  but  I  am  known  to  all  this  company. 

Lod.  My  lord,  'tb  true,  we  all  know  him,  'as 
lieutenant  Bots. 

Duke,  Bots,  and  where  have  you  served,  Bots  ? 

Boti.  In  most  of  your  hottest  services  in  the 
Low  Countries ;  at  the  Groyne  I  was  wounded  in 
this  thigh,  and  halted  upon  t,  but  'tis  now  sound. 
In  Cleveland  I  mist  but  little,  having  the  bridge 
of  my  nose  broken  down  with  two  great  stones, 
as  I  VI  as  scaling  a  fort :  I  have  been  tried,  sir, 
too,  in  Gelderland,  and  scaped  hardly  there  from 
being  blown  up  at  a  breach :  I  was  fired,  and 
lay  i'the  surgeon's  hands  for't  till  the  fall  of  the 
leaf  following. 

J7ip.  All  this  may  be,  and  yet  you  no  soldier. 

Bott.  No  soldier,  sir?  I  hope  these  are  services 
that  your  proudest  commanders  do  venture  upon, 
and  never  come  off  sometimes. 

Duke.  Well,  sir,  because  you  say  you  are  a 
soldier, 
m  use  you  like  a  gentleman ;  make  room  there, 
Plant  him  amongst  you,  we  shall  have  anon 
Strange  hawks  fly  here  before  us ;  if  none  light 

on  yon, 
Yeu  shall  with  freedom  take  your  flight ; 
But  if  you  prove  a  bird  of  baser  wiog. 
We'll  use  you  like  such  birds,  here  you  shall  sing. 

Bott*  I  wish  to  be  tried  at  no  other  weapon. 


Duke.  Why,  is  he  fumish'd  with  those  imple-  I  whore  ? 


Enter  two  of  the  Mastert;  a  Constable  ifier  them, 
then  DoEOTHEA  Target,  brave  ;  after  her  twoo 
BeadleSy  the  one  with  a  wheel, ''  the  other  with 
a  blue  gown, 

Lod.  Are  cot  you  a  bride,  forsooth  ? 

Dor.  Say  ye? 

Car,  He  wo'd  know  if  these  be  not  your  Bride- 
men. 

Dor.  Vuh,  yes,  sir ;  and  look  ye,  do  yoo  see 
the  bridelaces  that  I  give  at  my  wedding  will 
serve  to  tie  rosemary  to  both  vour  coflins  whea 
yon  come  from  handng— Scab ! 

OrL  Fie,  I^ink,  &,  fie,  fie. 

Dor.  Out»  you  stale  stinking  head  of  garlic^ 
fob,  at  mv  heels.  ^^ — ^ 

OrL  My  head's  cloven. 

Hip.  O,  let  the  gentlewoman  alone,  she's  go- 
ing to  shrift. 

Att.  Nay,  to  do  penance. 

Car,  Ay,  ay^  go^  Punk,  go  to  ^  cross  and  be 
whipt. 

Dor.  Marry  mew,  marry  mufi^  marry  hang 
you  goodman  dog :  whipt?  do  ye  take  me  for  a 
base  spittle  whore  ?  in  troth,  gentlemen,  you  wear 
the  clothes  of  gentlemen,  but  yon  carry  not  the 
minds  of  gentlemen,  to  abuse  a  gentlewoman  of 
my  fashion. 

Lod.  Fashion  !  pox  a  your  fashions,  art  not  a 


ments? 

1  Mast.  The  pandar  is  more  dangerous  to  a 
state. 
Than  is  the  common  thief;  and  though  our  laws 
Lie  heavier  on  the  thief,  yet  that  the  pandar 
May  know  the  hangman's  ruff  should  fit  him  too. 
Therefore  he's  set  to  beat  hemp. 

Duke.  This  does  savour 
Of  justice ;  basest  slaves  to  basest  labour. 
Now  pray,  set  open  hell,  and  let  us  see 
The  sne-devils  that  are  here. 

Tnf,  Methinks  this  place 
Should  make  even  Lais  honest. 

1  Mast.  Some  it  turns  good ; 
But,  as  some  men  whose  hands  are  once  in  blood, 
Do  in  a  pride  spill  more,  so  some  going  hence, 
Are,  by  being  here,  lost  in  more  impudence; 
Let  it  not  to  them,  when  they  come,  appear. 
That  any  one  does  as  their  judge  sit  here; 
But  that  as  gentlemen  you  come  to  see. 
And  then  perhaps  their  tongues  will  walk  more 
tree. 

Duke.  Let  them  be  marshal'd  in ;  be  covered 
all. 
Fellows,  now  to  make  the  scene  more  comical 

Car.  Will  not  you  be  smelt  out  Bots? 

Bott.  No,  your  bravest  whores  have  the  worst 
noses. 


Dor.  Goodman  slave.  , 

Duke.  O  ^e^  abuse  her  not,  let  os  two  talk ; 
What  mought  I  call  your  name,  pray  ? 

Dor.  I'm  not  ashamed  of  my  name,  sir,  my 
name  is  Mistress  Doll  Target,  a  western  gentle- 
woman, xu 

Lod.  Her  tai]get  against  any  pike  in  Millan.     ^ 

Duke.  Why  is  this  wheel  borne  after  her  ?         ' 

1  Mast.  She  must  spin. 

Dor,  A  course  thread  it  shall  be,  as  all  threads 
are. 

Att.  If  you  spin  then  you'll  cam  money  here  too  ? 

Dor,  I  had  rather  get  half-a-crown  abroad, 
then  ten  crowns  here. 

OrL  Abroad  ?  I  think  so. 

Inf.  Doest  thou  not  weep  now  thou  art  here  f 

Jjor.  Say  ye  ?  weep  ?  yes  forsooth,  as  yon  did 
when  you  lost  your  maidenhead  \  do  you  not  hear 
how  I  weep  ?  \^ngs. 

Lod.  Farewell,  Doll. 

Dor.  Farewell,  dog.  lEsit, 

Duke.  Past  shame ;  past  penitence,  why  is  that 
blue  gown  ? 

1  Matt.  Being  stript  out  of  her  wanton  loose 
attire. 
That  garment  she  puts  on,  base  to  die  eye^ 
Only  to  clothe  her  m  humility. 

Duke.  Are  all  the  rest  like  this  ? 


9>  A  whecL-^fhe  Ifoie  44,  p.  588. 
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Y90  (M^  iU$  4rab  tw^Us  with  a  wanton  reus 
The  BWt  that  enters  bat  a  difiereat  atrain. 

Duke^  Vana^  k  gpod,  let's  see  the  rest. 

[Exit  Maiter. 

Bot$,  Your  graoe  sees  Vm  saand  jpa^  and  do 
bullets  in%  dm. 

J)uke.  Coma  off  so,  and  'tis  well. 

Omnei.  Here's  the  aaeond  oaess. 

Enter  the  two  Moitert^qfter  them  the  Comtdklcy 
^     udier  him  Pen  e^ope  W horehop  k  d,  Uke  a  Or 
tUenU  wife  ;  after  her  two  Beadles,  one  with  a 
biue  if<awf^  another  with  chalk  and  a  mallet. 

Pen,  I  have  worn  maaj  a  oostlj  gown,  but  I 
vaaaevar  thus  guardad  with  blue  coats,  and  bea^ 
dlas,  and  coostablca,  and  ^-r«*T* 

dmr.  Alas,  fair  ■listresft,  spoil  not  thus  your 
eyes. 

Pen.  Oh,  Bwaet  sif,  I  fear  the  spoiling  of  other 
places  about  me  ibaC  are  dearer  than  my  eyes; 
if  you  be  geatleeiea,  if  you  be  men,  or  ever  came 
af  a  wnasan,  pHy  qiy  case,  stand  to  ne,  stick  to 
me, — gaad  air,  yoa  are  an  old  man. 

OrL  Uan^  nvt  on  me  I  pr'y  thee,  old  trees  bear 
no  aaeh  fruit. 

Pen,  Will  you  bail  me,  gentlemen  ? 

Isd,  Bail  tkee,  art  ia  for  debt? 

Pern.  No;  God  is  my  judge,  sir,  I  am  in  for 
DO  debts :  I  paid  mv  tailor  for  this  gown,  the  Isst 
five  shillings  a  week  that  was  behind,  yesterday. 

JDuke.  What  is  your  oama,  I  pray  t 

Pern.  Panelape  Whorehound,  I  coma  of  the 
Whorehooads. 
How  does  lieutenant  Buts  ? 

Omnet,  A  ha,  Bou ! 

Boti,  A  very  honest  woman,  as  I'm  a  soldier, 
a  pox  Bots  ye. 

Pen,  I  was  never  in  this  pickle  before ;  and 
yet,  if  1  go  aasoag  citiseos'  wires  they  jeer  at  me; 
if  I  go  among  the  ^  loose-bodied 'gowns,  they 
cry  a  poa  on  me,  hecaose  I  go  civilly  attired,  and 
twear  their  trade  was  a  good  trade,  till  such  as 
I  am  took  it  oat  of  their  hands :  good  lieutenant 
Bots,  speak  to  these  captains  to  MI  me. 

1  Mast.  Begging  for  bail  still  ?  you  are  a  trim 


gossip,  go  give  her  the  blue  gown,  ^  set  her  to 
bar  cbare  ;  work  huswife  for  your  bread,  away. 

Pen,  Out  yott  doe,  a  pox  00  you  all,  women 
are  bom  to  curse  thee,  but  I  oiall  live  to  sea 
twenty  suoh  flat-caps  shaking  dice  for  a  penny* 
worth  of  pippins  s  out,  you  blue-eyed  rogue. 

[Exit, 

Omnes.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Duke,  Even  now  she  wept,  and  prayed,  now 
does  she  olMe  ? 

1  Mast,  Seeing  ane :  if  still  she  had  stiud,  thb 
had  been  worse. 

Hm,  Was  she  ever  here  before  ? 

1  Most,  Five  times  at  least ; 
And  thus  if  alen  eome  to  her,  have  her  eyes 
Wruag,  and  wept  out  her  bail. 

Onnas.  Bots,  you  know  her? 

Bots,  Is  there  any  gentleman  here,  that  knows 
not  a  whore,  and  is  he  a  hair  the  worse  for  that  ? 

Duke,  Is  she  a  dty-dame,  she's  so  attired  ? 

1  Mast,  No,  my  good  lord,  that's  only  but  the  vail 
To  her  loose  body ;  I  have  seen  her  here 
In  gayer  masking  suits  t  as  several  sauces 
Give  one  dish  several  tastes,  so  change  of  hnbit9 
In  whores  is  a  bewitching  art ;  to-day  she's  all  in 
Colours  to  besot  gallants,  then  in  modest  black. 
To  catch  the  citizen,  and  this  from  their  exami- 
nations 
Drawn;  now  shall  yoa  see  a  monster  both  in 

shape 
And  nature  ^te  from  these,  that  sheds  00  tear. 
Nor  yet  is  nice,  'tis  a  plain  ramping  bear. 
Many  suoh  whales  fwe  cast  upon  this  shore. 

Omnes.  Let's  see  her. 

1  AUst,  Then  behold  a  swaggering  whore. 

\Exii. 

Orl,  Keep  your  ground,  Bots. 

Bots,  I  do  but  traverse  to  spy  advantage  Bow 
to  arm  myself. 

Enter  two  Masters  firsts  qfter  them  the  Constahle^ 
after  them  a  Beadle  beating  a  Baaon,^*  then 
CATQpaiNA  Bquntinall,  with  Mrs  Horse- 
LEACH,  after  them  another  Beadle  wit/^  a  blue 
flead,  guarded  with  yellpp* 

Caih,  Sirrah,  when  I  cry  hold  your  hands,  holdi 


^  Loose-bodied  gowns, — From  several  passage^  lo  coDtemporary  writers,  a  loose-bodted gown  appean  to 
h&?e  baea  the  luibit  of  a  ceurteaan.    80  in  Mort  Fooles  yet^  by  Roger  Sbarpe,  4to,  1010  : 

*'  Briscus  will  tame  good  hatband,  marry  fye. 
What  wench  is't  tosh  toose-bodied  Margery, 
Good  hyiband  bow,  that  B«fa  was  good  ia^s  UU^ 
The  better  husband,  sir,  the  worser  wife.** 

^  Ssthertohcr  chare«-^i.  e.  Hfir  task^work*    So  in  8hak^peara*s  Jnkmj/  md  CteogMtn : 

commanded 
By  socb  poor  passions  as  the  maid  that  milkS| 
And  does  the  meanest  chares,    !t. 

^^  A  beadk  beating  a  baspn^-^ln  Pen  Jobsod*s  ffew  /nn,  Ap  4»  S^  3.,  LatlUhsr  wys,'^*  And  let  her  foot* 
muibcat  the  bason  afore  her/'    On  which  Mr  W bailey  ob^rves,  that  it  alludes  **  to  (be  castom  of  old 
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you  ro^ue-catcher,  hold :  Bawd,  are  the  French 
chilblains  in  your  heels,  that  you  can  come  no 
faster  ?  are  not  you,  bawd,  a  whore's  ancient,  ^' 
and  must  not  I  follow  ray  colours  ? 

Hcrte,  O,  mistress  Camerine,  you  do  me  wrong 
to  accuse  me  here  as  you  do,. before  the  right 
worshipful :  1  am  knov«n  ifor  a  motherly  honest 
woman,  and  no  bawd. 

Cath.  Marry  fob,  honest !  burnt  at  fourteen, 
seven  times  whipt,  six  times  cartedy^ine  times 
ducked,  searched  by  some  hundred  and  fift^  con- 
stables, and  yet  you  are  honest?  Honest  mistress 
Horseleach  !  is  this  world  a  world  to  ktep  bawds 
and  whores  honest?  How  many  times  hast  thou 
given  gentlemen  a  quart  of  wine  in  a  gallon  pot  ? 
how  many  twelve-penny  fees,  nay,  two  shilling 
fees,  nay,  when  any  ambassadors  have  been  here, 
bow  many  half-crown  fees,  hast  thou  taken? 
how  many  carriers  hast  thou  bribed  for  country 
wenches  ?  how  often  have  I  rinced  your  lungs  in 
aqua  vila^  '*  and  yet  you  are  honest? 

Duke*  And  what  were  yon  the  whilest  ? 

Cath,  Marry  bang  you,  master  slave,  who  made 
you  an  examiner  ? 

Lod,  Weil  said,  belike  this  devil  spcu-es  no  man. 

Cath.  What  art  thou,  pr*ytbee? 

£ot$.  Nay,  what  art  thou,  pr'ytheeL 

Cath,  A  whore ;  art  thou  a  thief? 

Bott.  A  thief,  no ;  I  defy  the  calling,  I  am  a 
soldier,  have  borne  arms  in  the  field,  been  in  ma* 
tiy  a  hot  skirmish,  yet  come  off  sound. 

Cath,  Sound  with  a  pox  to  ye,  ye  abominable 

rogue !  you  a  soldier !  you  in  skirmishes !  where? 

amongst  pottte-pots  in  a  bawdy-bouse?  Look, 

look  here,  you  madam  wormeaten,  do  not  you 

•know  him? 

Horte.  Lieutenant  Bots^  where  have  ye  been 
this  many  a  day  ? 

Bott.  Old  bawd,  do  not  discredit  me,  teem  not 
to  know  me. 

Horse,  Not  to  know  ye,  master  Bots?  as  long 
as  I  have  breath,  I  cannot  forget  thy  sweet  face. 

Duke,  Why,  do  you  know  him  ?  he  says  he  is 
a  soldier. 

Cath,  He  a  soldier  ?  a  pander,  a  dog  that  will 
lick  up  sixpence:  |do  ye  hear,  you  roaster  Swine's 
snout,  how  long  is't  since  you  held  the  door  for 
me,  and  cried  to't  again,  nobody  comes,  ye  rogue 
you? 

Ornnei.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  youVe  smelt  out  again,  Bott. 

Bott,  Pox  ruip  her  pose  for't;  and  I  be  not  re? 
tenged  for  this — um  ye  bitch. 


Lod.  D*ye  hear  ye,  madam?  why  does  your  la* 
dysbip  swagger  thus  ?  you're  very  brave,  methiaki» 

Cath.  Not  at  your  cost,  master  Cod's-bead; 
Is  any  man  here  bleapeyed  to  see  me  brave  ? 

Att,  Yes,  I  am. 
Because  fpod  clothes  upon  a  whore's  back 
Is  like  fair  painting  upon  a  rotten  walL 

Cath,  Marry  mu£^  master  Whorematter,  yot 
come  upon  me  with  sentences. 

Ber,  By  this  light,  h*as  small  sense  for*e, 

Lod,  O  fie,  fie,  do  not  vex  her. 
And  yet  methinks  a  creature  of  more  tcorvy  con- 

didons 
Should  not  know  what  a  good  petticoat  were. 

Cath.  Marry  come  out. 
You're  so  busy  about  my  petticoat,  you^I  creep 
up  to  my  placket,  and  ye  could  but  attain  the  ho* 
nour;  but  and  the  out^es  ofifend  your  rognetlupi^ 
look  o'the  lining,  'tis  silk. 

Duke.  Is't  sUk  'tb  lined  with  then  ? 

Cath,  Silk  ?  aye  silk,  master  Slave,  yoo  wooU 
be  glad  to  wipe  your  nose  witli  the  tkirC  oo^t: 
th'is  'tis  to  come  among  a  company  of  coda-headi 
that  know  not  how  to  use  a  jgentlewomao. 

Duke.  Tell  her  the  duke  is  here. 

1  Matt.  Be  modest,  Kate,  the  duke  it  here. 

Cath.  If  the  devil  were  here,  I  care  not :  set 
forward,  ye  rogues,  and  give  attendance  acsoord* 
ing  to  your  places ;  let  bawds  and  whores  be  sad, 
for  I'll  sing  and  the  devil  were  a-dying.  f  fjreiml^ 

Duke,  Wb)r  before  her  does  the  bason  ring^ 

1  Mast.  It  is  an  emblem  of  their  revelling, 
The  whips  we  use  lets  forth  their  wanton  blood. 
Making  them  calm,  and  more  to  calm  their  prid^ 
Instead  of  coaches  they  in  ca^  do  ride. 
Will  your  grace  see  more  of  this  bad  ware  ? 

Duke.  No,  shut  up  shop,  we'll  now  break  up 
the  fair. 
Yet  ere  we  par'  -yon,  sir,  that  take  upon  ye 
The  name  of  soldier,  that  true  name  of  worthy 
Which  action,  not  vain  boasting*  best  sets  for^ 
To  let  you  know  how  far  a  soldier's  name 
Stands  from  your  title,  and  to  let  you  see. 
Soldiers  must  not  be  wronged  whore  priiicet  be : 
This  be  your  sentence. 

Omnet,  Defend  yourself,  Bots* 

Duke,  First,  all  the  private  sufferance  that  tbf 
house 
Inflicts  upon  offenders,  you,  as  the  batest. 
Shall  undergo  it  double,*  after  which 
You  shall  be  whipt,  sir,  round  abQUt  the  dtj^ 
Then  banished  from  the  land. 


^hea  bawds  and  other  infamoos  persons  were  carted.  A  mob  of  people  used  to  precede  them  beai^ 
htuomty  and  other  utensils  of  the  same  kind,  to  make  the  noise  and  tnmnft  the  bigger.  Thus  Stowe  de- 
scribci  the  panishment  of  a  priest  who  was  taken  in  crhnhial  conversatioQ  with  another  man's  wife : 
*  The  first  day  he  rode  in  a  carry  i  the  second  on  a  bone,  bis  face  to  the  horse-tail  i  the  third,  led  be- 
« twixt  twaiae,  and  every  day  rung  with  batom.^  Ibis  exphiins  a  passage  in  THb  SiltMt  Woman^  where 
Blorose,  amongst  other  execrations  on  the  barber  Cat-beard,  says^^  Let  there  be  no  bawd  carted  that 
^  year  to  employ  a  bason  of  his,'%-^A«  S.  S.  6. 
9^  ^ndiM<.— Ap  ensign.  f «  jifi^  vi^.— Formerly  the  general  name  for  ^irlm 
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Boti.  Beseech  ^^oar  vnce. 

Duke.  Awaj  with  hun,  see  it  done :  panders 
and  whores 
Are  city*plagoe8»  which  heing  kept  aKve, 
Nothing  that  looks  like  goodness  ere  can  thrive. 
Now,  good  Oriando,  what  say  you  to  jour  bad 
son-in-law  ? 

OrL  Marrj  this,  my  lord,  he  b  my  son-in*law, 
and  in  law  will  I  be  his  father ;  for  if  law  can 
pepper  him,  he  shall  be  so  parboiled,  that  he 
shall  stink  no  more^  i*the  nose  of  the  common*- 
wealth. 

BeL  Be  yet  more  kind  and  merdfnl,  good  fa* 
ther. 

OrL  Dost  thon  beg  for  him,  thoa  predous  man's 
meat,  thou  ?  has  he  not  beaten  thee,  kickt  thee, 
trod  on  thee,  and  dost  thou  fawn  on  him  like  his 
spaniel  ?  has  he  not  pawned  thee  to  thy  petticoat, 
sold  thee  to  thy  smock,  made  ye  leap  at  a  cnist^ 
yet  woold*8t  have  me  save  him  ? 

BeL  Oh  yes,  good  sir,  women  shall  learn  of  me. 
To  love  their  husbands  in  greatest  misery; 
Then  shew  him  pity,  or  you  wreck  myself. 

OrL  Have  ye  eaten  pigeons  that  you're  so  kind- 
hearted  to  your  mate  ?  Nay,  youVe  a  couple  of 
wild  bears ;  111  have  ye  both  baited  at  one  ^take 


but  as  for  this  knave,  the  gallows  is  diy  due,  and 
the  gillows  thou  shalt  have;  111  have  justice 
of  the  duke,  the  law  shall  have  thy  life.  Wha^ 
dost  thou  hold  him  ?  let  go  his  hand ;  if  thou  dost 
not  forsake  him,  a  fatl^s  everlasting  blessing 
fall  upon  both  your  heads : — away,  go  uss  out  of 
my  sight;  play  thou  the  whore  no  more,  nor  thou 
the  thief  agam ;— my  house  shall  be  thine,  my 
meat  shall  be  thine,  and  so  shall  my  wine,  but 
my  money  shall  be  mine  ;  and  yet  when  I  die^ 
so  thou  dost  not  fly  high,  take  all ;  yet,  good  Ma« 
theo,  mend. 

Thus  for  joy  weeps  Orlando,  and  doth  end. 
Duke,  Tiien  hear,  Matheo :  all  your  woes  are 
stayed 
By  your  good  father-in-laiy ;  all  your  ills 
Are  clear  purged  from  you  by  his  working  pills. 
Come,  Signior  Candido^  the^e  green  youn^  witS) 
We  see  by  circumstance,  this  plot  hath  laid, 
Still  to  provoke  thy  patience,  which  they  find 
A  wall  of  brass,  no  armoui^s  like  the  mmd ; 
Thou  hast  taught  the  city  patience,  now  our  court 
Shall  be  thy  sphere,  where  from  thy  good  report^ 
Rumortors  this  truth  unto  the  worid  shall  ung, 
A  patient  roan's  9  pattern  for  a  king.  \ 
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